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AUTHOR’S NOTE: 


I wanted to get this story out before Friday. At about the 75% mark on Wednesday, some kind of bug slammed me hard. I promise it’s not that corona virus thing. 

Barring some miracle, I won’t finish part-five by the end of January. But I still want to get this series wrapped up and salvage what I can of the break I had planned for the first week of February. Those days will be all about figuring out the next series and lining it up for another rapid-fire publishing schedule. 

You folks seem to like the pace, and it’s keeping me on the ball. When something works out like that, I don’t argue with it. A healthy pace for the next week and some afternoons in the cover lab will get the next series lined up, after I’m done with part-four here.


BIMBO DINER 3

Business had been rushing through the door, to the point I was having to make people wait for seats. And with the diner’s max occupancy of thirty-six, I was forcing people to wait in their cars around dusk when the oil fields shut down. I was already out to hire a third waitress, and some little blonde who didn’t look her age was in the running for the slot. Before too long, I’d have to call Autumn up for her starting day.

But Saturdays were a different story. The flow of customers was more steady, without the sudden peak. And at least we weren’t all too fucking tired at the end of the night for some ‘team-building’ after work.

It was just before one, when I always shut down for our lunch. “Hey, Jada, might wanna run out there and tell the guy we’re closing in ten. Grill’s shut down.”

She ran out since all her tables had left, but it didn’t take her long to come back in. “Jim, he says he knows you, and it’s a social call.”

I pulled my apron off and hung it on the wall. Two of Brandi’s customers were still eating, but I wasn’t gonna push the issue until about five after.

Then I saw a face I through the door I hadn’t seen since Afghanistan. Coop? Staff Sergeant Winston Cooper, to be exact.

As soon as the chime stopped, he knew who I was. “Long time no see, buddy.”

He hadn’t been my direct commanding officer, but his word was as good as law in that forward-operating-base. “What the hell brought you out here? Last I heard, you’d settled down in El Paso with that fiance of yours.”

And then she walked in. Undeniably Latina as he’d bragged about, and even hotter than the couple of photos he’d shown me, she had to be Gloria.

“We’re not married, yet, but here she is.” Coop looked proud, and for a damn fine reason. “What about you? Any sweet thing you came back home to?”

Not back when I got my discharge papers. “It’s a little complicated, but I’m being taken care of.”

Coop plopped himself down on the nearest stool as Gloria sat next to him. “So which one? The blonde, or the brunette?”

I leaned close enough that Gloria wouldn’t hear it. “Both, actually.”

“So which one doesn’t know about the other?”

Wanting to talk about any other subject, I winked at Coop before I turned to Gloria. “This guy wouldn’t shut up about you. It kinda feels like I’m meeting a legend.”

“Same. Winston called you ‘the most badass cook in the U.S. Army.’ You even stopped a few suicide bombers in their tracks, right in your own mess hall.” But she didn’t have a trace of accent to her.

“We all did what we had to do over there.”

But Jada caught wind of it.

“Jim, you weren’t just bluffing my father, were you?”

The shakes from my PTSD flared up, just thinking about it. “Listen, go help Brandi and you two head out for lunch.”

Coop saw it in my hands. Patting Gloria on the small of her back, he asked, “Is it okay if she goes with them? I took a contract job here, so it’ll be nice for some locals to show her around.”

I tilted my head at Jada. “Works for me if you two are down with it.”

She may not have loved the idea, but Jada wasn’t throwing a fit. Smiling at Gloria and taking one of the wash rags to help Brandi out, she only said, “Sure, might as well show her the one place that isn’t a greasy-spoon around here.”


I locked the door behind those three as they left in Brandi’s car. Before I could turn around, Coop had already spun around on the stool. “So, how you been holding up?”

“Well enough.” If I wasn’t leaving, it was time for my fast emergency lunch. One ham and tomato sandwich. “I mean, the meds help a lot.”

It wasn’t quite a smile. Just a knowing look. “Same here. I can’t even go to funerals anymore.”

He wasn’t lying. After you’ve seen that peaceful expression every dead body gets, no matter how messed up they are, it fucks with you every time after that. “So, you discharged, or in the reserves?”

Coop started twisting a paper napkin and then folded it over, braiding it in the other direction. “Out completely. A month after you got sent home, it got really bad for a while.”

“That’s what I heard. Sorry, but I didn’t have it in me to read the details.”

“Can’t say I blame ya’ for it. I was stuck in the command tent ninety percent of the time, and even I saw shit I wouldn’t wish on anyone.”

And again, I wanted to talk about any other subject. “So, how long you out in the fields? Six months? A year?”

Coop got it. “One year, maybe two if the wells produce enough. With the kind of money I’ll be pulling in, it’ll pay for one hell of a honeymoon.”

“So I guess I’ll be seeing a lot of ya. Can’t lie, it’ll be good to have a friend around.”

“But didn’t you grow up here?”

I snorted a little. “Iron Hill’s a boom-town now. Most of the locals either got priced out, or had their payday early on and left. Nothing left of what this place was fifteen years ago but the old-boys’ club and a few old businesses that haven’t sold out.”

“Sounds like you’re the latter.” Coop rounded the bend to the next point of order. “Got any openings for Gloria? She’ll need something to do, and she’s done some waitressing before.”

“Maybe. I hired that brunette to give the blonde a break, but they’re both here seventy-hours a week anyway.”

