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AUTHOR’S NOTE: 


So… I’ve been sitting on Jada as a character concept for a while. 

Fundamentalist Mormon, a diagnosed nymphomaniac, and off her meds. It was time to make her happen for some lucky feller. I hope you like reading the girl as much as I liked writing her. I’d tear her up. 

That’s all. Have fun reading this one.


BIMBO DINER 2

Two weeks after that first night at my house, Brandi was wearing me out.

Sure, I loved having all the sex I could handle. Especially when your main piece is within shouting distance, all night and day. But a guy needs his rest.

I’d put out an ad for another waitress. Brandi had been keeping up, and I didn’t care how much of a fit she tried throwing about it. Ten minutes was too damn long to wait for the next coffee refill.

But here she came, seconds after I locked the door for lunch. “Jim, why don’t you think I’m good enough to handle it?”

Quality wasn’t the issue. Nearly a hundred eyes stayed locked on her ass between eleven and one each day. “It’s all about wait times. You can only run so fast in heels.”

“But the faster I go, the more I get in tips.”

As much as I’d fallen for her, Brandi was still dumber than a fucking post. “You know why, right?”

Her arms squeezed tight around her chest. “You remind me, everyday!”

“Just making sure.” Because bless her heart, she was too much of a dingbat to handle the kind of hot she’d taken on lately. Every compliment was all because the customers were suddenly nice as hell, if you asked her yourself.

“I’ll be fine. You know I can keep up.”

Wanting to believe her, I knew another week of word passing around town would have a line out front. “I can handle cooking on my end, but you’re about to collapse before lunch every day.”

“Jim, it’s okay.” Brandi leaned in to peck me on the lips. “You worry about me too much.”

I hated it as much as she would, but the fresh class of graduates from the local high school had left me with too many resumes to pick from. “I’m hiring another waitress. Not because you’re doing a bad job or anything, but people are having to stand around. It’s not good for business.”

“If she’s pretty, I’m keeping my legs shut for a while.”

Like you even can… “Hey, I just wanna keep my sanity. You can’t keep running between tables for seventy hours a week, either.”

Brandi snatched the oven mitt off my hand, throwing it somewhere in the direction of the counter. “Try me.”

The good thing about social media is you can get a decent handle on people before you interview them. Jana Black had everything Brandi didn’t bother hiding a lack of anymore. And she wasn’t that kind of dumb, as far as I could tell.

Which meant her interview in fifteen minutes would give me all kinds of hell.


Brandi kept trying to shatter my will as she sat on the edge of the counter. When a graze up the front of my pants with her heels didn’t work, those pumps came off.

“Seriously, I’ve got other shit to do. Quit while you’re ahead.”

Toes curled around my shaft from both sides. “Keep ignoring me like this, and I just might call one of those numbers on a tip.”

Three knocks on the door saved my ass. “See? Told you I had an interview lined up.”

Brandi gripped the pull of my zipper between her toes. “I mean it. If she’s pretty, you’re not getting any tonight...”

“My favorite thing about women is that most of you don’t look like men.” And I already knew she’d be trying again before the sun would go down. “I do want your input, though. Come on.”

Stepping back in those plaid heels, Brandi followed me into the main room like she was worried. And then Jana caught her eye from behind the door. “No… You’re not hiring that girl.”

“That’d mean something if you were writing the checks.” I turned the deadbolt and kinda looked Brandi’s way. “What’s stopping you from claiming her, anyway?”

“But I don’t even like other girls, much less date them.”

I rolled my eyes and unlocked the door. Jada walked in like she expected a trap until she caught sight of Brandi. “That’s the uniform?”

“Nobody wants to see me in it.” I pulled the goofy hat the health department forced me to wear off my head. “Coffee, sweet tea, or something else?”


I got back from pouring my coffee and  Cokes for those two. “So you read a lot. Not gonna lie, that’s rare in this town.”

“And you creep a lot of social media before interviews.” As you’d expect from a brunette with shoulder-length hair and Doc Martens past the early-nineties.

But she had me there. “Three other girls applied so far. You’re the only one who remembered to hide the bong before taking a selfie.”

Brandi cut in. “You don’t drug test.”

I could only imagine Brandi high on anything, and I didn’t like what my mind conjured up. “You’re forgetful enough. Don’t start using them.” The guys on base chugging whole bottles of Robitussin from the commissary were enough to deal with.

Jada pointed at the back of Brandi’s painting in the window. “So it really is true, all the pinups are based on the waitresses here.”

“My grandad and great-grandad required it. My father didn’t. I’m still torn on how I’m gonna handle that.”

She darted her eyes away, but locked them back on mine. Like she didn’t want to say it, but had to. “Personally, I think it objectifies women.”

“You’re not wrong, and you just said a lot in your favor.” She had the right look, though. “Shorts and a mostly red, flannel or checkered shirt are still the uniform. But I won’t demand high heels, a knot more than halfway up, and Daisy Dukes. Brandi went that way on her own.”

“What about full-length blue jeans? I don’t know if you’ve noticed, but it’s cold here in wintertime.”

Brandi shot in, “Black leggings under the shorts. We’re supposed to look like pinup models, not lumberjacks.” Which was a fair point.

