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Bare-Handed Retribution

Ophelia can't help it when she's around a good-looking man she flirts. Her boyfriend, Klark, is so jealous she has to watch herself. Working as the hostess at the Italian Gardens Bar and Grill means she meets a lot of interesting people, including good-looking men. It's her job to make the patrons feel special and the best way she knows how is by flirting heavily. She's thankful that Klark is one of the chefs in the kitchen and rarely is outside of the kitchen area. He's heard about her relentless flirting, but he does nothing about it because he hasn't actually caught her.

Marty Dresden waltzed in with his entourage of friends. The wealthy business man was single and always had a pack of friends around him wherever he went. Ophelia couldn't help but flirt with the man because number one, he was good looking and number two he was a big flirt as well. She adjusted her evening gown, the body-hugging bodice fitting snuggly over her ample curves. The sapphire blue sequins sparkled in the light.

"Mr. Dresden, how many are in your party tonight?" Ophelia asked as she batted her eyes at the man.

"Ophelia, love, you can call me Marty," he said as he stepped to her and put his arm around her shoulders. She blushed as she looked up at the handsome man.

"Well, certainly, Marty."

"Say, Ophelia, when will you have a break? We'd love for you to join us at our table. There's seven of us, by the way," Marty said. He winked at her. She wished she'd have a long enough break to join the table, but it was against the rules.

"Ah, that's a nice offer. But I'm manning my station alone tonight. No breaks for me. I'll come by and check on you though," Ophelia said.

Marty pulled her hand up and lightly kissed the back of it. "That will make my night," he said and winked at her again. She swooned and nearly melted under his intense blue-eyed stare. Ashley, the server waiting to seat them at her table was swooning too as she waited patiently for the party of seven to follow her.

Marty turned around and patted his heart and pointed to Ophelia. She giggled as she watched the man and waved her hand, moving each finger individually. The flirt was so obvious. When Klark stepped out from the shadows, he clapped as his eyes narrowed to her. She jumped as her eyes widened in surprise. Her boyfriend had seen the entire exchange.

"So, this Marty has a thing for you?" Klark asked as he tilted his head.

"Who? Marty? No, he's one of our patrons. He... he just came in..." Ophelia stammered over her words but Klark held up his hand.

"Save it. I saw it with my own eyes. You just can't help it, can you? You want him and not me?" he asked.

More patrons walked in through the front doors. Ophelia had to push by the angry man and put on her game face. "You're needed in the kitchen. I have patrons to serve," she said in an almost whisper to Klark. Though the smile was forced, she put on her sing-song voice and welcomed the new patrons.

Klark slithered back into the kitchen, though he was mad. She cast a wary look in his direction and shook her head. The man couldn't get under her skin while she had a crowd to work. 

Klark stayed busy in the kitchen the remainder of the night. Ophelia stayed away from Marty's table. The man was an incessant flirt with any pretty woman, not just her. He used his deep pockets and good looks to keep women under his beck and call. Ophelia never saw it as anything serious, just innocent flirting.

Klark was so hurt by the time their shift was over, he hung his head and put away his things. She waited for him, but instead of talking to her, he merely walked right by her and didn't even stop. He headed for the door, saying nothing.

"Klark, wait. Are you honestly still upset with me?" Ophelia asked.

Klark walked out the back door, the cool air a welcomed relief. She followed, and he paused and turned to her. "I'm not upset. I'm accepting what is," he said. Sad undertones clouded his voice.

"Accepting what? There's nothing to accept? I'm not going after Marty," Ophelia said.

"Too bad. Someone of good taste should have you. Ophelia, you're a brazen flirt. The man probably thinks you are interested in him. Hell, I think it after seeing how you acted around him," Klark said.

"I'm not interested. I'm playing the customers. Some like to flirt. It helps them feel better about themselves and keeps them coming back. Our boss likes it when we do that. If you were to flirt with a female I wouldn't go all depressed and mad. I'd be okay with it," she said.

"You want me to be okay with your flirting? Well, I'm not. In fact, I'm not okay with it at all. I think flirting like you do is dangerous. I wouldn't know if you'd take it one step further and do more with the man than allowing him to kiss your hand or pound his heart. What if he were to pull you away and want to land on your lips? I think you'd end up cheating on me. I'm not going to sit back and take it. I'm going to do something about it," Klark said.

"Like what?" Ophelia asked.

"I don't know. Do the only sensible thing here. Break up, perhaps," Klark said.

"Over an innocent flirt? Klark, that's crazy," Ophelia said. He started walking away and she had to jog to catch up with the man. 

"Wait, Klark. You can't just walk away from me like this," Ophelia said. Fear seized her that the man was truly breaking up with her. He whipped around.

"Wouldn't it make it easier to go for Marty if you weren't tethered to me?" He held out his hands to his side.

"No, honey, I love you, not Marty," Ophelia said.

"You could have fooled me," Klark said.

He walked to his car and got in and lowered his window. "I'm doing you a favor. Perhaps subconsciously you want the man. Think about it. I'm not going to keep you bound to me when you'd rather be with him. I can't take your flirting, not like that. Especially when the others come into the kitchen and tell me how much you're flirting with the man," Klark said. He stared at her for a minute before cranking the engine and raising the window. Before Ophelia could get to him, he gunned it and drove off leaving her in the parking lot by herself.

Ophelia sadly trudged to her car and sat there for ten minutes crying. She wasn't sure if Klark had just broken up with her or what. It sure seemed like he had. She drove home and took a hot shower, crying again and letting the water wash the tears down the drain.

After she settled in for bed, she pulled out her phone to find no texts from Klark. It saddened her to think he actually may have broken up with her over this. She punched in a text and hoped his answer wouldn't be yes.

"Did we break up tonight?"

She waited a good five minutes before he finally answers. "IDK" The three letters spoke volumes. For one, he didn't know didn't mean a full yes. For another, it meant he was considering it.

"I don't want to break up." She hit send and hoped it delivered a firm message.

"Your flirting really gets under my skin. I can't take it." His words blinked up at her.

"It's all innocent, I promise." She smiled, hoping he was caving. She didn't want to lose the man. She hit the phone button and almost called, but she didn't want it to turn into a begging session. He was truly hurt by her flirting.

"Didn't look innocent." He couldn't move beyond it. She'd have to pull out some major punches to help him move beyond this.

"I won't flirt that much again." It was all she could promise. She couldn't promise she wouldn't flirt at all because simply being nice to a person could be taken as a flirt. She knew if she promised that she wouldn't be able to keep such a promise.

"Doesn't matter. Not sure I can keep on like this." His words stung. Hot tears filled her eyes. She felt so helpless. She needed to be in front of him in person. They shouldn't be hashing this out over texts. He was a touchy person though and she didn't want to push him. 

"Can we talk?" She hoped that would open the door to a conversation, even if it were over the phone
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