Coop looked away for a second. “The catch is, until we’re married, it’ll have to be under the table.”

My eyebrows shot up. “As much as I’d like to help you here, Coop, I can’t risk it. If her visa’s expired, I’ll get fines out the ass, and Jada’s dad is some local politician who already has it out for me. Plus, I’ve already got someone lined up to help out.”

“Anything she could do, even after-hours?” Coop put his hands together. “Not, you know, in that way. She’s still my girl and all.”

“Don’t worry, it hadn’t even crossed my mind.” Brandi and Jada weren’t big on helping keep my house in order, though. “It won’t be much, maybe six hours a week, but if I paid her to clean my place while we’re all here, it’d at least be something.” And he wouldn’t have to even consider one of us messing with Gloria.

“She’ll be glad to hear it.” Coop started twisting that napkin again. “The girl’s always been a worker, so it’ll keep her sane.”

“Then what’s the story here? As far as I can tell from her voice, she’s never even been south of the border.”

“For like three months. Uncle Sam doesn’t care that Gloria can’t even speak Spanish. They’d send her back in no time, even if she had no say in the matter.”

The same Uncle Sam that had been deporting veterans who’d enlisted for a promise of citizenship lately. “Tuesday, Thursday, and Saturday, two hours each. Fifty dollars each day sound fair?”

“Yeah, I think she’ll go for it.” Coop had put a third layer of weave on the napkin already. “But you’re not even asking why we’re not married already.”

“Because it’s none of my business, but since you brought it up...”

“I wanted to do right by her. Get out of the Army, save up for a home, and have at least a couple years of engagement where I was on the same continent.”

Same old Coop. “And it looks like she’s agreed to it. At least you don’t have to worry about her running off as soon as the ink’s dry on the wedding certificate.”

He grinned, prouder than Gloria’s own father could have been. “She’s something else, alright.” Then he dropped that napkin. “Now tell me the story about those waitresses. A single guy working all the time doesn’t need a housekeeper.”


Even with a couple hours every other day, Gloria was the best hundred-fifty I could spend every week. Because when you live with two girls too occupied with roping you into yet another threesome, none of us had time for laundry or just running the vacuum cleaner. Leave for work on Saturday, and come back to a spotless house for the days off. I had zero complaints.

But now that another Tuesday had rolled around, I was sacrificing another lunch break. Without Autumn joining the team, Jada and Brandi wouldn’t get people out the door fast enough for much longer.

Jerry was already waiting with all his equipment ready when she pulled up. If she hadn’t been wearing the uniform already, Autumn would have been more than just technically late.

I pointed at the backdrop. “Already dressed. Smart, since you were supposed to be here fifteen minutes ago.”

“Sorry, a bunch of fire trucks were blocking the road. Something about a methane leak, so we had to find another way.”

Which was believable enough. Cracking rocks thousands of feet under the surface let all kinds of nasty shit out. I’d been having water for the diner trucked in for a reason.

“Either way, let’s get this done. And if you wanna go ahead and start today, I won’t stop ya.”

That floral bandanna in her hair didn’t sell me on her age. When Autumn posed with a smile and one finger in front of it, I had to go back and check my scan of her ID again.

Even in black and white, that picture was hers, and she was barely twenty-one.

Brandi and Jada wouldn’t like splitting a third of their tips with her for a couple of days, but the girl had to learn the ropes somehow. Plus, how else was I gonna keep a new chick on with all the running and cleaning she’d have to do? As if Autumn wouldn’t be doing a third of their jobs for them anyway.

Still all perk and smiles, Autumn barely made a sound when I noticed her in the kitchen. “So, Mr. Redd, you still want me to hang around?”

“It’s Jim. And yeah, we could use the help tonight.”

Jerry had finished packing up his things and started with the first bag. “I’ll see ya in a couple days. One of those shots was pure gold, so it won’t take long.”

I tilted my head at the front door. “Go ahead and help the ol’ feller out. He knows this place better than I do, and it sounds like you’ve got his endorsement.”

Not as airheaded as Brandi, but too chipper to sound like Jada, Autumn let her shoulders drop a little as she nodded. “I’ll tell my ride to come back around ten.”

Someone in that massive gulf between the two had to be a welcomed change. If only during work hours. Plus, with a girl that petite, those shorts would have been a denim thong on Brandi.


Another week down. With receipts and register money going up yet another ten percent, Autumn would only carry us so far. And I could only cook so much at once without letting a few orders burn.

Jada swiped the last booths as Autumn took care of the final table. Her ride had pulled up a while ago. Or at least, I assumed it was Autumn’s dad or boyfriend. They weren’t coming in, either way.

I’d already put her painting in one of the windows, which that car sat right in front of. When she handed off the bill, the horn started blowing. Several more blasts had me ready to march out, open up the hood, and cut some wires.

She came back to the kitchen. “Jim, is it alright if I head out? He’s getting impatient.”

“Yeah, I heard.” I flicked toward the front with my spatula. “Go ahead. Your tip’ll be here when you get back Tuesday.”

Autumn didn’t bother looking my way. “Thanks, Mitch can’t stand it when I ignore him.”

Boyfriend, and kind of a jealous asshole. Autumn hadn’t said much about the guy. “See ya then.”

A final, long honk rang out as she was already out the door.

Thinking it was under my breath, I muttered out, “I’m gonna have to talk to that prick.”

