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Twenty-five-year-old, Bobby Goodman, worked as a bartender at the most happening spot downtown in the city of St. Louis. ChilLacx was a trendy lounge, equipped with a grand pianist and a sweet-sounding vocalist, who sang the blues. Three chandeliers hung from the ceiling and gave the entire place a dim amber glow. Luke, the piano man, played a gentle melody that streamed above veneer chatter, and the sporadic clinging of plates from the cook in the back.

Only a few regulars sat comfortably, sparse around the oak wood bar counter that Friday evening. Behind the counter, Bobby prepared mister funny man Al and the vocalist Patricia, their usual double shots of aged-old Macallan on the rocks. Although Al couldn’t carry a note, he was still great entertainment. Everyday on Bobby's shift, Al would come in and visit, just to get away from his nagging wife for a while, he’d say. He sat there, making small talk with Patricia while holding onto an old-fashioned St. Louis Post. 

Bobby sat his metal shot jigger down on the counter of his lower workstation and stepped over to the dry counter. He grabbed a napkin and a straw, then he placed them down in front of Al and Patricia. He reached over and grabbed their whiskies, mixed with Dr. Pepper. Then he gently sat them down on top of each of their napkins.

“Thanks, kid,” Al said.

“Yeah, bae—beh!” Patricia also chimed in gratitude. “Dis’a hold me ova ‘til my shift.”

“Yep, yep!” Bobby perked. “My pleasure!” He then reached down, opened the steamy dishwasher underneath the counter, and retrieved several of the steam-dried glasses. 

Two seats down from them, sat long blond-haired Lanetta, who wore a red dress that remained short and to the point. Next to her sat Dennis, an impressionable twenty-two year old, who’d become a good friend to Bobby. He was a cheap-suit-wearing, closeted bi-sexual, with a corporate job in finance. However, on this particular evening, Dennis was canoodling with Lanetta right in front of him and treating her, as if they were actually dating. 

Bobby’s thin mustache and shaped eyebrows remained expressionless on his tan face. He knew he couldn’t say anything in the moment. Staying focused and levelheaded was crucial to being a bartender. He couldn’t show any sign of being a clingy gay man. After all, it was a secret that him and Dennis had, at one time, been ‘hooking up’. 

Yet and still, Bobby hadn’t actually agreed to sharing him with Lanetta, of all people. Dennis was his booty call, and if he hooked up with her, than that meant they were officially over. Meanwhile, Dennis reached up and stroked a lock of Lanetta’s long curls while gazing into her eyes. “I’ma go to the men’s room right quick, suga,” he said, beaming at her. 

Lanetta nodded her head and smiled back at him.

“B-R-B,” Dennis said, glancing over at Bobby.

Bobby lightly nodded.

“Get her another drink, will ya, Bobby-boy?” Dennis asked, easing off the tall stool. 

“She’s already had too much!” Bobby joked, as he wiped down a clean glass.

“That’s how it works, son!” Al interjected, looking up at Bobby. “You get ‘em drunk, then they have no choice, but to stick with you for the night,” he cackled.

Patricia snickered right along with him.

“You know me best, Al!” Dennis called out, pointing at him, as he ambled across the polished wooden floor into the swinging doors of the gentleman’s room. 

“Ha. Ha. Bobby the bartender!” Lanetta jeered, as her ruby earrings dangled from her earlobe beside her blond curls. “I don’t even want another drink, anyway—just a Coke.”

Bobby cut his curt Asian eyes at her. “If you sittin’ at my bar, then you’re drinkin’,” he retorted, ambling over to the shelves. “I don’t make kids’ drinks,” he said, turning his head to look at her. He swiveled back around, reached over, and staggered the clean glasses atop of the pyramid of glasses on the back counter.

Instead of saying anything else to Bobby, she began scanning the bar for someone else to spark her interests. That was when she started staring at Carl, sitting across from her. He was the freshly barbered and casually dressed business owner, working on his third drink since three o’ clock on a Friday. Carl was what they called a seasonal regular because his manufacturing company picked up a lot more during the winter. From prior conversations, Bobby learned that Carl was Black and part-Kickapoo from the local tribe in the city. He had a nice physique, a laid back demeanor, and a charming appeal about him. 

So, Lanetta comfortably sat there and googled at him. In Bobby’s opinion, Carl was one of the cutest guys at the bar, but he was also married. She was only able to get away with gazing at him because she, too, was very attractive. So, Carl instantly gave her the eyes right back, as Bobby watched them in the dim lighting. She puckered her lips and blew Carl a kiss while Bobby turned up his lip, still meticulously drying the glass in his hand. 

Dennis had only been gone a second, to use the restroom and there she goes, Bobby thought. He was appalled by her behavior, as usual. Yet, Carl didn’t seem to mind it. 