I cleared my throat and knew what needed to happen. “The job’s yours if you want it. The only thing I ask is you dress like her for a reference photo. The old guy who does the paintings demands it.”

Jada pulled out her ID. Judging by the address, the girl was still living at home in the nicer part of town. Rents had gotten insane since the fracking boom started, so she had to be living with her folks. “I guess you’ll need a copy of this. I won’t dress like that all day, “she pointed at the back wall and the dozens of paintings, “but if I can make half as much in tips as your girlfriend does, I’m on board.”

Girlfriend? But I realized Brandi had been all over me, like she was trying to prove something or stake out boundaries. “I’ll go talk to Jerry while we’re closed tomorrow and find out when he’s up for the photo. Tuesdays are a little slow, but it’ll be a good day to learn the ropes. Can I expect you about twenty minutes before opening time, three days from now?”

“Seven-forty, Tuesday. I’ll be here.”


The address Jerry had given me took me further out in the boondocks than I liked. Two miles of gravel road had my ass numb, and my truck coated in dust. But when I hit the end of the line, I knew it had to be the place.

Jerry sat under an oak tree in front of the house, barely moving that rocking chair as he cut up an apple. It took the slam of my door to let him know he had a visitor.

“So, you had to hire another one?”

The temperature dropped at least fifteen degrees in all that shade. “The new girl just needs to know when you’ll show up to take her picture. What day and time’s good for you?”

Taking another slice out, Jerry took it in his mouth like the knife itself was a spoon. “Just like before. You open back up on Tuesday, so I’ll show up around closing time.”

“Just treat her with kid gloves. Jada thinks the whole concept of a pinup painting is sexist.”

“Sounds like a personal problem. It’s not like you’ll sell more BLT’s if I paint her in a pantsuit.” When an old man gives you advice while carving up an apple and eating slices off the blade, you’d better damn well take it.

But Jada wasn’t Brandi. “No offense, but the girl would throw a fit if you treat her like the blonde.”

“I’ll have the painting done a week later.” Jerry coughed and spit in the dirt. “And this Brandi girl… How long did it take for her to shack up with you?”

“How did you know?”

Smiling like he knew everything, Jerry put another cut in that apple. “History doesn’t repeat, but it sure as hell rhymes. You’ll marry one of these girls.”

Three generations of Redds before me had done exactly that. “Well, thanks for making me a thing.” I tossed an envelope with a quarter of the fee in his lap. “You’ll get the rest when I get the next painting.”

But Jerry slung it back. As the white envelope landed at my feet, he kept eating more of that apple. “I don’t ask for advances, and I won’t take them, either. Just make sure she’s ready and you’ve got the full pay when I show up.”


Jada had done well enough for a new girl on her first day. At least I didn’t have to second-guess her like I’d always had to do with Brandi.

As the last bunch of oil workers filed out, I took that usual sigh of relief. Juggling that many food orders had me firing up the second griddle for the first time. Thankfully, we’d survived without incident.

But now Jada had locked herself in one of the women’s restroom stalls. It confused the hell out of me, because her shorts were right in line with Brandi’s.

I didn’t open the door, but I had to shout inside. “Jerry’s pulled up. You about done?”

Brandi shoved past me. “Jim, makeup takes time. Back off.”

Jada hand’t even worn a smudge of it that day. Not that I was complaining. Every painting was more of  a fantasy than an accurate image. “Make it quick. He’s older than dirt, but it won’t take forever for him to walk in.”

“I heard that! I’m half-dead, not half-deaf.” Jerry’s voice made me look over that way. “If she’s not ready yet, she’d better come out looking good enough to make it worth the wait.”

Having those two sniping at each other wouldn’t do. I walked over and grabbed his backdrop’s stand. “Let me help you out while we’re waiting.”

“You got the money? These heart pills they’ve got me on ain’t cheap.”

I pulled the envelope out of my back pocket, four times heavier than it’d been before. “Here. I’d be awfully pissed if you croak before this thing’s done anyway.”

“Smart man.” Jerry pulled out the legs of his tripod as I unfurled the backdrop. “How much longer?”

Before I could make up an excuse, the bathroom door opened.

Less dream-blonde and way more hometown-sweetheart than Brandi, Jada dolled up nicer than I figured she would.

“You think she’ll do?”

Jerry was already checking the lighting with some kind of handheld meter. “If I was eighty years younger right now, she’d be in trouble. Alright chickie, pose like you mean it.”


The hardest thing about trusting Jerry was not getting updates. Crazy old bastard didn’t even have a landline phone. Honestly, he could have taken the money and claimed we’d never made a deal to begin with.

Jada started opening up. Getting a little more chatty and tying the front of her shirt a little higher each day, her tips were getting on par with Brandi’s. She’d even lost the boots for a pair of low-cut, red and white tennis shoes.

The only weird part was how she’d dress like a moody teenager and change into her work clothes before every shift. And still, she wasn’t the shameless flirt Brandi had always been.

And exactly four days later, guess who pulled up in front of the diner?

I cut off the gas line for the grill and tossed my spatula in with the rest of the dishes. “Hey kid! I think your painting’s done. Go help him in while I wrap up back here.”