A dishrag slapped against the sink. Then Jada answered right behind me. “Tell me about it. My head’s pounding.”

Not that they knew didn’t know how much I could bitch. “I haven’t even met this Mitch guy, but I already don’t like him. What’s Autumn said to you?”

“Nothing, really.” Jada patted me on the ass. “We kinda figured you’d have her living with us by now. You know how it goes.”

“That’s not why I’m running this place, and you know it.”

But before I could turn around, she was already headed up front again.


Neither Brandi or Jada had any interest in running to town with me. Especially if all I needed was a refill on my meds. Waiting in line at the one pharmacy in town wasn’t anyone’s definition of fun. They’d handed me one of those buzzers, so I figured I’d shop for whatever random shit I needed.

Outside of the local Wally-World, this was the only place to buy what you needed for dozens of miles. Which meant you came here if you didn’t mind spending a little extra to avoid talking to people. Small towns suck like that.

I’d gathered the snacks I kept hidden in my truck. Because with Brandi and Jada around, it was like having a couple of dogs in the house who could open cabinets and shit. All I had left was my Aspirin.

Walking down the pain-relief aisle, I caught her. “Hey, kid!”

But Autumn turned away like she hadn’t heard me. Or she didn’t want me to see her.

I left my basket on a shelf and jogged to the end. As she turned into another aisle, I knew she was running out of store.

Swinging like someone had just gone through it, someone had just escaped into the back. And Autumn wasn’t browsing for hair dye or makeup. Looking around, I made sure nobody would catch me.

“Employees only!”

But I knew who it was. “You spent too much time at my place this week to work here too. What’s going on?”

She didn’t say a word.

“All I was gonna do was say ‘hi.’ But then you ran off like I was a stalker or something.”

“Jim, he’s outside. I’m not on the clock, so leave me alone.”

What the fuck? I peered through a rack of shelves and saw her ducking behind a bunch of paper towels. “A shiner like that takes at least a week to heal. Don’t tell me you planned on calling in sick until then.”

“That’s why I was here for an ice pack.”

“A restraining order would do a lot more.”

Autumn sighed out like she was twice my size, and she was barely half my weight. “And live where? You know how bad rent is here.”

“I don’t have the time or the stomach to deal with him. You’re coming with me.”

“Jim, I can’t.”

With Brandi and Jada sharing my bed every night, it wasn’t like I didn’t have the spare rooms. “Why not?”

“Well,” she hesitated for a second, “he didn’t mean to.”

“Bullshit.” I stormed around the corner of the aisle. “You’re taking up for him and spitting it out as fast as you can. I can already tell this wasn’t the first time, like you’ve had to do it before.”

“So what?” Autumn crouched even harder, trying her damnedest not to look up at me and show the damage again. “How is it any of your business?”

“If you’re dumb enough to go home with him after this, it might be my problem.” I crouched down to her level. “Jada and Brandi grind on my nerves all day, whether we’re at work or not. But have you heard me even raise my voice at them?”

She paused for a moment. Then Autumn finally looked at me, showing that bruise on her eye socket. “As if shacking up with you will make him stop.”

“When you’re at the diner or my house, what’s he gonna do? I’ve dealt with worse people.”

“Like those three guys you killed in Afghanistan? You can’t solve every problem with a gun.”

Which was a fair point. “I don’t deal with people being late by slugging them in the eye, either. It’s your choice here.” I stood up and turned away. Sometimes, you just can’t help someone until they want it for themselves.

“He’s parked out front. You promise he won’t see us leave in your truck?”

“The lot was full when I got here, so I had to park around back. If I have to, I can send Brandi out for my meds later.”

Autumn quit shaking so much. “And they’ll be okay with it?”

“It’s my house and my diner. If they don’t like it, they can leave anytime they want.”

Judging by how she got up as soon as a way out was clear, my snacks and even the meds could wait. With the emergency exit latch being the same model as the diner’s, I knew pushing both handles at once would let us out, minus the alarm.

“Come on. If we need to get your stuff outta his place when he’s working, I can get past a lock.”

Autumn smiled. “Coming from Jim, already jimmying one in front of me. You’ve got a deal.”


Brandi and Jada might not have liked it, but they understood. Especially Jada. Even short a waitress, I didn’t mind tossing her a little of my profit from the next week either.

Mitch kept driving by in that truck, even pulling into the lot and staring in a few times. But with no Autumn, for all he knew, she’d ditched his ass at the pharmacy and never looked back. Especially after I pulled her painting down.

Brandi came jogging back before the rush hit. “Jim, he’s cruising by again.”

“So let him.”

“No, like, really slow this time.”

“Well, Autumn’s not here. The prick’s just wasting gas.”

“And Jada saw her Dad driving by, too.”

That actually wasn’t a good sign. “When, and how many times?”

“Twice, right behind Mitch.”

Once would have been coincidence. Twice meant some bullshit was going on. “Alright, one of you let me know the next time either of them goes by. Good job looking out, both of you.”

Satisfied that all my orders weren’t about to carbonize on the grill, I made sure the pistol was loaded with a round in the chamber. Can’t be too careful with religious nuts and psycho boyfriends casing the joint.


A couple more passes had my butthole puckered. But now that it was closing time, I wanted everything wrapped up early, if at all possible.

“Okay, cleanup can wait until morning. We’re out!”

Both of them knew why. Jada was at the back door first. “Brandi, let’s go...”

