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'That was fun,' Costa said as they stepped
unsteadily from the ship.

Penelope wasn't quite so enthusiastic. 'It
went around one time to many,' she said.

They had just stepped off
a fake pirate ship that had
shaken her, her current sexual infatuation, and sixty total
strangers until the contents of her stomach had threatened to make
a most undignified spectacle of her. She had always found it
difficult to believe that some idiot somewhere had thought it a
good idea to mount a sailing ship - designed for water travel -
onto a frame that let it fly through the air in a vertical, three
hundred and sixty degree arc. She found it even more difficult to
believe that other idiots - which now included her - paid good
money to ride it.

It was all for Costa, and she knew
she would gladly take
the stomach churning plummets again and again so long as she was
able to clutch onto Costa's strong arm on the way up and scream
along with him on the way down. Up and down with Costa was worth
almost any sacrifice in her current state of mind. And if he could
make her scream, all the better.

'You know what else is fun?' Costa said as
they stopped beside the ticket booth. He was casting a speculative
eye over the fair grounds, which worried Penelope.

'Not the roller coaster,' she said,
'anything but the roller coaster.'

He laughed. 'No, not the roller coaster.' He
leaned down so that his head was close to her ear. 'Isaac is fun
and he's over there. Will you hate me if I go and have some fun
with Zac?'

'What?' Penelope said, 'oh come on! Can't
you pass up on a man just once? For me?'

Costa stood up straight and shrugged. He
was an amazingly handsome man, which is why he got away with so
much.

'Oh, alright, abandon me if you must,' she
said.

A smile split his perfect face and his dark
eyes sparkled. 'You're the best,' he said, and gave her a peck on
the cheek. 'I'll call you.'

'You do that,' she said to his fast
receding back. She watched him wrap his muscular arms around a
strange man's waist and lift him off the ground. The two were
obviously well acquainted, which was no surprise. Costa got around.
It was almost as if he was trying very hard to prove something to
the world and to himself.

Penelope sighed and turned away from the carnival rides.
She'd been coming to the yearly fair for as long as she could
remember and had seen it transformed from a place where farmers
compared cows and the only ride was on a pony, to the jarring
monstrosity full of vomit-inducing 'fun' that it was today. It was
kind of ironic that the noise of the spinning, stomach-churning
'fun' of today would likely deafen any pony within a mile of the
place.

'Not all is as it seems, my dear,' said a
quiet voice from behind her, which was strange. She heard it quite
clearly despite the ear-bleeding volume of the fair. Penelope
turned and saw an old woman sitting in a little stall. It was a
good hundred yards away, but there was no one else behind her. Not
knowing quite why, she made her way over. 'Did you say something?'
Penelope asked.

The old woman smiled. 'Yes, my dear. I think
your friend isn't being totally honest with you.'

'Oh, you saw that, did you?' Penelope
asked and looked back. The old woman must have incredible hearing
because it had been a long way away. 'Costa just can't keep it in
his pants, I'm afraid.'

'Maybe yes, maybe no,' the old woman said,
'but I have a way for you to find out.'

'Have you, just?' Penelope said, in an exasperated tone. She
didn't think much of old women telling fortunes and pretending to
be all occult. Although only in her early twenties, Penelope had
met many a 'witch' who claimed to be in touch with dark powers. It
was strange how their paranormal activity always seemed to have a
commercial element attached to it.

'I'm not like that,' the old woman said.

'Like what?' Penelope said.

The old woman laughed and handed
Penelope a small bottle. 'Mix
one drop with a drop of your blood and put it in his drink. If he
has desire for you, then it will bring it to the
surface.'

'Oh, a love potion,' Penelope said. 'How
much?'

'No, not a love potion,' the old woman
said, 'there is no such thing. This brings the heart to the
surface. Lust is the key. It will only work if he has desire for
you. If there is lust, he will act upon it, but if he has no
feelings for you then all it will do is make his soda taste
flat.'

'Oh,' Penelope said, and reached for her
purse.