“Jesus,” Al cried, looking up at them from over his paper. “Thank God you can’t catch mononucleosis out of thin air. Every man at this bar would be sick over you, sweetheart.”

“They already are,” Bobby reassured them both. “I’m sick of seeing you in here every night, trying to get laid by every guy at the bar,” he fussed, glaring at Lanetta.

She pressed her lips together on both sides, glaring at Bobby, like he was pathetic. She then eyed the cocktail tubs on the lower counter of his workstation. She reached down and dug her fingers into the plastic tub of Maraschino cherries, picking up two of them by their wishbone stem. Bobby dashed over to his cocktail tubs and slapped the flat lid shut, scowling at her.

However, she paid Bobby no mind, as she tilted her head back and guided the two cherries to her mouth. She then stuck out her tongue while everyone at the bar locked eyes on her. In slow motion, she began fondling the cherries with the tip of her tongue, as all the fellas watched her, in astonishment. Bobby was done. He had a good mind to kick her out, if only he could get away with it.

Clean-cut Carl sat straight up, like a dog with his ears, poking in the air. He appeared dumbfounded at the sight of her actions. She worked the cherry into her small mouth and began chewing it, acting like it was the best thing she’d ever tasted. She then pulled the stem from her lips while the fellas continued drooling. 

Carl sprang from his stool and made his way around the oval bar towards her. Once he approached her, he proceeded to spark up a conversation. “Pardon me,” he began. “I felt compelled to come over and introduce myself to you, pretty lady. I’m Carl. What's your name?”

“Lavita,” she lied, beaming her classic white smile at him.

Carl reached out and gently seized her right hand into his. “Nice to meet you,” he said, guiding the back of her hand towards his lips and kissing it, just above her knuckle. 

Lanetta felt her body temperature rise, like the sun at dawn. In the heat of the moment, her stomach involuntarily let out a growl. She chuckled, hoping Carl hadn't heard it. Lanetta didn’t want him to be turned off by her already; they’d just met. 

“Is that your stomach?” Carl asked, shooting straight at it. He observed her, as she blushed. “Can I feed you? Perhaps take you to the nice restaurant up the street, Di Vinci's?” he suggested.

“Mmm,” Lanetta moaned. “That sounds good,” she replied, beaming her smile at him.

Everyone sat silently eavesdropping on the two of them. Bobby had always wondered why men married, when they weren’t ready to actually settle down. He doubted Carl was bisexual. He also more than likely wasn’t a closeted gay man, like himself and Dennis, either. Carl probably had one woman for a wife at home, but Lanetta couldn’t have cared less about his relationship status. A wedding band wasn’t going to stop her. Flirting, was what she did best.

Before she could say more, Dennis came lightly treading behind Carl. He tapped him on the shoulder, like a buddy would. “Hey, man,” Dennis began.

Carl turned his head toward Dennis and stared at him.

“The lady’s with me, homie!” Dennis declared. 

Carl scanned him from head to toe, then turned back around, and proceeded to talk to Lanetta. “Would you like to . . .”

The tension at the bar grew thick. Bobby could tell, Carl had had too much to drink. He wasn’t acting like his normal self. His arm movements were sloppy, and his light skin remained pinkish red at the tip of his ears. Bobby, however, didn’t say a word. Al and Patricia were practically turned around on their stools, watching them. Bobby could tell Patricia, at least, was very entertained by the emerging drama. In the stillness of the lounge, Dennis tapped Carl on the shoulder, once more. 

Again, Carl turned around, slowly.

“She’s my—” 

BAM!

Carl suddenly punched Dennis right in his face and Dennis flew backwards onto one of the bar tables. Everyone, who saw it, gasped.

“Oooh!” Patricia hooted, flinching in her seat, with her eyes wide open.

Lanetta hopped off her bar stool, like she wanted to run over to help him while he only laid there, covering his nose and squirming, like he was in pain. 

“Call the paramedics!” Al hollered.  “Jesus! They’re gonna give me a heart attack.”

Dennis quickly lifted his back off the table, still holding his nose while Lanetta stood there staring at him in a daze. Nobody had expected Carl to punch him like that. ChilLacx was supposed to be a laid-back spot, where people came to lounge. Yet, everyone including Bobby, stared at the three of them in dismay. 

“You okay, bae—beh?” Patricia asked.

Dennis only slid his bottom off the round table, glowering at Carl. 

“What’s up now, punk?” Carl retorted, flexing his knuckles a few times.

Dennis only stood there, looking apprehensively pitiful. His eyes watered and his face grew beet red while his hands slightly trembled at his side. He gaped at Carl, like he wanted to fight him and beg for his mercy at the same time. 
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