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Her name was Shelley, a waitress at the local
steakhouse, Buck’s, and the reason that Matt came back to the place
every Friday night for dinner. Sure, the sirloin was pretty good
and the chef made it a point to offer some interesting sides, but
it was watching the swish of Shelley’s skirt as she whirled away
from a table that was the real draw. Shelley offered a smile as she
approached his table, more genuine than the usual waitress smile
for the regular, who over time had become more of a friend.

 


“Hey Matt, your usual Pike Kilt Lifter to
start you off? “ She asked, the smile remaining while the skirt
settled about her slender thighs.

 


Matt returned the smile and nodded his head;
some nights were more like this night with the restaurant doing a
heavy, steady business. At the nod of his head Shelley spun around
and hurried off towards the bar, her skirt whirling about in a blur
of plaid. She paused only a moment to check that a delivered dinner
was to a customer’s expectations then hurried off to place his
order.

 


He leaned back into the booth, lightly
closing his eyes as he listened to the live band play. This week’s
band seemed to have a slight Southern Rock thing going for it; he
supposed that led to the choice of red beans and rice as the side
dish. He slowly tapped his foot along with the beat, at least the
singer wasn’t too shabby and the bassist made up for the
inexperience of the guitarist.

 


After a minute or two he heard a bottle
placed down upon a coaster and her sit down on the booth bench next
to him. He cracked an eye open and offered her a smile. Matt knew
Shelley well enough to tell that this had been one of those
stressful nights, and that while she outwardly projected the
typical happy waitress, inside something had bothered her. However,
it wouldn’t do to ask her about it while she was working and so he
didn’t push. She sidled up to him and he leaned in close enough
that he caught a whiff of her perfume, the music was loud was his
excuse to himself.

 


“Busy night tonight, huh?” He inquired,
already having an idea to the answer but just wanting to hear her
voice.

 


“Yeah, well a destroyer squadron just pulled
back in from a long deployment. Guess they’re seeking some real
food for a change. As usual though, most can’t hold their liquor so
it’s going to be one of those nights, you know?” She gave him a
tired smile. “Oh well, they’re tipping well, so I guess I can’t
complain too much.” The smiled grew a touch more tired as she
looked about the room.

 


He just nodded his head, one of the downsides
of living in a Navy town was dealing with the kids when they came
back from overseas. Not that he really blamed them for acting the
way that they did when returning, heck he was sure that he’d act
the same way in those circumstances. It did mean she was in for a
long, long weekend though as plenty of the sailors would be out
looking to just get drunk and get a piece of ass and she did have a
rather nice one. In fact as far as he was concerned her only flaw
was that her chest was on the small side, but her ass made up for
it.

 


He nudged her lightly on the shoulder and
grinned teasingly. “Oh not like you wouldn’t like some young
playtoy who has had nothing to do on ship for nine months but
workout to warm up your bed this weekend.”

 


She gasped and gave him a playful smack on
the shoulder, then laughed while shaking her head. “Oh that’s just
what I need, some kid whose alcohol tolerance went away but still
thinks he can down a fifth of Jack. No, no, I like my men to have
had a little more time to age. Let them mellow out the rough edges
and go down my throat smoothly like a sip of Black Maple
Hills.”

 


A kiss to the cheek followed, “Ok I better
run before the boss begins to wonder where I’m at. I’ll put the
usual in for you.” With that she stood up and hurried off to input
the order and make-up for taking a short, unscheduled break.

 


Matt watched her run off and smiled to
himself, he could feel the stress of the week slowly bleeding off
while he watched her skirt swish about. He took a sip of the brew
and settled back into the bench to watch the rest of the patrons
and listen to the music, lightly bobbing his head to the beat.
Occasionally he’d glimpse the top of Shelley’s head as she ran
around the restaurant trying to keep up with the workload. A
secretary had recommended this place three years ago when he moved
to the area, the décor was fairly down home and the atmosphere was
very laid back just what he needed at the end of the week. Shelley
had started working there about six months later and they’d struck
up a fast friendship, though she always held him just far enough
away to keep the workplace friendship from evolving into more.
Despite the space she was always there for him on Friday nights and
more than once had spent the evening listening to his struggles; to
loves won and lost, to cases fought, and to life lived.

 


He took his time tonight, just soaking up the
atmosphere and a few beers while he was at it. Not so many that he
joined the younger folk in getting drunk, just a little toasted but
enough that management wouldn’t get so annoyed at him taking up the
booth all night. Shelley popped in here and there, grabbing little
snippets of conversation as she bounced from table to table like a
hummingbird in a flower field. He ordered a soda so that she could
have something to grab a quick drink from while she was on the
floor. It had become a little tradition of theirs, him keeping her
full of caffeine and sugar in return for her chatter.
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