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Lyndsey adjusted her uniform as she tied the apron in the back. Bo Collins strode by and smacked her square on the ass as she finished the final loop of the tie. “Oh,” she squealed and stumbled forward. “Watch it, mister.”

Bo cocked his head around laughing. “I am watching it. I enjoy hitting it,” he said. 

“I know you do. Stinker,” Lyndsey said as she tucked an order pad in the apron pocket and the pen behind her ear. Her light auburn hair pulled back in a ponytail helped hold it in place.

Lyndsey enjoyed her job as a server at Sal’s Fine Diner. While it wasn’t a fancy joint, it was fancier than the average café diner. The tips were good, and the clientele were from all walks of life. The breakfast rush came through with swiftness. Not a second to spare between seating customers, serving customers, and then cleaning up after customers. Cleaning up was Lyndsey’s favorite part. She’d discover the wads of cash left on the table. Often her apron pocket became so full it gaped open. It was a good problem to have.

“I’d hit that too,” Bo whispered as he came up behind her when she unloaded the dirty dishes into the giant sink. She blushed heavily knowing what Bo meant.

The grill master grinned as he dunked the hushpuppies in the fryer. Fish and chips as the lunch special meant they would serve many platters before lunch rush was over. His buff arms held a splattering of tattoos. The left bicep had a mermaid coming up out of a splash of waves on his left arm. His right bicep had a sword wrapped around the girth of his arm. He didn’t scare too easily and instead put off the air of being a very bad boy. He put a smile on Lyndsey’s face as she liked the man, bad boy, and all.

“You’re such a bad boy,” she said as she set the last of the dishes into the sink.

“And that’s why you like me. Come on, admit it. You like me,” Bo said.

The dish washer walked in and took over at the sink as he put on gloves. He had been on break and didn’t hear the conversation between Bo and Lyndsey. She shook her head and walked back into the dining room to wait on more customers.

The next day held more of the same as breakfast rush brought in a slew of customers. They were shorthanded a server and Sal himself came in to help. Sal, of course, first started as a cook so he took Bo’s job and sent Bo to serve with Lyndsey. She chuckled as the bad boy brute put on the apron and grabbed a pad and pen. “Bet you I can make more tips than you,” Bo said as he twirled the pen through his fingers.

“What? No, you can’t. You don’t have the rack to earn the big tips,” Lyndsey said as she thrust her chest out to the man.

Bo shook his head and pulled Lyndsey to him. “Listen, just because you have feminine wiles doesn’t mean you can beat me. I have charm and personality and good looks too. Let’s make a wager for who can take home the most tips at the end of the day,” he said, his prominent brow lifted.

Confidence in her ability to beat Bo, Lyndsey didn’t have to give it a second thought. She folded her arms over her chest and nodded victoriously. “Okay, you’re on. I’ll be you anything I can beat you in tips,” she said.

Bo smiled and considered the wager. “How about we wager the day’s pay, including all the tips we earned? The person with the biggest tips at the end of the day will receive the other person’s tips plus their day’s wage,” he said and wagged his brow.

“Seriously? Is that all you can come up with?” Lyndsey asked, cockily. 

“Can you do without more than a day’s wage?” Bo pointed a legitimate question.

“Mmmm, I guess not,” Lyndsey said. Her concern hinged on the possibility that Bo may hurt if he lost more than a day’s wage. She wasn’t worried about losing herself, but certainly losing a day’s wage for her was out of the question.

“Okay then. Today’s tips and wages for the person who gains the biggest tips,” Bo said and held out his hand for Lyndsey to shake.

She confidently smiled and thrusted her hand to the man, shaking it with vigor. “You’re on,” she said with a nod.

The day started grand with Lyndsey grabbing a wad of tips with each table she waited. Her customers loved her as she poured out the charm and flirt. If the man had a woman with him, she didn’t flirt as heavily, but acted respectful, sweet, and helpful. If he didn’t have a woman by his side, she flirted endlessly. Her attention to detail satisfied all her customers. If they had it to tip, she received it.

Lyndsey grabbed two plates of scrambled eggs, sausage, and toast cut in triangles. Bo came in behind her grabbing an order for his table. Her eyes swung to the man as she smiled sweetly and did a quick dancing twirl to keep from dropping the plates. She reacted with dignity and finesse as she danced her way through serving the food quickly and efficiently. 

The breakfast rush slowed, and Lyndsey grabbed the lull and took a break. The wad of bills in her pocket put a smile on her face. Bo walked in while she counted her tips. Smiling brightly, she glanced up at Bo. “I’m already over two hundred dollars in tips,” she sang as she waved the bills through the air.

Bo counted his tips and frowned. “One seventy,” he said and shook his head. “But the day isn’t over yet.” Lyndsey nodded but still felt confident she’d win.

The late morning lull slowly picked up and by eleven the crowds poured in with the lunch rush. Lyndsey smiled because it started off with a boom for her. Business men and women streamed in through the doors needing the lunch special and fast. She served the platters of food as fast as she could. Her section filled, and she ran from table to table, filling drinks, taking orders, and bringing food. 

Bo whistled as he plucked the plates and placed them on the tray. He grinned and lifted his chin when Lyndsey stepped up for her orders. “Tips are great,” he said and waltzed back into the dining room with the tray of plates.

The laughter sounded from the other side of the diner. Bo entertained his customers with the way he carried the trays. And he had an uncanny memory. He theatrically pitched the order pad on the front counter and took the complicated orders of the large table. They clapped when he delivered the right food and even remembered who had ordered it. Lyndsey frowned because when the table left, he had a crisp hundred-dollar bill for a tip. He wagged his brow at her, knowing she had seen the whole thing.

Ahem. Bo stepped behind the counter after Lyndsey checked out a customer. “Care to count and compare?” he asked.

Lyndsey regarded him for a moment. “Can’t, busy right now,” she said and offered a small quick smile before rushing off to a table in the corner. Her heart pounded because the lunch rush didn’t produce as much in tips as the breakfast rush and she became nervous about possibly losing the bet. Her rent came due after the weekend and she needed her entire paycheck plus tips to help make ends meet this week. She couldn’t afford to lose the bet.

The lunch crowd settled down and Lyndsey had a minute to take a break. She frowned when she approached the back room and saw Bo standing there counting the wad of money in his hand.

“Four nineteen, four twenty, four twenty-one, four twenty-two. Four hundred and twenty-two smackaroos babycakes. Where are you at?” Bo grinned as he carefully folded the wad of cash and thrust it into his wallet. It was too fat to shut. 

Lyndsey shrugged as her hand fell into the apron pocket. She fingered the bills. She probably had close or within a hundred dollars of it, but she didn’t think she had that much. “I don’t feel like counting it now. I need to eat before heading back to work,” she said and pulled a bag of food out of the breakroom refrigerator.

“You’re chicken. Bok... bok... bok...” Bo relentlessly teased Lyndsey. “I think the absence of a good counting proves I’m on the winner’s track. And
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