She followed along, and I didn’t see any headlights. “Straight home. I don’t want any trouble from these guys.” And I’d tucked the pistol between my seat and the door, just in case.

Brandi shut her side and scooted in next to Jada. “Mitch doesn’t know where we live. What’s the worry?”

Jada dropped the truth before I could. “Daddy could find out, though. If they’re working together, I don’t blame Jim for being nervous.”

Having checked on Autumn in the last few minutes, I knew she was safe. But after that episode, I was ready to call on Coop to hang around for a night or two. He already knew the basics of what I’d been dealing with.

After the first turn off the main road, twin lights popped on behind us. “If it’s a cop, I actually won’t mind.”

They picked up speed. As far as I knew I hadn’t been speeding. Not like I would after dealing with Brian Black.

Then I recognized the shape. “That’s a Ford. Autumn’s feller ain’t done with us yet.”

Brandi reached across Jada’s lap. “Jim, what’s he doing?”

I veered the steering wheel left as hard as I could. Fast as he kept going in the rear-view mirror, fucker was about to ram us from the back. “Hold onto your shit. He’s not joking.”

The lights shone through the rear windshield again, bobbing all over the place.

Letting my foot off the gas, I let him catch up. The second his lights disappeared behind my tailgate, I shouted, “Brace your necks!”

One good slam on the brakes shot us forward instead. Then I saw the red mist behind us.

“His radiator’s fucked. Trailer hitch went right through the damn thing.”

But neither of them said a word the rest of the way home.


Brandi didn’t get it. “Jim, why can’t you call the police about it?”

I stared at her from across the kitchen island. “And who are they gonna side with? Me, or Daddy Black?”

“But he wasn’t the one who did it.”

“Listen, I’ll call it in as a hit and run on my insurance.” Even dense as she was, I hoped like hell Brandi would see what I was driving at. “Stirring up even more shit isn’t worth it.”

“So now you’ll just let it slide? How many times have you taken up for me without caring about who gets pissed?” For once, she had a point.

“I get that, but there’s no point in taking it any further than what’ll make them back off.”

Autumn walked in, barely dressed in a white tank-top and cotton panties. Better than that, she finally didn’t have a trace left of that black eye. “Jim, what happened?”

“Some asshole rear-ended us on the way home. We’re all fine.”

“I heard enough to know it was Mitch.” And with a girl that cheerful, that look was even worse than what her now-ex had done to her. “Fighting back just makes him act even more crazy.”

“At least now, you’re willing to admit it.” Jada hugged Autumn before I could even pat the girl on the back. “You respect yourself enough not to fool with someone who doesn’t respect you to begin with.”

She cocked her head like I’d pissed her off a little. “What supposed to mean?”

Jada took over. “That you didn’t before, and now that you know it, you’re not settling for a guy who hits you.”

And then Brandi forced herself into it, like always. “Jim treats us like princesses outside of work.”

My brows felt like lead. “What about at the diner?”

I thought she was about to cut me off at the knees, but Jada picked us all up instead. “I checked the books. We make more than he does, and Jim isn’t even making pay rent to live here.”

“The accounting’s none of your business.” But I knew what she’d said was true. My own ass was making a lot more than before, when Brandi hardly made enough to live on, even with tips. Plus, you know, there were those extra benefits I was getting out of the new arrangement.

Brandi joined the girlfriend hug. “So how about it?” Twirling Autumn’s hair for her, she dug in the knife. “We've got a good thing going on here. Plus, I can tell they think you’re cute as I do.”

You gotta be shittin’ me… “I told you, first thing when I was looking for another waitress, that’s not why I wanted someone else working with us!”

As much as Autumn had changed in the days before the painting showed up, getting the girl away from Mitch had done even more for her. And she didn’t even flinch as Brandi and Jada got handsy.

Barely topping five-foot-nothing, even Jada’s petite figure was tall next to Autumn’s. Which only made Brandi seem like the Amazon, leggy and still in her pumps.

I already know better. This shit’s gonna happen. That’s when I had to admit to myself that some of those wild stories about what had happened in this house weren’t just racy gossip.

Brandi guided Autumn’s chin up with a couple of fingers. As those two met their bodies, Jada fell right in behind our new girl, sliding those panties down an inch or two.

The other big thing that had happened that night couldn’t have been further from my mind. All I could image was myself, right in the thick of it with them.

Jada slid her hands around front and started biting at the side of Autumn’s neck. So far, neither one of them were edging up to her limits. When Brandi dove under the waistband and lifted Autumn’s ass until she was standing on tip-toes.

But something about this confused the hell out of me. “Alright, whose idea was this, and how long’s it been stewing?”

All three of them stopped what they were doing and looked at me like I was an idiot. Going from Brandi, to Autumn, to Jada, they almost answered in unison.

“Plan?”

“Ssh!”

“Problem?”

It sounded about right from all three. Letting them get back to that ‘team-building’ exercise, I leaned against the kitchen counter and crossed my arms and one leg over the other. “Don’t let me stop you. It’s a great view from over here.”

Jada bit the strap of Autumn’s top and bent her neck back as hard as she could. With the cotton still in her mouth, she looked at me again. “Doe-en juf sfan the-uh.”

“In English?”

She forced the strap out. “Don’t just stand there, you dipshit!” Foul-mouthed for a Mormon girl, but that was kinda hot in its own way. Like a bunch of other things I didn’t expect from her.

