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The sun dips below the horizon, casting long shadows across the pavement as I step out of the office. The familiar sounds of the city—honking cars, distant chatter, and the hum of streetlights flickering to life—fill the air. I sigh, the weight of another monotonous day pressing down on my shoulders. My mind races with the same recurring thoughts that have plagued me for months.

"I'm so tired of the same thing every day," I mutter to myself, frustration evident in my voice.

At work, I'm Angie Harper, the confident and respected project manager who can communicate intricate details about any project with ease. I'm strong, dependable, and always know the right thing to say. But as I walk towards my car, the mask of confidence begins to slip, revealing the cracks beneath.

Life has become predictable, a series of unremarkable days that blur together into an endless loop. The spark that once made me feel alive has dimmed, replaced by a numbing routine. The thought of going home to another evening on the couch, scrolling mindlessly through my phone, is almost unbearable. I crave something different, something that will make me feel alive again.

My thoughts drift to the string of bad dates I've endured recently—men who believe they have the world to offer but can’t carry a conversation or treat another person with respect. The disappointment and frustration from those encounters only add to my sense of stagnation.

As I reach my car, I hesitate. I could go home and lose myself in another mindless TV show, or I could do something completely out of character. The idea of escaping my "good girl" life, even just for an evening, is tempting. Maybe I could throw on a dress and pretend to be someone else, someone confident and fearless. An escape from my predictable world.

My heart races at the thought. What if I drove to another town, went to a bar, and pretended to be a super-confident woman? I've always envied those women who can flirt and talk to attractive men with ease, but I've never had the nerve to do it myself.

"Why not?" I think, a flicker of excitement sparking within me. "What do I have to lose?"

Without giving myself time to second-guess, I get into my car and start the engine. I drive in the opposite direction of my apartment, heading towards a part of town I rarely visit. The drive feels like a journey into the unknown, the familiar streets giving way to new, unexplored territory.

You know what? It's been a while since I went to a country bar. It's still early; I could stop for a bit and enjoy some honky tonk entertainment. They may have some live music. Yeah, that's what I'll do. 

Looking at my watch, I see it's only now hitting seven in the evening. I have plenty of time to enjoy myself and still get home in time to watch some Netflix. 

As I drive, my mind races with possibilities. I could be anyone tonight. I could be bold, flirtatious, and adventurous. The thought is both exhilarating and terrifying. I've spent so long conforming to expectations, playing it safe, that the idea of stepping outside my comfort zone feels like a rebellion.

The neon sign of Hank's Hangover flickers in the twilight, drawing me in with a warm glow being cast across the gravel parking lot. Smiling, I pull into the lot, seeing jacked-up pickups and beater sedans. Yes, this is a place I feel like I've been to many times before. My heart is pounding with anticipation and a hint of nervousness. I sit in my car for a moment, taking a deep breath to steady myself.

"You can do this," I whisper as if the words could summon the courage I need.

I rummage through a forgotten shopping bag, pulling out a simple yet elegant little summer dress I had bought on a whim but never had the occasion to wear. With quick, determined movements, I change in the car, slipping into the dress and touching up my makeup, drawing out the mascara to bring out those big brown eyes of mine. I catch a glimpse of myself in the rearview mirror and barely recognize the woman staring back at me. Gone is the tired, predictable Angie. In her place is a confident, alluring stranger, Angie from Kansas City. 

Stepping out of the car, I smooth down my dress and walk towards the entrance of the bar. In the last rays of the setting sun, I see myself in the glass windows. I'm tall, but not too tall. My blonde hair drops down in ringlets around my round face, and I notice my dress was clinging to my curves in all the right places. A smirk played on my lips, I looked incredible. Now I was ready to make my grand entrance.

Pushing open the glass door, a wave of sound and sensation washes over me. The honky-tonk bar sprawls before me, a living, breathing entity pulsing with energy. Smoke hung in lazy tendrils near the low ceiling, backlit by the glow of vintage neon beer sign fixtures. The worn wooden floor is tacky beneath my feet, telling tales of countless drinks spilled onto the boots of patrons who had shuffled and stomped across its surface. 