Brandi had been gone since about four, probably lazing around at my house. I was still happy to have an actual waitress when she wasn’t at work. Past forty hours in a week, she’d fuck up more orders than she got right.

Spraying disinfectant on the counter and wiping it down, I heard them come through the door. The same noise of brown paper crackling sounded like Rice Krispies until Jim opened his mouth. “I knew you’d start pulling your shirt higher.”

I stuck my head out the order window. “Hey, no harassing the waitresses! That goes for you too, old timer.”

Jada was already tearing the wrapping off before I got out there. A little larger than life, this ‘updated’ picture of her matched what she’d turned into better than how Jada had dressed and acted days ago.

One of those involuntary whistles shot out of my lips. “That’s not the pose I thought you’d paint, but it works. This thing’s going in the other window facing the road.”

“Wait, can’t it go on the wall with the rest of them?” Jada held both hands between her tits. “Dad’s gonna throw a fit if he knows what I’m wearing to work.”

Something about her tone nearly set me off. Then I remembered why ‘Black’ felt like such a familiar last name. “Wait, Brian Black, on the city council?”

Jada nodded. “He’d kick me out if he knew.”

“And you think he wouldn’t get word sooner or later?”

At the worst possible time, Jerry cut in. “That Bible-thumper? Didn’t he run the head of the public library out of town for having a romance section?”

Down the road, a pair of headlights bobbed down the rough section of pavement. “Out here here in the county, he can’t say shit about anything.”

The twin points of light slowed down. Jada kept her eyes on them, edging toward the entrance for the kitchen. “I hate to tell you, but I think that’s him.” Why Jada parked around back made sense all of sudden.

“If you working here was gonna be such a problem, why didn’t you say anything? He’d find out sooner or later.”

But she wasn’t having any of it. “Just keep him away from me.” Her eyes were full of panic, like Daddy-dearest was about to rush in with a loaded gun.

Jerry pointed at the door. “It might be time to lock up for the night. He’s nuttier a sack of squirrel shit.”

Sure, I kept a pistol back in the kitchen. But even if I’d saved my own life with a gun before, that was in a damned war-zone. I looked at Jada before she could duck way. “I’ve got a spare bedroom if you need it. Calm down.”

Gravel shot against the outside wall as that SUV skidded to a halt. The door slammed, and a vaguely familiar face tromped up the steps. Sure enough, it was Brian Black.

The door chime hadn’t even finished going off before he almost shattered the glass against the wall. “What in the hell makes you think I’d let my daughter work at a trashy slop-bucket like this?”

I pointed at the clock. “Sorry, we’re closed.”

“Shut up! Where’s my daughter?”

On the verge of chucking him out the door, I reached behind my back and untied my apron. “She came to me for a job, and she’s good at it. Last time I checked, I don’t need parental permission to hire a grown-ass woman.”

That painting of Jada caught his eye. “Like hell I’m letting you put this in the window. You’ve already got that blonde skank whored out on the main road into town.”

Now, let me tell you something: Brandi fit the bimbo archetype before I even hired her, and even more-so after she started crashing at my place. But you damn well don’t disrespect my waitresses.

“You need to get the fuck out. Now.”

“Or what?”

I’d never pulled my service to win an argument before, but the guy had shat on my last nerve. “Dude, I’ve shot people in Afghanistan because they came running into my dining hall. I don’t think you’ve got pounds of dynamite strapped on you like they did. At least over in the sandbox, the religious nuts had some follow-through.”

“Let me call the police, then. They’ll sort this out.”

That taste of metal filled my mouth. “You’re about a mile outside of the city limits. Fuck off and go somewhere else.”

Brian reached inside his blazer, which had me on the verge of tackling him.

“Daddy, stop!”

The faint click of a safety had me ready to jump his ass. But his attention was all on Jada. “You’re riding home with me. I can’t have you showing your body off like this.”

My gun was out of reach, but I still had my pocket knife. Flicking the blade open, I was already committed to running him through the ribs. “She’s not going home with you, if you’re acting like this.”

He turned around like I’d just pissed on the back of his leg. “What did you just say to me?”

Something clicked to my left. “Do what he says. I’d rather not kill ya in front of your daughter.”

I glanced over as Jerry aimed a revolver with both hands. Motherfucker… “Old man, you put it down too.”

“What are you gonna do? Kick me out?”

“When you’re aiming a gun like that, not right this second.” I looked over at Jada, which tore me up more than anything. “She doesn’t need to see this. You two calm your asses, now!”

Jerry kept his barrel trained right on the asshole. “You walk out the door and keep those hands up. If you stop moving or so much as hit the brakes, I’m shooting. Pray I don’t hit what I’m aiming for.”

Brian spat right in my floor. “If it’s the last thing I do, I’m having this pile of shit condemned.” Yet he did as Jerry told him.

Personally, I was just happy he was leaving. Ending a fourth life wasn’t on my wishlist.

“Did you see that dark spot of piss in his crotch?” Jerry started cackling, but I had more important matters.

Jada had fallen to the floor, gripping the door frame like it was the only point of sanity left in the world.

“Hey kid, you alright?”