I couldn’t help it. The truly shameful choice would have been keeping my distance.

By the time I had my arms around the whole group’s shoulders, Jada stopped the nibbling. “You’re so awkward at stuff like this, Jim.”

After having at least one three-way in every room of this house, one more body in the mix shouldn’t have made me so nervous. But sometimes, you just want something that badly.

Lips smacked together for a moment, until Brandi saved me from my red-faced silence. “I think it’s kinda sweet that he doesn’t want to push our boundaries.”

“He already knows where they are.” Jada cast me a shit-eating grin. “I’m starting to think you were raised by bigger tight-asses than my parents.”

Which stung like hell, seeing as how Brian wouldn’t even allow his grown daughter to get a job. It made something in me break. “Brandi, take care of the new girl.”

Jada tilted her head at me. “So your balls aren’t fake after all.”

“And your ass is coming with me.” I snatched one of her wrists. By the time I had Jada backed against the side of the kitchen island, I knew what I wanted out of her. And it sure as hell wasn’t an apology.

“Hit one hell of a nerve, didn’t I?”

Grabbing my fingers around the front of her shorts and panties, they were almost too tight to force down a couple inches. Emphasis on the almost part. Another jerk popped the button and freed the goods.

Content to leave Autumn in Brandi’s grabby hands, I slid my fingers over the mound of Jada’s cunt. “If you like doing the laundry so much, it’s only gonna take a few more things to make a full load.”

“Using the squirting thing against me? That’s almost creative.”

I had to smile, but not because she had me. Clamping around the hood of her bean, it didn’t take much to start the gasping.

The noise of mouths coming together and fabric against skin drowned out Jada’s breathing a little more than I liked. Stomping the gas, I let my middle finger slide in, keeping that hold going with my ring and index.

Jada tensed up, almost shivering as her body locked in place. All that wet inside told me exactly what she wanted.

Sucks to be you right now.

I pinched harder and started rolling my fingertips together. Flexing until that plump bit on her roof twitched, it was a fight to keep Jada louder than Autumn.

My thumb took over for my pointer as I let it plunge in as well. Coaxing everything I could out of her ceiling and clit, those knees were about to shatter each other.

Autumn cried out from the other side of the room. “More!”

Which felt like an invitation on my end. Nevermind that the girl I was knuckles-deep in hadn’t said it.

I leaned next to her ear. “You know you’ll break before she does. Why not tap out already?”

But I knew she’d fight back. “Fuck you, Jim.”

My fingers plunged harder, coursing across that easy-button until Jada was ready to bust loose. It kinda sucked on her behalf that I didn’t give a shit.

I saw what Brandi was doing, though. “See that? The new girl’s about to come.”

“Yes!” As if that’s all Jada needed to get there herself.

“What?” I stopped every motion down there. “If I’m that bad at it, I need directions.”

As far back as I’d put myself, Jada’s breath felt like someone had vented a sauna. “Quit playing dumb.”

“What?”

And then Autumn snapped a little too far away.

Jada shook like a tiny, blind dog. “You know what I mean...”

“Let’s pretend I’m dumb.” I pulled every finger away from her. “Spell it out.”

Her voice faltered. “Why? So Brandi can take over?”

“That’s not the worst idea I’ve ever heard.” I glanced over at those two. Autumn was already a complete wreck. “Brandi knows how to deal with you.”

Jada tried angling herself to push my fingers back in. Twitching this way and that until she knew it was pointless, the girl stared back at me. “My shorts are still dry, and they’re not even past my knees.”

I shot a look at Brandi. “Jada’s being mean. Wanna take over?”

Letting go of Autumn, Brandi turned around and worked every button in front of her shirt. “You know she hates someone pushing back. Why not give Jada what she wants?”

Because I didn’t need to. Watching our favorite dunce go at the self-labeled smart girl was entertainment enough.

I did the usual and pulled my keys out of my pocket. Jangling them in front of Brandi, I tossed them back at Jada. “Go get ‘em!”

Fuck you. It got the chick excited more than anything else. I can’t help it if she’s got a room-temperature IQ, if we’re going with the most generous estimate. Brandi really was dense as she was sweet.

“Then we’ll swap.” Jada cracked her smile enough to make it a full dare and looked at Autumn. “Unless you don’t think she can handle it either.”

Autumn was barely holding on over there, doubled over the counter and fighting for each breath.

As Brandi and I passed each other, I looked back at Jada. “Out of all things Brandi can’t deal with on her own, you think you’re special?”

Brandi was already pushing Jada’s shoulders back, but our resident hard-ass didn’t see it that way. “Throwing me aside for the new toy? I see how it is.”

I stared down at Autumn. Bare from the waist down and resting her head against the laminate, I kinda hoped she’d get her brains back.

“Well?” Jada tried ignoring Brandi going deeper than I had. “She’s waiting!”

The little bitch…

Autumn was already coming back to her senses, and not in the good way. Patting fingers against her muff from behind, the slim line of her pussy jerked like it had taken on a life of its own.

The quick burst of moans behind me tore that shitty part of reality away. Tight, out for someone to care for her, and just legal enough to keep me out of jail…

Autumn turned around and stared me right in the eyes. “Yeah, I want it… From you.” She jumped, forcing me to catch her ass before she ended up in the floor.

My heart and my nuts fought to keep it all in. “You don’t owe me anything.”

