
La Fontaine 

Some call her the damselfly. Others call her lafontaine. None who don't cross her 

threshold twice knows her real name. 'Course, ain't but few what stepped into her domain just to 

walk away. She's a fountain of desire: makes promises even the most hardened hearts can't 

refuse. Time pass you go and ask her what she wants in retum ... well, she's all but done got it. 

*** 

It wasn't often lillyanne came across a transplant at the Hub that didn't have some history. It 

made for some bad company on the best of days, but that was, in the end, her cross to bear. The 

locals !mew better than to spend a night with her. She was marked. Still, good conversation was 

never hard to come by, and the bartender never cut her off so long as she had credits on her six. 

The specimen that caught her eye, though, was a regular anomaly. No flags, no wan-ants. Not 

even so much as a parking ticket in the last six cycles. Their steel was sharp-sleek, new, high 

quality stuff. They ce1iainly didn't get it placed in the States. The cuts were too clean for sanction 

workers and, if she saw right, a glimpse at their eyes as they scanned the top shelf suggested 

ocular implants banned from the local clinics. Either they'd been in the Force, or they had the 

credits to look like someone who had. 

lillyanne was descended upon them just soon enough to hear what they drank. 

"What Kentucky you got?" 