She batted my hand off her shoulder. “Don’t touch me!”

My fingers jerked away. “Easy… You’ve got a place to stay if you need it. Don’t worry.”

“He’ll shut this place down, one way or another.”

Not that the diner’s safety was my main concern right then. “Who fucking cares? The building’s still got the trailer hitch from when my great-grandfather had it hauled in.”

And with the worst timing possible, Jerry cleared his throat behind me. “Well, before I get a new hole in my ass, I’m outta here as soon as he drives outta sight.”


I shut the garage door and flicked on the kitchen lights. “Make yourself at home.” Fourteen hours of work, and then dealing with that incident had me wanting a beer.

“You’re sure it’s fine if I stay here?” Jada was a sweet kid, and smarter than any diner waitress had any business being. That habit of asking permission for everything was getting old, though.

“After tonight, I should get you a key for this place.” I wanted to pat her on the back, but that old Army training kicked in. “If you need anything, my room’s the furthest down the hall.”

Jada stopped and looked at the can of Diet Coke on the kitchen island. “You hate this stuff. Is she living here too?”

There was no point in hiding it anymore. “Yeah, but I guess you picked up on that before you even started.”

“He’ll never quit until you’re gone. You know that, right?” Jada unbuttoned her top and slammed it into the washer before I could even raise my eyebrows. “His old buddies are crazy.”

I waited until she quit stripping down to underwear and slapped at the start button without even looking. “Guest bathroom’s first door on your right after the front. Brandi’s got her shit in the master bath, if you don’t wanna smell like me tomorrow.”

“Just so you know, the real reason he’s pissed is because of that painting.”

“So what if he is? You can quit tomorrow, if you think that’s what’s best for you.” I backed my ass up against the wall. “Do what you’ve gotta do.”

“And you won’t even hold it against me?”

“Why would I?” Even I’d thought about selling the diner and going to college for a teaching degree. “I got deployed a few times, and I even had to shoot my way out of one of them. It’s a fucked up way to earn money for college.”

“At least you had the chance to go. Dad never trusted me to stay pure.”

Wanting to check my stats on ESPN more than anything else, it still hurt like a bitch to keep quiet. “So is your dad one of those Mormon weirdos, or just the old-fashioned Puritan brand of crazy?”

“Does it matter? He’s nuts, no matter what you call it. I knew that before I was old enough to shave my legs.”

Another voice called out from the other side of the kitchen. “Speaking of razors, I put some refills on your grocery list!”

“Go buy em’ yourself! I’ve had to deal with enough horse shit today.”

Brandi poked her head in. “I’m not mad, but you should have asked before you brought her home.”

“This is my Goddamned house...” I tried not to look as Jada walked past me in nothing but a matching, black bra and panties set that would have made her father explode again. “Just get her something to wash off with, please.”

“Fine.” Brandi wasn’t wearing anything more than Jada, but I kinda had her permission to stare at or put hands on whatever I wanted with her. “If we’re all off for two days, we’ll have to get some of the basics for her.”

“I don’t think it’s permanent.” Or at least, I hoped it wasn’t. “Just a spat with her dad.”

Brandi disappeared down the hallway for a moment, running back to the guest bathroom and flying through without knocking.

I looked in the fridge for that beer I needed and sat at the kitchen island. Barely hearing the water running through this big-ass house I’d inherited, that first sip felt like dropped the weight of the whole diner off my shoulders. For two days, at least, my new problem wouldn’t rear his head.

Halfway through the bottle, I felt hands wrap around me from behind. “She just told me about what happened. Why didn’t Jerry just shoot him?”

“Why would he, so long as the guy was leaving? Cleaning the mess up would have been on you, anyway. I wouldn’t make the girl clean up her own father’s blood.”

Brandi drifted her fingers closer to my lap. “I haven’t talked with her that much, but she’s a sweet kid. Kind of a brainy smartass, though.”

Yeah, but you make a chicken on an ether bender look like a genius. “So far, I think she likes the job. I’d hate to see her go.”

“But I’m still your favorite, right?” Those natural D-cups pressed against my back. “I mean, I do things for you that she won’t.”

“Save it for when she’s turned in. We can’t mess around in any room we please with a guest running around.”

Brandi pressed her forehead against my neck and sighed. “God, then it’s like being at work!”

Legally, we weren’t supposed to fuck on the counters at the diner, but it’d happened a few times. “Keep yourself under control for a little while, and I’ll do that thing you like so much.”

“That’s why I need refills for my razor. Right after I shave, you do it really good.” Both hands slipped under my shirt. “And I like returning the favor.”

It’d made every drive to and from work when she was with me a lot more pleasant. Those older trucks with bench seats have their benefits. “Tell you what, if you behave yourself tonight, we’ll go do something tomorrow.”

Brandi hugged tight. “You were supposed to ask me on a first date before I moved in, but I’ll take it.”

I was breaking down, feeling my pants tighten in the front. “I need to hit the shower myself.” Which would by me enough time to let our guest in.


The bottom of the shower still had water in it, which meant Brandi had hit it up not long before I got home. But now that I was done rinsing the last of the shampoo out of my hair, I turned the water off. A good rubdown with a towel had me wrapping it around my waist.

