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I growl at the incompetence of the servers. The tray is not right, they grab the wrong food for the wrong table, and no one checks. 

“Business is business. Do not mess up the trays. This is a bar and grill; this is our business. We thrive on it or we crash if we don’t get it right.” I lecture the poor young servers who stare at me wide-eyed and lips quivering. I thrust the tray back at one and send them to the patrons.

“Hey, Rob, little hint, maybe if you’re nicer the servers won’t mess up. They stay in a tizzy hoping they won’t mess up and hoping they won’t ignite your fury. You keep them walking on eggshells.” Mike comes at me toe to toe; it’s why I like the man. He’s the best bartender around and we keep him busy.

“Fuck you, Mike, I’ll slap their asses if I have to keep them in line,” I say and offer a chuckle at the end. We have that kind of relationship. He’s fifteen years older than me and advised me greatly when I first took ownership of the bar and grill.

“Only saying it for your own good, man,” he says as he runs a cloth over the top of the bar.

I shake my head and wave at the man. I know he’s right, but I’m not about to admit it. I learned from my dad. He held an iron fist over his workers. They feared him but it meant they did a better job because they didn’t want to incur his wrath. I don’t know how to be nice about it. From what I’ve seen in the brief run when we had an interim manager here while I was finishing college, nice didn’t cut it. Harvey was nice and the workers literally ran over him. I saw it first hand as I worked all aspects of this place before I took over. The workers would call in at the last minute, always needing a day off here and there. They were lackluster.

When I came in, I tried a different strategy. I ordered raises for everyone across the board. We had a big meeting and I flat out told them what I expected if they wanted to keep their jobs. We also offer benefits, which not many restaurants or clubs offers health and life insurance and a retirement fund. It’s like dangling a carrot before the donkey. If they perform, they get it, just like the donkey at the end of his journey. 

Flora glares at me as she pushes by with an order for Pete the cook. She takes a tray of drinks to a new table. I watch each one making sure they do their jobs right. You see, the bigger pay makes them want to work for us over the competition. They receive bigger pay and tips. It’s enough for anyone in this industry to want to work here and do a good job. If they don’t do a good job, I give them what for over it.

“Sir, you really would do well to offer compliments if we do something right instead of always giving us a rough time when things go sideways,” Presley says. 

I smile at her. She’s tall with golden reddish hair, pulled back into a cascading ponytail down her back. I bet she’s drop-dead gorgeous with her hair down. Her curves gather attention because she’s stacked in all the right places with a nice round butt to match. “You’re cute,” I say as I touch the tip of her nose.

She frowns at me. “Rob, I’m being serious here,” she says. Oh, she’s my age too and one of our oldest servers. She’s been with us since I took over. I respect her greatly.

“I know, sweetheart. I appreciate it. You do a divine job. Keep up the good work,” I say as I wink at her.

“Stop patronizing me.”

“Honey, I just gave you a compliment for a job well done. The proper response is thank you.” I look her in the eye. Not even she will make me tumble from my gruff exterior.

Her hand goes to her hip. Woo, she’s one hot chick. “I want to hear you compliment Flora and Janice. You tore into them earlier. They are shaking in their boots because of you. I believe you have a nice bone in your body somewhere.”

I chuckle and start to say something crude.

“No, don’t go there. You know what I mean. Stop being an asshole,” she says and marches off.

I try to make nice with the others when they do something nice. I only do it when Presley is within hearing range. Yes, I want to impress the lady. Did I say she’s hot? She’s hot, like I could pound that hot. I want her. But I’m trying to keep a professional relationship as per my father’s request. He’s no longer around here, as he retired and he and mom moved to Phoenix, Arizona in a nice retirement gated community. Good for them, they don’t hold sway over me anymore. Lucky I’m an only child and now I have no one to answer to except for me, myself, and I.

“Flora, good job hon, nice way to please the customers,” I say as I nod at her while smiling. Presley is standing behind me filling glasses with sodas and teas. 

Flora looks at me with confusion. I walk to her. “Did you hear me?”

“Yes, sir,” she says slowly.

“And...”

“And... thanks,” she says.

I smile. “Good girl. When someone offers you a compliment, the polite thing to say in return is thanks, or thank you,” I say.

Presley shakes her head and rolls her eyes as she waltzes by me with the tray full of drinks. I wait patiently for her to return after she replenishes a few of her tables with hot coffee and drinks from the bar. She walks by me, ignoring me. I reach out and smack her ass in a nice thwack.

She lurches forward and grimaces at me. “What was that for?”

“Just letting you know I’m here. You don’t seem to see me,” I say.

“So, you slap my ass?”

“I have to get your attention.”

She turns with her hand on her hip glaring at me. “You don’t think I see you constantly lurking around and watching and waiting. I do well to ignore your ass,” she spats.

“Shit, honey, you turn me on. You’re so hot when you’re angry. Give me some more of that sass, it pleases me well,” I say as I laugh.

“Grrr. You’re infuriating,” she says as she turns away.

“And you’re gorgeous. Fucking hot when you’re pissed.” 

“Crude. Rude. Why can’t you be ugly too?” she asks. I see a hint of a smile on her pretty face. 

“Because I’m a hot man and you want me. You know it. You can’t stand this. You strut around here shaking that fine ass of yours. Yum, yum!” I say as I draw out the last yum.

She laughs. “Dammit, Rob, stop it! Shit, I have a job to do,” she says as she grins and shakes her head. Yes! I’m getting to her!

Presley’s not the only one that I talk to and such. Harrah is a pretty girl from the middle east with her dark eyes, long dark hair, and her perfectly tanned skin. She flirts back too, though she’s not the one I want. Still, I enjoy banter with her.

Harrah accidentally bumps into me while she rushes into the kitchen with her ticket. “Oops, sorry, Mr. Rob,” she says as she hurries by me.

On her way out, I reach out and give her a nice slap on the ass. She doesn’t seem phased by me as she turns to me. “What’s that for?” she asks.

“That’s for bumping into me earlier and because you have a nice ass.” I wink at her and smile. She smiles back and doesn’t act as shaken about it as Presley does.

“Aw, I’m hurt. I thought I was the only one you sexually harass here,” Presley says as she beams at me while carrying a tray of food out to a table.

I can’t answer right away because she’s heading to a table with the hot food and that’s my number one concern. But when she returns, I’m ready.

Thwack! “There, that’s for shaking that round ass at me while you acted jealous about Harrah,” I say.

She shakes her head, her eyes narrowed. “You play a dangerous game, boss,” she says.

“I can play a game with you, sweets. How about we meet after work and play?” I say the words, scarcely believing my own ears. It’s
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