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Kayana set the shot of whiskey down in front of the bad boy. His eyes swung up to meet with hers as he glared. After pitching a wad of bills at her he downed the shot. She grasped the bills. “Thanks,” she muttered and grabbed the empty shot glass. He smiled and nodded. His dark brown eyes were hidden by the impossibly long black lashes. A girl’s dream and probably he never gave it another thought. His glossy dark hair framed his face in a hasty mess as if he merely swept his hand over his face and head when he got up that morning.

He stood and walked out the door, his tighter than tight jeans making him dreadfully sexy. His biceps nearly busted out of the black tee shirt that stretched across his chest. Whoever he was, Kayana was interested.

“Who is he?” she asked another server, Sylvia. 

Sylvia chuckled. “He’s too bad for you, Kay. Put your sights on someone a little tamer,” she said as she gathered the trash from the table of the patrons who ate their meal and left.

Kayana looked down at the ridiculous outfit she wore. Working for the Late Night Charlie’s Bar & Grill meant she wore a sexy waitress dress, which came halfway up her thighs along with fishnet stockings. Black numbers with a white apron almost made the servers at Charlie’s look like French maids. The only reason Charlie hired her was for her curvy body. That’s why he hired all the servers.

“What’s his name?” Kayana asked as she chased after Sylvia.

“I’m telling you, he’s not your type. Stick with the lonesome cowboy who comes in here occasionally,” Sylvia said. She tried discouraging her friend.

“I just want his name. He comes in here all the time,” Kayana said.

“Fletcher. And good luck. Don’t say I didn’t warn you,” Sylvia said as she grabbed two plates of food for another table.

The following evening, Fletcher came in, this time he sat right at the bar. His eyes scanned the menu. Jacob, the bartender, was busy making drinks for the customers sitting at the other end. Kayana took her chance and stepped around the bar and held pad in hand. “May I help you?” she asked.

Fletcher looked up at her. “Steak, medium rare. Baked potato. House salad,” he said curtly.

“Wonderful choice,” Kayana said as she left for the kitchen. When she served the man his food, she smiled at him. “I’m Kayana.”

“Nice to meet you,” Fletcher said and nodded. His knife sawed through the thick steak. “Fletcher.” He spoke before popping in the first bite of meat.

The impromptu introduction made Kayana happy. Now she knew the man by his first name, she’d worm her way into his business somehow. He never brought another lady in, he was always alone. She screwed up the courage to ask him if he was with anyone or not. The worse thing he could say was yes, he was married, or gay.

Little by little Kayana flirted her way into talking to the man. He even smiled and looked her in the eye when she approached his table. He came in just about every night, late, for his dinner. Sometimes he came in for a drink or two before going on his way.

“I notice you come here every night practically. Now, it’s none of my business but I’m always happy to see you,” Kayana said.

“But?” Fletcher asked as he lifted his dark brow.

Kayana giggled. “But I was wondering, do you have a wife? A girlfriend? I never see you with anyone,” she asked. Her heart ka-thumped in her chest as she waited for the man to answer.

Fletcher chuckled. “No, not married. No significant other. I guess my work keeps me from having a serious relationship. Not many women are my type,” he said. It was nuggets she grasped.

“Mind if I sit down? I’m on break.” Fletcher shook his head. “What type of work do you do?”

“Drive trucks. Short hauls. I’m on the road most of the day. That’s why I come here. The last thing I want to do when I get home is cook dinner. Steaks are my favorite and Charlie’s are the best,” he said.

“Well, I agree there. What type of woman do you prefer?” Kayana asked. She smiled as she traced circles on the table. 

“My, aren’t you nosey,” Fletcher said.

“Haven’t you figured this out yet?” Kayana asked as she grinned. Fletcher merely tilted his head to the side and stared at her waiting.

“Enlighten me,” he said.

“I’m interested in you,” Kayana stated simply.

Fletcher nodded thoughtfully. “You don’t understand what you’re getting into with me. Like I said, I only go for one type of woman, and she’s rare,” he said.

“How do you know what type of woman I am? If you asked me out we could get to know one another better,” Kayana said. Sylvia walked by and eyed Kayana. She shook her head and kept walking. 

Fletcher sighed heavily. “Tell you what, I’ll take you out. We’ll get to know each other. But I don’t think you’ll end up liking me once you get to know the real me,” he said.

“You will?” Kayana said. She ignored the part about not liking him. Her heart was set on the fact he agreed to take her out.

“Hmmm, Saturday night you off?” he asked.

“I can certainly ask off. Great. Where do you want to meet?”

“Here? Have a bite to eat and play it by ear,” Fletcher said. “Never mind, you wouldn’t want to eat where you work. How about I take you across town to Flat Iron Steaks?”
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“Now that sounds great. We can meet here for a drink first, if you’d like,” Kayana said.

“Sounds good. See you Saturday night. Say eight,” Fletcher said and stood. He pulled a wad of cash from his pocket and threw it on the table for his meal and her tip.

Kayana met Fletcher Saturday night at eight. They drank a shot of whiskey before heading to Flat Iron Steaks. He revealed nothing earth shattering during the date, as they walked around the river district, enjoying the warm night air while strolling through the various night businesses.

Fletcher surprised Kayana week after week, asking her out as they got to know each other. He was very stand offish when it came to intimacy though. He claimed he didn’t get involved intimately until he really knew a woman. Kayana hoped he’d soon figure out how well fit they were for each other. She flirted and dressed sexy and still the man kept her at arm’s length. Even so, she fell for the man and all her desires landed on being with him. It became her conquest.

Kayana came into work one afternoon and saw Sylvia and Fletcher having a heated talk around the corner from the bar. They didn’t see her yet, so she edged to the area to hear what they were saying.

“If you hurt her I’ll hurt you,” Sylvia said.

“If I hurt her, it’s because she begs me to,” Fletcher said. His voice was even, calm.

“Just be warned. She still has no clue about you,” Sylvia
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