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Shalonda bit her lower lip as she saw bad-boy Marty Evans sitting at the table toward the back of the bar. He was a regular, coming in and having dinner and drinking with his buddies at least three times a week. She took a shining to the guy when he half-flirted with her one time when he was alone. He had light brown eyes that hid behind his impossibly messy mop of chocolate brown hair. It was always in his eyes and he didn't try to move it. She desperately wanted to run her fingers through it and move it back to take a look at his brown eyes a little better, but she didn't. She played it cool, hoping her playing hard to get would garner some interest. 

But dammit, Marty didn't give Shalonda the attention she craved. Whenever he came into the bar she practically fought Jennifer or Sammy for the chance to serve him. They got to where they'd see him and just let her have the table. She carried the complimentary water and napkin to his table. He squinted up at her, looking annoyed that she was the one serving him yet again.

"Hi ya, Marty. How are you today?" Shalonda asked as she set the water and napkin down.

"Mmph. Good." Marty was a man of few words.

"What can I get for you today?" she asked brightly, ignoring his scowl.

"The usual. Make it a double," Marty said.

The usual for him was a tall dark beer straight from the draft. When Shalonda returned with the two mugs, she set them in front of him and looked around. "Are you expecting anyone to join you?" she asked in an attempt of trying to make small talk.

Marty shrugged. "Dunno. I just want to enjoy my beer. Maybe a container of nuts," he said as his light brown eyes swung up to her.

Shalonda happily waited on Marty. He still sat at his table drinking beer when her shift was over. While she was in the back removing her apron and preparing to leave he had hopped up and she just glanced at him exiting through the door. She smiled and quickly stepped out the employee door on the side. Winding her way around the corner, she wanted to see where he went. He crossed the street and turned corners twice. She kept in the shadows and stayed out of his line of vision. He wasn't the paranoid type and never saw her. He turned up the Avenue with the townhouses on Townhouse Row and entered the third one.

The street lights were farther apart on the Avenue. Porch lights illuminated the front doors and the neatly manicured yards had squatty solar lights lining the walkways. It seemed counterintuitive for someone like Marty to live in such a place. Mailboxes were on either side of the front doors, with name placards. She climbed the steps, carefully and quietly, so as not to draw attention to herself. The placards only had the house number much to her disappointment. She paused in front of the door. The quiet street below gave her the courage to step to the door and placing her ear on it, listened. She heard nothing, thankfully. He wasn't visiting someone, it seemed he was home.

She heard footsteps and quickly stepped down the concrete steps and hid on the other side, against the steps. Marty stepped outside and lit a cigarette. He had his phone in his hand. He swiped the screen. Whoever was on the other end only merited a "Yeah," rather than a true hello. The phone conversation was short because he hung up, burned through the cigarette, pitched it to the porch and ground it into the concrete. Then reaching down, plucked it up and carried it back inside. Say what you will about the bad boy, but he sure knew how to clean up after himself. His eyes darted around the area, just missing Shalonda before he shut the door again.

When Marty came back into the bar a couple of days later, Shalonda was just getting off work. She pouted but thought better and screwed up the courage to join him at his empty table. She took a seat without being invited. He peered across the table.

"Can I help you?" He asked curtly.

Shalonda chose to ignore his tone. "No, I'm fine. I just got off work, saw you sitting here drinking your beer alone and thought I'd join you. Isn't drinking better when you're doing it with someone?" she asked.

Marty set his mug down and threw the napkin beside it. He leaned forward, peering into her eyes. "Look, Shalonda, I think we need to clear the air," he said.

"Okay," she said and leaned forward, unsure if this was a good thing.

"I'm not your type of guy. I know you have a little crush on me or something, but you need to understand, I'm not the kind of guy you'd really like hanging around with, know what I mean?" He gave her a smirking smile.

"You don't know what you're talking about. Try me," Shalonda said.

"I'm telling you, you don't know me. I'm not like your typical guy. I have friends who are into dark things. I don't think you'd be willing..." Marty shook his head.

"Dark things? Illegal?" Shalonda asked.

"No, not illegal, not to most anyway. I don't think you'd like it. Really, just consider this a warning. You step too close to my business and you'll find out just what I'm about. Don't say I didn't warn you if you chose to keep stalking me," Marty said. He smiled at Shalonda as she reddened.

"You knew?" Her mouth came open.

"Yeah, I'm very aware of my surroundings. Do it again and you may find yourself in a situation you don't like," Marty said. 

"Okay," Shalonda said. She stood as Marty waltzed to the exit and left. For a second she reasoned with herself that perhaps he just gave her an invitation to follow him rather than a warning. She didn't care. Her reckless attitude sent her chasing after the man right out the door.

Marty walked in the opposite direction from his home on Townhouse Row. He moved on towards the bad side of town. Shalonda kept with him and didn't even try to hide in the shadows. If he noticed, he didn't turn around and let her know.

They turned the corner and headed to the ghetto to where the poorer people lived. Shalonda's heart pounded as she followed, she wanted him to catch her, she wanted him to show her just what he was about.

He disappeared between the buildings, the narrow passage an alley leading to the back-alley entrance to the apartments behind the storefronts. Nothing pretty about this place with the dark asphalt and concrete everywhere. On the nicer side of the city, the apartments had small yards, landscaped plots of land with green grass and trees. Townhouse Row had this, but these back-alley apartments weren't for looks.

Shalonda tried keeping up. She skirted around the corner and lost Marty. She trudged ahead and tried to keep up and find him, but she came to a T in the buildings. The alley went on for blocks and she chose to go left. There was no sign of Marty. Finally, she turned and tried the other way. The doors all looked the same. She was about to give up when one thrust opened as she walked by and a hand grabbed her, covering her mouth and pulling her within to the long dimly lit hall.

Shalonda squirmed and when her eyes adjusted, she saw it was Marty. Instead of fighting, she willingly moved along with him and smiled the entire way down the long hall and finally to a door near the back. He shoved her inside. Now his anger was evident as he glared at her.

"I warned you, Shalonda. You couldn't help but follow me, now you're here and my boys won't be denied," Marty said.

She straightened and smoothed her top over her jeans. "Your boys won't be denied what?" she asked.

"Don't say I didn't warn you. You wanted to know what I'm all about, now you're here where you shouldn't be. But hey, maybe you want this," Marty said. He pulled off his shirt revealing his buff body, the muscles flexing with every move. Boy, he worked fast. 

Shalonda stepped out of her boots and grinned. If he wanted to play it rough, she'd play. She unbuttoned the top of her jeans when two guys appeared from the back of the apartment. One had on a pair of jeans and no shirt. The other wore a pair of athletic shorts with a muscle shirt. He had a large Celtic symbol tattooed on his left bicep. His dark hair was slicked back, and his mustache twitched as he took her in.

The other
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