Scooting her cunt closer until it was right against my zipper, Autumn pushed her legs up until they rested on my shoulders. “Even if I don’t owe it, what if it’s something I want to give to you? Will you stop fighting me?”

Why indeed. As she popped my belt and button loose, we didn’t bother unzipping me. Poking through the front of my boxers while I stepped out of my pants, I didn’t need anymore prep.

The first slide of her walls took me in. My eyes flinched and my neck tightened. “Fuck yes.”

Autumn kept staring up at me as I piled deep. “You promise?”

Feeling my balls crush against the edge of the counter, I forced her legs apart. “Promise what?”

Toes pressed against the back of my head as I slung deep again. “Are they serious about everything? Living here will get rid of Mitch?”

Only her own ass could guarantee that. But between here and the diner, Autumn didn’t have to worry about the guy under my watch.

“Yeah. He’s out of your life.”

Something inside Autumn changed, like she was ready to make a decision. “Fine, then. I won’t let you pull out.”

“Whoa!” Four extra hands pushed me against the counter.

Sweeter than freebasing pure sugar, Autumn buried her face in my collar. “You don’t want it?”

I hadn’t turned it down, but that next thrust almost had me spilling the prize. Maybe Brandi had put her up to it, or maybe not.

Fuck me, either way.

My lungs emptied all at once and my lips pushed against Autumn’s cheek. “Too soon.”

“For what?” Autumn gripped with both legs and settled me all the way in. One more flinch of her muscles stole my breath. “See? You can’t even fight it.”

Giving in to that blind urge could have added years to my life. Especially since I knew Brandi and Jada didn’t know how to get jealous.

Before I could put the line down, Autumn forced herself closer, trapping me in to the hilt. “They already told me… If I give you a chance to fight back, you’ll never go all the way.”

Which could have meant a lot of things with those two. “Define ‘all the way.’”

Autumn started pushing back with her hands, but not enough to keep me from slipping through. I leaned closer, if only to hear it for myself.

“You know...” Autumn pulled against my back until I had her on the verge of shouting. Then her thighs slid up my torso. “Putting a baby in me.”

Which was past my limit and a few more miles down the road. “I never signed up for that. Don’t quit your birth control.”

Not that Autumn cared. “I haven’t, yet.”

But with all these crazy chicks at my house and the local Mormon cults, you never could get too careful.

“Really, I’m not ready for a kid.”

It was kinda creepy how she said it with everyone’s voice, but it settled my nerves. “Neither are we.”

“Good.” Then Brandi and Jada going at each other right next to us ripped my attention away. Who’s about to fuck up who here?

Feet had already clamped around a back, like I was supposed to be in the middle of it all. If anything, they’d get a reward later. Zero for two thus far, what was another loss of control? Especially if I knew it was bound to happen.

Autumn pulled me back in. “You don’t get it, do you?”

“Get what?”

That part of her face I’d been so worried about looked even sweeter than before. “Brandi doesn’t care if I get first dibs. Call it a practice run, if you have to.”

“Oh.” Shit… Dad still had a grand time with his other waitresses until I was old enough to figure out what was going on. “You know how this is gonna end, right?”

Autumn looked at those two beside us. “Does it matter, right now?”

Jada and Brandi were going at each other like a couple of horny teenagers, to the point I didn’t even have to see for myself to know it. “Probably not.”

Scooting herself a bit further over the edge, Autumn stopped pretending. “It’s okay. I’ll let you do what I never let Mitch do to me.”

Whoa, fuck… “Slow it down a little.” Even as my tip felt the heat and pressure of her entrance.

“What do you think I meant?” Another bump had me deep enough to feel her limit.

Autumn’s fingers closed around my arms. “It never made sense until now, but I wouldn’t let him go in bare, even if it was safe.”

Coming from a girl that tiny and innocent looking, the chaos erupting to my left didn’t matter. “Wait, wasn’t he your first boyfriend?”

“Yeah. And?” Her grip pulled me tighter, blocking any chance of escape.

I knew she wasn’t, but Autumn looked the part. “And you’re sure you’re not a virgin?”

She couldn’t have sighed hard enough. “Who makes it to fourteen around here without losing that shit?” Another scooch of her cunt roamed her walls over my shaft. “Stop worrying about it and fuck me.”

Feeling her arms pull me hard enough to make it a full dip, that innocent front shed from Autumn until all I had left to stare at was her smile. And it was still girly enough to hurt.

“You never grew up with another girl in the house, did you?”

I shook my head.

The Lolita thing should have been enough, but Autumn knew how to make it even worse. “You’ll always protect me, won’t you, big bro?”

My cock twitched. “Don’t fucking start with this...”

Autumn smiled even more. But it was the warmth that nearly killed me. “You took care of him. Besides, you’re the only one who can be mean to me like that.”

“Stop.” Not that I was slowing down. Autumn’s pussy was too damn nice. “You’re a coworker, not some daughter or little sister to me. That’s not my thing.”

“Then what is?”

I let myself slide in and out one more time. Pulling back, I caught Autumn as she almost busted her ass again. “Brandi, don’t let that bitch come until I do.”

She looked over at me, all smiles. “You got it!”

Pulling Autumn behind me, we tore off what little we still had on. I slid one of the dining chairs out and planted myself right in the middle of it. I patted on top of my lap. “You know what to do.”

“So that’s what you’re into? The girl on top?” Her thighs gripped around my waist as she pulled tight.