I turned the light off and stepped into the bedroom. Brandi was already moaning under the sheets. “You couldn’t hold off even this long?”

More than just her legs moved under the covers, though. She stared back and gripped the edges. “You’re not mad at us, are you?”

“What the hell’s going on?” I stomped over and pulled every inch off the bed.

And there was Jada, red-faced between Brandi’s thighs and fearing me more than her father.

I’d never been cheated on before. Part of me felt that sting of betrayal. “Well, I didn’t see this coming.”

Jada hadn’t had trouble making herself flirt with the customers, though. She spun around and sat up, bare as Brandi. “I’m fired, aren’t I?”

Dragging a hand over my face and then across the back of my neck, I didn’t know how I need to react. “I never had you pegged as the kind to go yodeling in the valley. That part doesn’t bother me. You do you and all that.”

Brandi put her hands down and leaned up. “I thought she was you until I felt her nails. The lights were off, and—”

I didn’t care if it was the truth or not. “You two need some privacy?” Not that I wasn’t up for watching, or making that romp a crowd. “Hell, I’m not even mad.”

Trading glances between each other, Brandi and Jada shot through the same confusion I’d started working my way out of.

But if I take advantage of this girl, what kind of scumbag boss am I? Jada might not have been into guys, either. “Well?”

Brandi nodded her head my way and chewed on her bottom lip as she shrugged.

Then Jada sat cross-legged, both hands resting on her knees. “Now you know why Daddy thinks he has to watch me like a hawk. Because he’s always needed to”

I was curious about whatever incident had sparked the guy losing it. “You swing both ways, then.”

“He caught me with a boy when I was sixteen. After I could only get girls in the house, well, you know.” Jada pulled herself forward. “For fundamentalist Mormons, it’s up there with murder, even if I’ve been diagnosed with nymphomania.”

“Uh-huh...” For all I knew, hypersexuality and sex-addiction were only things celebrities used to get out of trouble when they got caught. “That’s a legit thing?”

Jada kept getting pinker in the cheeks. “Not officially, but that didn’t stop the psychiatrist Daddy found from putting me on all kinds of pills.”

I had to know. “And you’re still taking them?”

“Not since a few days before the interview. I couldn’t work in a fog like that.”

Dear Penthouse, you’re never gonna believe this shit… And maybe Brian did have a reason to keep his daughter sheltered like he had. “I’ve still got a minor case of the battle-brains, so I can’t say I’m the picture flawless mental health, either.” Sertaline, prazosin, and Xanax had been my daily breakfast for a couple of years.

Brandi stopped acting like she’d just ruined her own life. “She’s as good as you at doing that to me. Can we keep her?” As if Jada was a stray kitten.

“I don’t think it works that way.” Plus, Brandi alone was as much a pain in the ass as a pleasure to have around.

Jada turned and looked at ‘Dingbat-Prime’ for a second. “You’re saying he’s pretty decent at it?”

“Hold up!” Which felt odd to say, when the only cover between the three of us was nothing but a towel on my own ass. “Is this even a good idea?”

Leaning closer to Brandi until she was on all fours, Jada had crawled her way back on top. “You sound like my therapist, and I can’t stand that guy.”

Arms and legs wrapped together until they were going at each others mouths like teenagers in a movie theater. Brandi had the tall, leggy, and blonde credentials. And Jada’s expert innocence disguise wasn’t helping matters.

My cock poked against the towel, busting the fold around my hip loose. I didn’t even bother picking it up.

I snuck in from the foot of the bed. Still debating the wisdom of going through with it, a voice that didn’t sound like my brain was doing all the talking. How many guys get a chance like this?

Both asses and cunts writhed in front of me. As Brandi pulled at Jada’s rear, it was all our new girl needed to start tribbing away.

Holy fuck… I wanted in, and I didn’t care which one it was gonna be.

My heart raced as I grabbed Brandi’s ankles, running my hands up her legs until I was at about mid-thigh. The urge to slam forward and pound inside whichever one of them I wound up in was getting to be too much.

Jada’s ankles pressed against my arms. Lips smacked apart, and then she closed the deal. “I think he’s onboard with it.”

Brandi giggled and writhed until she was panting. Then her arms folded around Jada’s neck. “It still feels weird.”

What I heard next out of Jada’s mouth almost stroked me out. “Until it feels really good.”

My hands were shaking. Brushing my stomach against Jada’s ass, the heat off both pussies made it feel like I was already in one of them.

Jada pecked their lips together before saying, “He’s nervous, too. I can feel it.”

To hell with it. I broke away and sat up again. Teasing with one fingertip along each slit, I didn’t mind how wet it had already gotten Brandi. And Jada.

Playing on the verge of their entrances, it was like fingering two glasses of hot water.

Their hands tangled together. Then Brandi snickered and tried forcing my digit in with her hips. “If you want him first, it’s okay. You know, to repay you for earlier.”

Fuck. I slid another finger inside each of them instead. There wasn’t any point in coming too soon.

Curling until I felt the pressure of my fingertips through their bodies, Jada and Brandi were like lumps of moaning putty in my hands.

