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Joy plunked down on her sofa, her first official free day after losing her job at the bistro. The owners, Frank and Chuck, had a falling out and Frank categorically fired all the baristas. Not one was left and the two now ran the joint on their own. Joy ran her shaky hand through her short blonde hair unsure of what she’d do. Before she lost the job, she lived paycheck to paycheck, but she knew working there was precarious due to the two men’s explosive relationship. Threats of losing the jobs always hung in the air, but for eighteen months, Joy worked gaining good tips and keeping her life afloat and thus paying rent, utilities and buying food. Thankfully, before she lost her job, she had made a trip to the superstore and stocked up on groceries, so that wouldn’t be an issue for a while. But it will if the lights and gas are turned off from not being able to pay her bills. It was almost too much to think about now.

Joy pulled the beer from the refrigerator. Tonight, she was thirsty and tonight she’d drink the entire six-pack. She didn’t care. After settling on a movie, she relaxed, her feet on the coffee table and popped the top on the cold brewski. 

“Fucking job,” she said to the empty room as she chugged the first beer. After belching and pissing, she opened the second bottle and literally cried while watching an action movie. She thought blood and guts and fights would help her to feel better but it didn’t. “Miserable failure.” 

By the time the movie ended, the six-pack box sat empty beside her on the sofa. “This is how alcoholics are made,” she chimed as she made her way to the bathroom for the hundredth time. “Should have drank one and saved myself the bathroom trips. I can’t afford the damn water I’m using to flush the toilet,” she cried.

Joy turned on her computer and tried to search bleary-eyed for job websites. “Fucking job. I have to find one,” she said, slurring her words. “Fuck it, I’m too drunk. I’ll probably end up applying for something I’m not capable of doing.” The computer screen hurt her eyes, anyway. She turned it off and sat back in the chair and cried her eyes out again. “What am I going to do?” Reaching for a tissue she blew her nose and got up to take a shower. Stumbling into the bathroom she hoped she wouldn’t fall and hit her head. The room spun, and she hiccupped. “You stupid idiot.” Fumbling with the faucet, she streamed hot steamy water over her body and made a pot of coffee afterwards, hoping it would make her feel better.

“Damn sobbing drunk.” She knew better than to drink that beer. The coffee brewed, and the clock edged to one A.M. She didn’t care as she downed a cup of strong black coffee and became sober enough to go to bed.

Sunlight poured through the window the following morning, so bright Joy rose and shut the blinds she’d forgotten to close the night before. After taking two aspirin she showered again, this time washing her hair and doing it right. The evening before was a blur. She smirked as she cleaned her apartment and threw away the empty beer bottles. 

After dressing in her best business attire, Joy hit the streets to look for a job. It was mid-morning when she realized it would be better to job hunt on Monday morning instead of a Saturday. Most places told her to come back during a weekday. She toyed with the idea to check on Frank and Chuck, but decided she needed a job that was steady. 

On her way home, Joy noticed a billboard for a trendy new bar called Howdies located near her apartment. She went home and relaxed for the afternoon and dressed-up later in the evening planning to give the new place a visit. She wanted a night of fun and relaxation before she got serious with her resume on Sunday and pounding the streets on Monday for a job. 

The miniskirt hit right above mid-thigh. If Joy bent over someone behind her would receive a nice peep show. She didn’t care as she smoothed the black fabric over her hips and butt. The shirt hung down to her bra between her breasts, her ample cleavage pouring out with a great bounce. Joy shrugged as she pulled her four-inch stilettoes from the closet, a perfect match to the black and white outfit. Turning in the full-length mirror, Joy whistled at her reflection. She teased her short blonde hair high on top of her head and wore the large silver hoops in her earlobes. For the final touch, she sat down at her tiny bar and painted her nails, a gleaming blue. Lastly, the red lipstick set off her smoky made eyes. “Perfect,” she whispered as she nodded at her reflection. “Time to boot.”

The cab dropped Joy in front of Howdies. Immediately the loud thump reached her ears as the music streamed from behind the double doors. She stood in the line and fished within her bag for her cash. It would be the last time she could go out and have fun until she got a job and earned more money. She felt frivolous for doing this, but she needed a break from the rough week she’d had.

Once inside, the lights flashed to the beat of the music, the live band played on the small stage, the gleaming lacquer black table tops reflecting the flickers. The bar, back-lit with black lights, was surrounded by many people happily ordering their drinks.

“Maybe I can find a sugar daddy to take care of my drinks tonight,” Joy thought as she peered through the crowd, looking for lonely men with deep pockets. Not finding one, she made her way to a seat at the far end and waited for the bar tender to take care of her order.

Joy sipped the martini, toying with the olive while she scanned the crowd. The music played her favorite song, and she allowed her mind to let go of all the worries and swayed to the beat from her bar stool. Closing her eyes, she enjoyed the moment and came to when she felt a hand on her shoulder. A tall man with dark eyes and dark hair smiled at her, his brow raised as he glanced over her body. “Does the lady care to dance?” he asked.

Joy nodded and stood, following the man to the small dance floor. He’d been drinking too, his staggering proved it. “Hank,” he said as he moved goofily to the tune. 

“Joy,” Joy said and giggled at the man’s moves.

“You’re a fine lady. Maybe you and I can hook up later,” Hank said.

Joy threw her head back and laughed. “Whoa, slow down, cowboy. We just met,” Joy said.

Hank’s brow furrowed. “Thought you were out for a good time,” he said. When the song ended, the man sauntered off to another lady. Joy shook her head as she made her way to the restroom. 

“No wonder he thought I’m out for a good time,” Joy said to herself when she peered in the mirror. She was dressed for a good time, an easy time, it seemed. Shrugging, she returned to the bar and ordered another drink. This time a shorter man joined her, he looked to be a little taller than her, but buff, a body builder.

“Never seen you around here before,” the man said as he took a swig of his beer.

“First time here. This place just opened, give a girl a chance to get out and be seen,” Joy said and laughed as she swirled her drink.

“By the way, I’m Tom. I’m related to the owner, his brother. I don’t work here yet, but I might come on as a bouncer if the need arises,” Tom said.

Joy smirked. “Joy, nice to meet you. And congratulations on the job. You’re a step closer to employment than me.” She downed half of her drink.

“Would you like to dance? I’ll buy you another drink,” Tom said.

Joy shrugged. Why not? She danced with Tom and drank the beer he ordered. By now she was well on her way to complete inebriation. She danced with more men, men who pawed at her while she lifted her arms and swayed to the beat, men who lusted for her by the way they pressed themselves to her, their excitement obvious. Normally, Joy wasn’t this open, but for now it exhilarated her. She was glad the alcohol was making her a happy drunk and not a crying drunk like she was last night. Joy
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