This was my chance to be someone else, even if just for a night. My heart raced with the thrill of the unknown, and I take a step forward, ready to embrace whatever comes next.

To my right, a long bar stretches the length of the room, its polished surface gleaming under the soft lights. Bottles of every shape and size line the mirrored backdrop, their labels promising liquid courage and sweet oblivion. The bartender, an older man with the moves of practiced efficiency and calloused hands, exchanged easy banter with the regulars as he poured drinks for them.

I make my way to an empty stool, the leather seat, cool against my bare thighs. A quick tug on my dress, and I’m suddenly aware of how out of place I feel among the sea of denim and plaid. But as I settle in, the familiar atmosphere begins to seep into my bones, reminding me of countless nights spent in places just like this.

Voices rise and fall around me, punctuated by bursts of laughter and the sharp crack of pool balls colliding. To my left and tucked into a corner, a group of men huddles around a pool table, their faces etched with concentration as they line up shots. The blue chalk dust on their hands leaves ghostly imprints on their beer bottles, creating a silent record of the night's games.

"Ma'am," the bartender beckons to me, "You want something?"

Leaning across the bar, feeling the chill of the brass railing, I answer back, "Vodka and soda." 

With a nod, the man turns around. At that moment, the music changes, and a duet from five years ago starts playing from the speakers, the words indistinct but somehow comforting in their familiarity.

"Five dollars," The bartender says as my fingers close around the cool glass of my drink. A bill is dropped, and I turn back to watch the crowd. 

Time passed by, leaving a second, then a third empty drink sitting on the bar top. At last, I was feeling relaxed in my choices for the evening. 

Leaning back upon the railing, I was bumped from behind. Struggling to keep myself from falling off my stool, I turned to see who or what had knocked me over. What I saw stopped me for a second. He wasn't necessarily good-looking, definitely not a Josh Brolin, but he had that tall, rugged look. 

His worn cowboy hat tilting back, he was looking down, shaking one hand covered in beer and trying to keep the rest in the mug in his other hand. He looked up and paused to see me. 

"Sorry there," he said as he wiped a beer-covered hand on his jeans. "Daul. Wayne Daul." He mouthed it close to my ear so I could hear him over the music playing overhead, his breath warm against my skin.

Muttering back to him, I speak before thinking. "Wayne Daul? What kind of name is that?" 

Instead of taking offense, Wayne's grin widened, revealing a flash of white teeth. His hand was extended, and I grasped it by reflex, feeling the cool remains of his beer as his fingers wrapped around my palm. We shook for a moment, feeling a slight tingle going through my hand as we paused there, looking at each other. Wayne leaned in again, his lips almost brushing the shell of my ear as he spoke.

"And you are?" He had that kind of gravel in his mouth, talking from the side in a deep voice like it comes from down under to roll over his tongue slowly. I was suddenly aware of how close we were, of the heat radiating from his body.

"Uh," I wondered what to tell him. "I'm Angie. Angie from Kansas City." I smile my best smile at him, letting my cheekbones sculpt my face for that introduction. 

I watched him, his deep blue eyes surrounded by the craggy contours of his face, his mouth twisting the words I'd just said around, looking for the life of me like he was a cow chewing his cud. Then, with one more effort, "Good to meet you, Angie. Angie from Kansas City." 

He turned and looked back into the crowd. I tried to see what his attention was drawn to, but I failed. I didn't want to lose this moment with him, so I asked him a question that should make him stay longer.

"Say, Wayne Daul, tell me, what do you believe in?" It worked because he stood a little straighter and stepped a little closer to me.

"What do I believe in?" he repeated the question, confused at the directness I gave him. 

I smiled again at him, letting my freshly whitened teeth gleam in the bar's flickering lights, "Sure, tell me what you believe in."

I swear, at that point, he gave me his best James Dean impression right then and there and proceeded to tell me what he believed in, "Angie from Kansas City, I believe in hand jobs and hot dogs. Fast cars, and" holding up the frosted mug of his, "cold beers. I believe Elvis and Jack Kennedy are still hanging out together, and The Great Gatsby really should have had a sequel."
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