I nearly lost it when her cunt spread around my dick, slipping from base to tip. I had to think about what I liked about this, exactly.

“Well?” Autumn draped her arms over my shoulders and threatened to force me back in. “Not gonna answer me?”

What I truly appreciated about this new chaos was right in front of me. “Actually, it’s seeing all three of you figure out what you want.” And then taking it for themselves, but that part didn’t have to be said anymore.

Autumn ground her ass against me, consuming every inch with that wiggling motion. “Well, do you know what I want?”

“You don’t have to tell me.” So long as it kept her grinding like that, the girl could have been wishing for a new Toyota for all I cared. I was content to let Autumn show me what could mean more than just getting rid of Mitch’s ass.

Both of her hands crept up to my temples. “If it sounds dumb, don’t be afraid to let me know.” And still writhing herself in circles around my cock, her smile trapped my attention. “Ever since I was little, I wanted to be a teacher. Elementary school, or maybe even younger.”

That’s not dumb at all, but… Another hard jerk of her body made me grunt.

“Sorry if the diner isn’t a career for me.” Then her voice cracked with a moan. “It feels good, right?”

My neck bent to one side out of nowhere. Guiding her to keep that motion up, I glanced around her head at Brandi and Jada. “Hey, I said she couldn’t come until I do!”

Brandi pulled her hand away at the final second.

Jada almost keeled over, red-faced and panting like she’d run all seven miles home from the diner. At least those shorts and panties were around her ankles.

Then Autumn stole my attention. “Jim, what about it? Think you can work my shifts around a college schedule?”

Her pussy wasn’t giving me any quarter to argue from. Right to left, those walls pushed at the sides of my length until I had to pant against Autumn’s neck. “You got it.” Not that I’d hold the girl wanting to better herself as a strike against her.

“Deeper...”

I lunged up as little as I could from the seat.

Autumn kept shimmying herself down, cramming me in that extra inch. That scream was on par with Jada’s, but it came from right next to my ear.

Light as she was, the little blonde jumping herself on my shaft crashed down like a force of nature itself. “Go ahead, come for me...”

Knuckles popped on both my hands. When Brandi looked my way, all I could do was nod. Either that, or my head was already on the way down.

But Autumn kept the pressure up. “She doesn’t care if I get the prize. Ask her yourself.”

So long as Autumn was still on birth control, it wasn’t my problem yet. They could sort it out on their own. “Keep going, just like that.”

Proving why Mitch had given up the best damn thing that could have ever happened to him, Autumn clenched her thighs around me. “Come for me!”

Jada was already trying to fold in half. Even if I screamed at Brandi to stop, right then, it would have been too late.

We’ve all got something inside us that we can’t fight. Glory, power, or maybe just needing something that had been missing in our past. But in that moment, for me, it was all about whatever Autumn saw in me.

“That’s it!” Her walls slammed tight, trying to pull my cock out of my hips. “Let it happen!”

Good God… Another slam of her lips almost took my balls in too. Jittering with every finger and limb, every scrap of stress pooled up inside me.

Fingers dragged against my skin, trailing from my shoulders, down over my pecs and settling just under my ribs. “Come in it!”

My jaw dropped.

Tiny Dynamite herself wasn’t letting up. The soft press of her cheek on mine faded into a pure snuggle. “I don’t have to be afraid anymore. It’s yours.”

A shot welled up. Trying to fight it back, Jada snapping as if on cue broke the damn.

Autumn kept running herself like she was trying to take my dick with her, finally settling down with me at her deepest. “That’s what Brandi wants. Go on, fill me up...”

My hands tried gripping her ass. Giving out with the slightest movement, I knew why. Cum, copious and under too much pressure, was already firing up my length.

Those brown eyes slammed tight. “All of it!” Tiny hands dug into me, like ten needles breaking the skin. “That’s it!”

My lungs emptied as my diaphragm seized up. Even if it was my last breath, I could have died happy.

Autumn didn’t stop, using that creamy texture to force myself even further inside. “Keep going. Just a little more.”

Palms had my head locked. I opened my eyes and saw those brown pupils gazing back.

Smiling even harder than Brandi, Autumn sank herself one last time. “We all feel this safe here.”

One more pang of climax took hold.

“That’s what they wanted me to show you.”

It was one hell of a way to say it. I’ll give em’ that.


After everyone else had gone to sleep, I had to get up and piss. The master bath was close enough that it’d wake them up, so I walked down the hall.

Black and crouching, I saw a figure creeping through patio. But it wasn’t a person.

So, you’re Fluffy, huh?

I watched the bear roam its nose against the windows, trailing snot and spit on each pane. Then, three more followed in, not even a quarter her size. That’s when she acted a little pissed that I was watching.

Letting them be, I did my business and flushed. As I turned on the sink, I thought I heard shouting.

Must be those three going at it again. Because for all I knew, I’d stirred up enough trouble rolling out of bed.

But it was a man’s voice, and the fucker was terrified.

“Jesus, no!” Another hard scream pierced the darkness. “Gah!”

I ran to the hallway window and saw Brandi’s ‘dog’ trying her damnedest to rip the guy apart. Before I even got the lights on, I knew it wasn’t Brian Black.

Helping Mitch was about the last thing on my mind. Piece of shit had earned every second, because what’s a bear attack after a black eye? Maybe he’d even learn what being helpless felt like.