'I said I'm not like that,' the old woman
said, 'money means very little to me.'

'Then what do you want?'

The old woman shrugged. 'It is hard to
explain. The world is becoming harder and more, um,' she paused a moment while she sought
for a word, 'metallic,' she said, finally. 'Yes, that sounds right.
Metallic. The world is becoming harder and more metallic with every
passing day. Pandering to human desire holds back the cold tide,
even if it is only for a moment.'

'Thank you,' Penelope said, and suddenly
had an overwhelming urge to leave. 'It's not poisonous is
it?'

'Of course not,' the old woman said, and
smiled, 'it's perfectly safe. Goodbye now.' Penelope waved goodbye
as her legs carried her away at quite a decent speed.

Luckily, Penelope didn't have too much
time to think about the old woman and her potion because her phone
rang just as her legs slowed down.

It was Costa, and her heart skipped.

'Hey Penny,' he said, when she answered
the phone, 'what you doing?'

'Oh, nothing much,' she replied in a calm
voice even though it felt like her heart was beating at a million
beats per second. 'What happened to Zac?'

'He got called away for work or something,'
Costa said, but his voice had an upbeat tone. 'Why don't you come
over to The Dancing Dog and have a drink with me. I'm all
lonely.'

If anyone but Costa had made such an invitation, she would
have impolitely declined it. But for Costa, she was like a faithful
puppy being called to her master's side. He could fool with her all
he wanted.

'Sure, why not?' she said, trying to sound
nonchalant but failing.
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The Dancing Dog was to bars what advertising jingles are to
music. Nothing about the place was right; it was located on the
grungiest street in the grungiest suburb in the whole city, weird
timber paneling that had never been in vogue covered the walls, the
bar workers were usually drunk, and the owner was
always
drunk. Yet despite all its
drawbacks, people packed it to its poorly constructed rafters every
day of the week.

Penelope loved the place, and so did Costa. But, as was
always the case for Penelope, there was a problem. While she loved
The Dancing Dog for its atmosphere and the friends she'd made
there, Costa's love had a more physical component. He'd had a
dalliance with nearly all the regular denizens - male, female, and
even those who were still undecided. And yes, they were denizens.
There was no better way to describe the detritus of human society
that oozed through the doors on a nightly basis. So, while she
loved The Dancing Dog, the Dancing Dog loved Costa, which made it
doubly hard to get his attention.

Penelope slipped in past the security staff, all of whom
had long ago concluded that she was sexually inert. After all,
anyone who could hang out with Costa for so long and
not succumb to his charms had to be either
asexual or deathly allergic to dick. Even committed lesbians had
checked out the goods, although many had argued that it was just to
see what all the fuss was about. As far as the meaty men at the
door were concerned, if Costa couldn't get into her pants, then
they weren't going to waste their time trying.

Costa was waiting for her at his customary booth in the far
corner, surrounded by the usual flunkies, fanboys, and groupies
that were drawn to him. 'Hey Penny,' he called out when he saw her
and pointed to the vacant seat beside him. She pointed to the bar
and he gave her the thumbs up.

Penelope didn't believe a word of what the old woman had
told her, but at a time like this, she was prepared to give almost
anything a go. She'd been holding a candle for this man for far too
long to give up on any chance to finally snare him. She ordered two
Black Russians - her favorite drink of the moment - and tipped a
drop from the phial the old woman had given her into one of them. A
prick of her finger to shed some blood would, she hoped, lead to a
prick of another sort later in the evening.

She took a deep breath to steady her nerves, put on a brave
face, and weaved through the crowd to be by his side. 'You're a
mind reader,' Costa said, and threw his drink back in one
swallow.

'So, no Zac?'

'No, he was being a bore as usual,' Costa
said, and sighed. 'I just wanted to have some fun and he got all
hard and heavy on me.'

'Everybody gets hard for you, sweet boy,'
Penelope said, 'you're so pretty.'

'Stop being a bitch,' he said, and slapped
her thigh under the table.

'I
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