The noise inside them kept getting louder until their voices came out in force. Brandi pulled her legs tighter around Jada. “Are you getting close too?”

Jada snuggled her face tighter against Brandi’s neck. It was muffled, but I heard that, “Yeah, really close!”

Their bodies kept sliding and grinding together. All the while, I was batting out no telling how many strikes on their g-spots a second.

Brandi tensed up first. “Fuck!”

Before she even finished getting it out, Jada followed right along.

Both cunts tried breaking my fingers as they tightened up. A little more pressure and speed had all four digits burning. But I didn’t dare let up.

Hard shivers wracked through their bodies. Then I felt the trickle down my arm, dripping onto my other one. I hadn’t planned on changing the sheets that night, but getting hold of a squirter kinda forces the issue.

Jada kept riding the shocks as Brandi eased her way out of it. One more twitch inside her with both fingers forced her entire body to draw up. Then another stream flowed down my wrist as she cried out.

Brandi cradled her as the final tremors played out. “No wonder you got caught. My ears are still ringing.”

I pulled my fingers out, which were already getting pruny again.

Jada kept fighting for breath, but she got out, “Now think about what we’re gonna do to him.”

The sound of another kiss had me sliding that wetness along my shaft.

Brandi forced Jada up a little. “I wanna see the look on your face when he’s fucking you.”

“But what about you?”

Slipping a couple fingers between her thighs, Brandi knew how to take care of herself. “Just don’t make him come before I get a round. After that, make him nut if you want to.”

Jada backed her ass up, pressing my tip at the thinnest edge of going in. “You heard her.” She pushed a little harder.

Already in with just the head, I ramped the pressure up until her walls gave way.

Jerking her head down, Jada pressed both hands around Brandi’s face. “God, he’s bigger than my ex-boyfriend.”

Resting deep, I grabbed halfway up her back out of habit. With her hair shorter than Brandi’s, I still had another foot to go.

As soon as I closed my knuckles in Jada’s hair, it got Brandi worked up. “Your face is so red right now.”

My first good hit had Jada gasping. “If Daddy could see me right now, he’d blow his top.”

I pulled her head back and leaned in, with shoulders and hips. Grabbing her under the chin, Jada had to hear it more than Brandi. “If you two don’t shut up, I’m not gonna last thirty seconds.”

“Careful…” Her ass waved and an evil grin came to her face. “You don’t even know if I’m on anything for that.”

Which didn’t help a damn bit.

Brandi was already letting the jealousy get to her. “No, you can’t come in her yet!”

I didn’t even know if I could to begin with. Safely, that is. “Again, not helping...”

Jada forced herself against me with all she had, pushing my hand against her throat as she rose up on her knees. “Just think,” her ass waved to each side, “Daddy’s girl running away from home and getting knocked up on the first night like this. And with her handsy boss, no less...”

She was an evil, little cunt behind that veil of sweetness. No wonder the new uniform had her beating down the door for a job. A proper crash into her jostled her ear next to my mouth. “What else are you hiding?”

Brandi was already up on her own knees. Nails grazed my shaft as Jada reached back for me with both hands. Dumb as she was, our blonde didn’t know how keep herself from pleasing someone.

The feeling of the wettest pussy I’d ever stumbled my way into had my body thrusting on its own. Even my fuck-buddy from the last deployment didn’t want it that bad when I broke her two year dry streak.

Jada’s legs trembled, but she wasn’t going anywhere. I pushed from behind while Brandi kept her vertical from the front. Feeling how soaked the bed was already, it didn’t matter if she let it all out again.

The sudden lock around my dick had me fighting to keep it in.

“Coming!” Her body shook like the girl was out in the winter cold.

My fingers eased up around her neck.

But then Jada forced them tight again. Forcing me deep as she could, I knew she was trying to fry me off.

Another blast of wet flowed down my sack. Feeling my skin go from burning hot to chilled like that pulsed my balls harder than the chaos of her pussy gripping at random.

But finally, she was out of the game.

I waited until chucking my nut wasn’t on the verge of happening anymore. Letting Jada fall to the side, I damn near forced Brandi against the mattress.

All four limbs pulled me down at the same time. “She’s really bringing out the best in you.”

My cock plunged in. Something about the girl just made me want to come when I had all my weight pinned on her like that. “Now I get to act like I’m pissed about all this.”

“You know you’re not.” Brandi pushed against the backs of my thighs until I was planted to the hilt. Then the tip of her tongue played against the center of my ear. “She’s on birth control.”

I didn’t have the common sense left to question it. “You want me to do that, don’t you?”

Brandi scraped down my back with all ten nails. “If you come in me, I won’t complain.” As if she ever had before.

A hard slap of our bodies tensed my jaw. Giving in to the full hug, Brandi was flooding just as much our new friend.

Her tits bounced as I ripped myself up. Dipping my thumb in her mouth, Brandi sucked like she wanted to take it with her.

Jada moved around to my left, but I was all-in.

Brandi even dug her toenails in as she spat out my thumb. “Do you know how much I wish I could get filled up like this, from both ends?”

I admired the enthusiasm, but that’d mean another dick. “Slow down there, Trigger.”