All three of them came rushing out the door. But Brandi opened the way to the patio before I could say anything.

“Fluffy, stop!”

Don’t tell me you’re that fucking dumb!

I ran after her, holding the girl back from that rage of claws and teeth.

“She’s nice, I promise!”

I pointed around the other side of the hot-tub. “She’s got ‘puppies.’ Remember?”

“But she’s killing him!”

Good. “Come on, unless you wanna get fucked up too.”

“Animal control will come out and put her to sleep, though.”

Damn it… I never thought I’d owe a bear my life, but I also didn’t think I’d have three waitresses in my bed from my own diner, either. “I’ll handle it. Just call 911.”

I reached for the first gun I could get to. One shot into the dirt from Grandad’s 30-06 had the bears running off. Thankfully, I didn’t have to shoot the critter that’d probably saved our asses.


The Sheriff’s deputy kept giving me the stink-eye, but he knew no human could dish out those injuries. “And you promise you didn’t see anything?”

“Hey, all I heard was shouting. I’ve got his pistol in the house, though.”

“And that damage to the back of your truck had nothing to do with it?”

I shrugged. “I was gonna call as soon as your office opened up. Hit and run down the road. It’s not like you guys were gonna come investigate at that hour. After this happened, I wasn’t about to leave him to bleed out, burglar or not.”

“Uh-huh...”

“Am I wrong, or do you guys already think he was the one who rammed me?”

Slipping his aviators back on, as if it wasn’t about three AM, the deputy closed his notepad. “We’ll get in touch with you tomorrow. Have a good night, Mr. Redd.”

“Call me if you need anything else. After tonight, I’m past-due for some sleep.”

But I knew what he knew. Worse than that, the fucker realized it too. The fact that they never wanted to collect Mitch’s Glock told me that much.

It was time to drop that thing off a bridge before they considered it stolen. Preferably in another county, after I filed off the serial number.

Checking my truck after everyone else went to sleep, I slid under the backside. A tiny, black box was stuck to the inside of the rear fender. It gave out, letting up on the hold the further I got it from the steel.

GPS tracker, huh? I sat it on the workbench. Better put this little fucker back on, after I chuck Mitch’s gun in the Missouri River.

I put the glove back on my hand and made sure there wasn’t still a round in the chamber. Leaving my phone behind too, I was damn thankful I’d bought a truck that didn’t have satellite navigation. The bastards couldn’t prove any movements they couldn’t get records for.


ENJOY THIS COMPLIMENTARY EXCERPT FROM: 

ALPHA CREATION: BLANK CANVAS BIMBO 


This is the exact kind of lunacy I'd write into one of my stories. I've even got one of my characters in front of me. I shook my head before saying, “I hate to say it, but I can't rule out that we're both characters in one of my own books right now.” 

Tilting her head, Elena blinked a couple of times. “You're not joking, are you?” 

“Hey, other me! I want a beer.” We didn't have any left in the house, so one showing up would be proof. 

The sound of a bottle dropping half an inch or so onto my desk rattled both of us to our cores. When I picked it up and read the label, I knew exactly what was going on. It read Yeah, I'm you writing you. You can guess why she's there, so get to it. 

“Motherfucker. Now I know I'm crazy.” I twisted the cap off, because any just world I'd write would have every bottle open with ease. “I hate to say it, but you're still a character in a book.” 

“What kind of book.” 

Lordy, that was a loaded question. “I write erotica.” 

*** 

“I'm happily married. It's not like I keep a rubber in my pocket these days.” 

Elena stood up and faced the bench, backing her ass right into me. “Since when did any of your characters use those?” 

More than a hundred books, and absolutely zero condoms in any of them. “God dammit.” The whole situation was batshit enough to tell me this wasn't one of those time periods skipped between chapters or page breaks. This was having words typed about it. 

The valley between her ass cheeks stroked along the raging boner just behind my jeans. “You don't even have to fuck me. I just need you to get me off.” 

At her core, and despite everything else about her personality, Elena is a bimbo. It's more of a mindset than an identity, but it boils down to being like a cat in heat, all the damn time. Eventually, if they go long enough without the action they need, they're crawling on top of you and making all kinds of noise. Except it doesn't pass in a week or two. 

*** 

So this is how high school pregnancies happen. She was running on pure hormones and lack of sex at that point. I started to wonder if I even had the willpower to pull out in time. 

I snatched the one point of leverage I had. The belt tightened around her neck as I asked, “Even with your agreement, how badly do you think Gina would fuck us both up if we had a pregnancy scare?” 

“You know it's worth the risk.” She pulled herself up to sit on the edge of my desk. “I mean, your dick looks just like Grant's. I know you imagined yourself in his place when you were writing us.” 

Curve-fucking-ball. Maybe she was right, and most of my writing was just an exercise in wish-fulfillment. I mean, if I was a single guy down on his luck, I'd sure as hell want a literal world of bimbos at my beck and call. 

*** 

“That's it,” Elena's body tried to break free, “fuck!” 

I put one finger in her mouth. Her lips closed around the digit as she kept humming. Even out of her mind, damn, could she work that tongue. 

My thumb went in, replacing the finger I had in her mouth. I patted her cheek as my body reached the point of exhaustion. Who knew fucking a bimbo could wear you out faster than a hard day at the gym? 

As soon as my thumb was out of her mouth, Elena didn't hide her concern. “You didn't just come inside me, did you?” 
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