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I like to think of myself as an open-minded individual. When Max promotes me to bartender and  hires a blonde bomb named Tammy, I feel as if I’ve won the lottery. She’s the head maitre d, wearing pretty dresses, and showing folks to their tables.

We meet at a busy moment, only a minute to say hi. I smile brightly, as she beams back at me, and then we turn to our jobs.






A week later, I whistle when she walks in wearing a deep pink sequinned dress that hits just above her knees.

“Why, thank you, Ace,” she says as she turns. “Max gave me a clothing allowance. I think this is cool.”

I frown. “Not fair. I don’t get a clothing allowance.”

Max walks in just then. “You wear trousers, white button shirt and a vest. I provide the vest. It’s not that hard. Tammy’s job requires her to look the formal cocktail party type. Besides, I pay you more,” Max says and winks at us. For an older man, he’s a great boss.

“Hey, not fair,” Tammy pretends to whine.

Neither of us knows if he’s joking. It doesn’t matter, I like my job and especially since Tammy works here now.

One evening, I’m wiping the counter and we’re slow. A few are dancing on the small dance floor. A fourth of the tables have customers, who are engrossed in conversation. No one at the moment is at the bar. It’s a week night and it’s always slow. The weekends we hop. Tammy comes to the bar, she’s wearing a black satin jumpsuit, with a red vest and red heels. Dressed to kill, I say.

“I’m ready for a couple of days off,” she says as she perches at the stool. If Max sees us sitting and not doing something he fusses. She looks around before planting her round ass on the stool.

“Yeah, hard to come by days off at a decent time,” I muse.

“Well, I don’t care, as long as I have two days in a row. Weekends are always busy.”

“You know, Max says he’s closing the place on Sunday and Mondays. That way, we get two days in a row.” Up until this point, he stayed open seven days a week. Sundays were the slowest and early week days also slow. Makes sense.

“Well, good. I grow tired of the days off here and there, never knowing or how to plan.”

“Do you have a significant other?” I smile, trying to make small talk, but also feeling her out, you know for future reference.

She laughs. “An SO? Not at the moment. I almost got married a few years ago. Boy that would have been a disaster.”

“How old are you?” My eyes narrow. She makes it sound as if she’s old.

“I’m. How old do I look?”

Uh-oh. A trick question. “Twenty-five,” I say, figuring that’s a safe number.

She nods amused. “Twenty-seven. And you’re thirty?”

I laugh this time. “Do I look thirty?” I ask.

“Well, no, but just judging by some of the things you say and how you act, you aren’t a stupid young man.”

“Good to hear. And yes, I’m almost thirty,” I say. “In two months.”

“Awesome! We’ll need to celebrate the milestone.”

“It’s a date,” I say and wink at her.

“Date? I mean, like bring a cake here, celebrate with everyone.” Her face squished into a momentary unsettled expression.

“Would a date with me be that bad?” I ask.

She giggles. “Well, no. But I’m really comfortable in my own skin right now. Enjoying my new job and my new co-workers,” she says as she squeezes my hand, her long nails gleaming red to match her vest.

Max walks in and Tammy jumps up, rushing off to her tables. Dammit. I wanted to further explore the options of going out on a date with her. Maybe next time.

“We set for Sunday, Monday days off, sir?” I ask as I wipe the counter for the tenth time.

“Yes. I think it will be good for all. Give us time to recharge. I’ll bring in a cleaning team each week to deep clean the place.”

“Good,” Rachel says as she walks by carrying a bottle of wine and two wine glasses. She snuck in behind me and grabbed it.

Max chuckles. “I hope it gives me energetic employees. I saw Tammy struggling for 6 days in a row.”

“Sir, she’s on her feet all evening. She needs a break here and there,” I say.

“She can take a seat when it’s slow. I’m not a slave driver,” Max says as he pats the counter top before moving on to the kitchen.

Tammy walks up eyeing me. “You could have gotten me into trouble,” she says.

“Hey, he mentioned you first. Seems you’re the reason why we have two days off in a row.” I smile and wag my brow.

“Really? Well, wow.”

“I think he sees how valuable you are to the establishment. Happy employees, happy bottom line, happy customers.”

She nods. “Okay, sounds good. Thanks for the suggestion to him for the breaks.”

“No problem.”

We adjust to the Tuesday through Saturday work schedule. It’s nice having two days off in a row and it also gives me an opportunity to ask Tammy out for a Sunday or Monday date.

My birthday week came up and it happens that my birthday falls on a Wednesday. Tammy walks in carrying a large sheet cake. On top it says Happiest Of Birthdays, Ace. “Happy birthday,” she sings. She sets a small gift bag on the bar beside the cake.

“Wow, you thought of everything.” I say.

“I knew your birthday was on a work day,” she says.

Oh yeah, I had hinted at a date two months ago and she said no. And this is why? All this time I thought she just wasn’t interested in me.

“This is nice. You didn’t have to go to the trouble,” I say as I open the top of the cake and take a picture of it with my phone.

“Trouble? You silly man. I love baking as a hobby,” she says.

“You made it? I thought you bought it at a bakery.”

“No. Hope you like it. Lemon cream, your favorite, I believe you mentioned.”

“Oh! Yes! Thank you!”

She scoots the gift bag in my direction. “Go ahead, open it.”

I smile as I pluck a small box from the bag. Inside is a nice brass pocket watch, with my initials inscribed on the top. ABE for Ace Barthalomew Engers. I could be called Abe, but I love my name Ace.

“This is very nice. How thoughtful. Thank you, Tammy,” I say.

“Well, you know, I thought it would go well with your outfit, fitting. Makes a classy statement,” she says.

“Indeed,” I say.

Max steps up. “I hear it’s my best bartender’s birthday,” he says as he slides an envelope my way. “Happy birthday, Ace.”

“Thank you,” I say and peek inside the envelope. A check for $100 from my boss. He smiles.

“Have a piece of cake, Max.” Tammy says. She cuts into the cake and hands him a piece.

“I see you’re a lemon cream man,” Max says and nods. “It’s one of my favorites too.”

Tammy gives cake to the other servers and the two cooks. It’s a nice happy day.

“The pocket watch sets off the outfit,” Max agrees with Tammy.

“Yes, and such thoughtful gifts, thank you.”

The servers smile and place money in my tip jar and the cook brings me a steak spread. “On us,” they say.

Max requires us to pay a portion for the food, what it costs him. It’s nice being appreciated by everyone. We hand out cake to the first customers that come in, with Tammy announcing it’s my birthday. Each one places sizable bills into my tip jar.

At the end of the evening, Tammy smiles as she’s wiped the last table. “Well, Ace, did you have a nice birthday despite being at work?”

“I did. You know, I enjoy my job. I can’t complain about it.”

“Me too and me neither. I like dressing up and socializing,” Tammy says as she giggles.

“So, when’s your birthday?”

“You want to one up me? I’ll let you. It’s in February,” she says. February seems a world away right now. I don’t even have next year's calendar up yet, so I can’t write it down. I will make a mental note and will try to remember.

We slip into a nice friendly routine. Tammy and I develop a flirty relationship, but I’ve shied from asking her out. Mostly, because it
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