Bunching her shoulders and guiding me deep again, Brandi smiled as she looked up. “No, not like that.” She moaned hard with the next pump. “You know, like if she had a dick.”

Just the thought of it had me crashing with every ounce. “Brandi, that’s called a strap-on.” I dipped my thumb between her lips again. “And that’d be fine by me.”

Her smile could have warmed a hanging-judge’s heart. If my dick had been in place of my thumb, the whole session would have been over, right then.

Fingers gripped my chest. With Brandi’s still putting red marks all over my back, I knew who it had to be.

Steaming my ear like it was meant for a bucket of clams, Jada pushed every part of herself against me. “No, we’ve gotta piss off Daddy. Don’t you remember?”

One thing suddenly made a lot of sense: Island tribes sacrificed virgins, because they weren’t about to part with the sluts.

Then Brandi joined in, letting go and straddling my chest with her folds. “Don’t question it. Just come in her.”

I already had enough tension built up in my hands to make my wrists explode. “Hold up, she’s more than a little crazy.”

“I know.” Brandi pinned my arms down as Jada got on top of my hips. “But that’s why she’s fun.”

My neck bent, slapping the rear of my skull against my shoulders. The girl felt that damn good inside. And then her hands grazed down the center my abs, pushing herself up until her body dropped.

The sudden halt in my breath felt like a coronary event. That slow grind as each side of her ass flexed told me I wasn’t on my way to hell just yet, though.

Brandi pushed her face next to mine. “But if she’s off her meds, maybe it means she stopped taking her birth control too.”

What the fuck! As much as I fought back, two girls on top of me was more than I could handle. “Hey... Hey!”

Jada kept forcing herself over me. As I saw hands grab Brandi’s tits from behind, my fight had just about given in.

Like it wasn’t a big deal, Brandi tilted her head back. “So are you still on it He’s about to panic.”

“Maybe.” Not that it was slowing Jada down. “I’ve never squirted when I was on it, though.”

“Don’t!”

Brandi leaned closer and put one finger over my lips. “Even I’m not ready to let for it. Lie back and enjoy it.”

The endless string cuss words rumbled through my throat. That is, until both her hands shoved against my lips.

“She wants it.” Brandi didn’t mind how much I was trying to peel her off me. “Jim, relax. Someday, I’ll let you do it to me, too. Wouldn’t it feel so good?”

As much as I could tell the thought was getting her off, I wasn’t ready for a kid. Especially if grandpa was gonna be the psycho from earlier.

Not good. Pressure welled up deeper than I wanted to feel. Motherfucking hell!

Brandi kept all her weight over my mouth as she leaned back. “Is he?”

Jada whimpered into Brandi’s shoulder. “Yeah, I think he’s gonna get me pregnant.”

No!

“And Daddy’s gonna want him dead for it.”

I was ready to weep. These fucking lunatics!

My whole lap pulsed at once. Like it or not, I was planting that seed.

Brandi kept the pressure on my lips. “He’s coming now, isn’t he?”

Another spread of hot, dripping fluid pooled between my legs. Jada screamed out, “Fuck yes!”

Like they were rubbing it in, Brandi’s hair danced over my face. “Don’t stop. Put a baby in her.”

I knew all it’d take was one cell getting through. And it was way too fucking late to pull out.

“Doesn’t it feel good?”

All that strength I’d had sapped out of me came back. Jerking my face to the side, I had to belt out, “What the fuck is wrong with you two?”

Jada kept vibrating on top of me, forcing one more burst.

And then Brandi got off my chest. “Do you really wanna know if she was on it, or did it make it feel better like this?”

“Li’l Ms. Cumslut, what’s the truth?”

Jada teased down the line of sternum. “I’m crazy and horny, but I’m not stupid.” The sharp corner of her nail almost cut skin. “Why would I fuck up what I’ve got going on right now?”

And judging by how Brandi licked up the mess and fingered it into her own cunt, you’d think she was trying to get knocked up too.


A couple days later, Jada hadn’t gone anywhere. It looked like all three of us were carpooling together the next morning.

Then Brandi walked by as I flipped the channels with Jada sitting next to me. “Jim, did you remember to feed the dog last night?”

“Brandi, we don’t have a dog...”

“We don’t?”

If she’d been living with me for two weeks, I hope like hell she’d have figured that out by now. “Well, did you remember to feed him?”

“Where’s the food at?”

“When have you even seen a dog here?”

“He taps on the windows after you go to bed. Kinda short for a huskie, though.”

The weekly trash spreading down the road made a lot of sense. “That’s a raccoon, not a dog.”

“And a really big one showed up last night, too.”

“How big?”

Brandi stopped her palm about midway up her thigh. “It looks kinda funny though. Black, fat legs, no tail.”

Fuck me… “Brandi, sweetie, that was a bear.” Yell at me all you want, but the girl was too fucking stupid to live. “Just run things by us before you try thinking too hard, okay?”

“But he was hungry, and he had puppies with him!”

Jesus Christ… “Your favorite kind of chips was ‘lead paint’ as a child, wasn’t it?”

“Mom really liked Led Zeppelin. What about it?”

I looked at Jada, but she was too busy trying not to laugh her ass off.

“It doesn’t fucking matter.” Because bless her dumbass heart, Brandi always had been a nice girl. “Let’s just watch some pointless shit on the TV and forget about how we’ve gotta go back to work tomorrow.”

“So what do I do when Fluffy shows up again? He’s always hungry!”

I looked at Jada. “Do we need to keep her on a leash?”

She darted her eyes away as fast as she could. “No comment.”

“If you’re living here too, I’m not handling this on my own anymore.”

Jada tapped her phone a couple of times. “Brandi, this is a bear.” She poked few more times. “And this is a dog. Any questions?”

“So we can’t help Fluffly find homes for her puppies?”

Jada didn’t stop herself from laughing this time. “Where did you even find her, anyway? It’s like she’s still in preschool.”

“Dad hired her a few weeks before I came back home. Don’t pin it on me.”


ENJOY THESE COMPLIMENTARY EXCERPTS FROM: 

HAREM WISH 

I turned my key and eased inside. Sitting the bag down by the door, I noticed the giant block in front of my couch.

Nuh-uh… Turning on the lights and stepping closer confirmed it. It was a block of money too wide to wrap my arms around, and taller than my own six-foot self.

I couldn’t stand myself on top of the couch fast enough. Ones, tens, hundreds… All the denominations were stacked in what looked like equal numbers.

I whipped my head around to the bag by the door and then back at the block of cash. “I’m not believing this shit. There’s no fucking way.”

Crack! The floor dropped an inch beneath me. Taking an easy step down from the couch, I knew something was about to happen, even though I still thought it was a dream.

The pallet of money sagged lower. A few stacks toppled off as I realized what was about to happen.

“Oh hell!” I dove forward, wiping as many bundles off the top as I could. About four feet by four feet, tall as a man, and solid paper. There was no way the floor couldn’t handle all that weight.

I felt more pops a split-second before I heard them. Wiping off as many layers as I could, I hoped like it wasn’t futile. My stomach almost cleared my throat.

Grey dust and pure chaos enveloped all five senses, right down to the taste of copper in my mouth. My feet and ass hit solid ground. Then I felt the tsunami of money pile over me.

***

This totem had to have something to it, and I guessed I had one wish left for the month. “They’re gonna do whatever I say, no matter what.” Wedging the tip in a crack, I picked the statue up and slammed the nail’s head against the counter. It wedged in enough. A few more bashes had it in as much as any other. The fresh gouges in the laminate counter were the last things I was worried about.

From downstairs, Kylee’s voice rang out, sweet as a Shih-kah-go accent could manage. Which isn’t as exaggerated as people imagine. “I’m ticked, but it is money. And lots of it.”

“We know it’s not Nathan’s.”

Gee, thanks, bitch.

Kylee’s voice sounded like it was coming from their front door. “C’mon, we’d better check on him.”

Sierra’s words were clearer than ever. “I can see his ceiling, and it’s not busted, so how in the hell?”

I hardly ever heard someone coming up the stairs. Before I could stop hyperventilating, fists pounded against my door. My brain froze and I broke into a cold sweat. I didn’t know who to call, what to say, or even if I’d live through the night. Sierra had always seemed like the vicious type of blonde to me.

And sure enough, she yelled first. “Nate, open up!” They kept beating. I glanced at the cause of all this. It stared back with blank eyes from the porcupine coat of nails. “Nay-than!”

Shit. “I’ll be there in a second.”

Sierra wasn’t taking any crap. “How have you not noticed the big fucking hole?”

“I’m as confused as you are. Just calm down.”I turned the deadbolt and swung the door open.

Still in their Honkers tank-tops and pink hot-pants, they looked content as stoners watching the birds.

My head cocked on its own. “You two were pissed a second ago.”

***

Like my reasoning was little more than a kaleidoscope of stupidity and missing the point, Sierra huffed as she pushed both hands against the mattress. “You haven’t ordered us to do this, even though you could.”

“I made you suck my dick.”

“And you didn’t make Kylee here do anything when you realized she was in your bed. Not gonna lie, it was kinda sweet watching you two.”

I saw the hint of bitch come back to her face, knowing Sierra had heard what I’d said about her. The time for new orders had come. “Both of you,” I locked eyes with Sierra and then with Kylee, “tell me what you’re really after.”

Kylee let go of me and scrambled out of the covers, sitting on her knees beside Sierra. Answering first, she offered, “I’m not ready to settle down with anyone in particular, and it sounds more fun and rewarding than working at Honkers until I’m too old to do it anymore.”

Staring knives at Sierra, I asked, “And your excuse?”

At least when she was honest, Sierra had the kind of bluntness I liked in a person. “I don’t give a damn what you think. I do what gets me paid.”

“Fine.” I pushed myself up and whipped the covers off of myself. “You two show me what I’m getting. If I like what I see enough on the test drive, I’ll go for it. Five-thousand more for both of you, either way.”

With their rent paid for the year with only a day’s effort, they weren’t protesting with their faces. Sierra pushed the issue first, crawling over the bed until she was over Kylee.

Hands wrapped around heads as their lips met. Whether it was their first time trying something like this or not didn’t matter. They were damn good at it anyway.
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