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AUTHOR’S NOTE: 


That funk from last week still hasn’t gone away, but I’m feeling better. I’ll be getting the final part of this one out and then take a shorter break than I hoped before I start on the next series. The ideas are brewing already, so I need to get them down on my screen sooner rather than later. 

As tends to happen, I crammed loads of plot development in this fourth installment. There’s a big pay-off in the final part, and it’s already underway.


BIMBO DINER 4 

They rushed him to the hospital, but Mitch didn’t make it. Not that Autumn was about to complain. After a couple of days, the trauma and blood on the patio had all but washed away about as much as the last bruises he’d left on her. 

I made sure the grill was fired up before I told Autumn and Brandi to open the doors. “If either of you need to talk about it, I’m back here like always.”

Like his death was just a minor annoyance, the two I had on staff shrugged and got back to refilling the salt and sugar.

Even killing the assholes who tried to keep me from coming home screwed my head a little.

But those two didn’t break a step. If anything, Mitch was just another loose end that needed tying up. I didn’t like it, but who could blame them? It’s not like any of us had to pull the trigger ourselves.

I was in the middle of brewing the day’s pancake mix when the first customer stumbled through the door.

Figuring the guy was kinda hungover, but not enough that I wanted to call the cops, I recognized that voice when he yelled at Autumn. “Coop, that you?”

Nobody said a word until heavy steps rounded the kitchen’s door. “Buddy, they fucked me up last night. Said you know something about it.”

Holy shit! I braced his shoulder before he crashed into the wall. “What happened?”

“Gloria… They’ve got her.”

I eased him into the corner. “Just calm down. Who has her?”

Brandi and Autumn were already passing by him through the kitchen door. Autumn ran water over a rag as Brandi bent in my ear. “He told me before he almost passed out. Immigration and customs, whatever that means.”

Fuck me! I braced the guy against my shoulder, but I knew he was in over his head. “Easy, we’ll deal with it.”

“How?” Coop stared back, eyes full of tears. “They knew we were engaged, but they’re trying to send her back to Mexico anyway!”

I didn’t show it a single bit, but I owed the fucker my life, twice over. Pointing at Autumn, I asked, “Jada up yet?”

She stared back, nervous as hell. “I don’t know!”

“Good enough.” I gripped Coop’s jaw. “Listen, you saved my ass before. Now I’m gonna pay you back for it.”

“How?”

The fun bit of never leaving your hometown is having friends in low places other people would consider high on the hog. “It’s a long-shot, but if I can talk another one of my old friends at the county courthouse into pushing a marriage license through, Gloria won’t be going anywhere.”

“I served this shit-hole, promising to give my life for it, and they want to send her back?”

The time for ‘I told ya so’ was long over. “We’ve already had that argument. Let it go. Gloria’s the only person we’re worried about right now.”

“What’s your plan?”

I didn’t like it, but it was Gloria’s only chance. “If I can talk a guy at the courthouse into it, as far as this county is concerned, I married her ass Saturday.”

“You’d do that for us?”

My stomach kept turning, but Gloria was Coop’s girl. I’d done a lot less for each of my own people. “Dad would spin fast enough in his grave to power the whole state, but yeah. I think I owe you that much.”

Coop eased his back against the steel doors of the cabinets. “And you think it’ll work?” A line of blood that was almost dark as black shot down a line of grout.

“Hell if I know.” But I had to grip his shoulders with both hands. “Name any other options if you’ve got em.’

“You really like having someone owing your ass, don’t you?”

If that was my priority, the three girls under my roof could have been slaves. “Not really. Gloria stood by you through all those deployments. As much as you helped me, she’s earned it.”

Coop pulled his jacket up. The clotted mess  told me he’d been shot a while ago and patched himself up the best he could. “Got a medic?”

“Dumbass!” I wanted to slap the hell out of him.

He tried forcing my shoulders up. “Gloria’s fucked if she has to go back. Don’t let it happen.”

I pointed at Brandi. “Lock the door. I’ve gotta drive this idiot to the hospital.”

Autumn ducked next to me. “Jim, he’s bleeding out...”

This fucking moron… “Coop, where is she, right now?”

Cocking that dumb grin, my old buddy leaned against the stainless steel. “County jail, last I heard. And to think I trusted the bastards.”

“Hey, I kept my mouth shut the last time around.” Politics wasn’t my strong suit. “But I fucking told you what would happen.”

Coop spat a little blood in my floor. But what was another spatter by that point? “Just make sure you pay me back, asshole.”

But he was already unconscious.

I pointed at Brandi. “If the doors aren’t locked already, make it happen.” Then I looked at Autumn again. “Don’t let him stop breathing.” Running back for my coat, I snatched my keys out of the pocket.

Coop got even paler in the couple of of seconds it took me to get back to him. He needed a trauma unit, not just a podunk ER, but Bismark’s hospital was a couple hours away. By that time, he’d have been cooling to room temperature.

“Call Jada and have her pick you two up. Jesus Christ!”

Gazing back, Autumn had a look on her face that told me what I already knew. “Where are you going?”

“To rush this idjit to surgery, and then to go bust his girl out of the joint, if I can.” Hoisting Coop and dragging him along, I busted through the emergency exit. My shirt and my truck’s seats never did come clean after that run.


Coop was on the operating table and still alive, last I’d heard. Covering the rusty stains on my side with my spare jacket, I waited in Chris Riley’s office. Burning up in nearly eighty degrees, straightening a paper-clip and jabbing through a hole the plastic thermostat cage kept me from going totally batshit.

Footsteps just outside got me to sit down and act like I was on my best behavior. Clasping both hands and acting like nothing was wrong, my pulse throbbed in every vein.

“Jim Redd.” Chris pulled his cheap blazer off and draped it over the back of his chair. “What’s so important that you had to see me, right this minute?”

I hadn’t spoken to him in a couple of years. Catching up with some northern pike fishing before my final deployment kept us familiar enough, though. “I need a favor, and I don’t care if it costs me.”

He’d been elected County Recorder since then, thanks to his mother’s stint on Iron Hill’s city council. Which meant nobody could throw a fit unless someone found out about what I was trying. “I’m not corrupt, Jim. So long as it’s legal, we won’t have a problem.”

“Legal’s a gray area, and always has been.” I pulled the copy of Gloria’s only ID I’d lifted from Coop out of my pocket, resting it on the desk over my own. “How much of a problem would it be to make this girl my wife, as of this past Saturday?”

“What did you get yourself into?”

“Her fiance took a bullet from a deputy escorting an ICE agent after they busted down his door, and I owe him my life. Even if he dies before I see him again, I at least want to make sure she’s taken care of.”

“Staff Sergeant Cooper? I remember you talking about him.” Chris shot a look at the mounted pike front and center in the room. “Right before I caught that thing.”

“Yeah, that’s the guy. Can you help?”

“If she’s not here to sign the paperwork, there’s not much I can do, legally or not. Trust me, Jim, I’d really like to help you out here.”

“Well, what’ll it take to grease the wheels a little?”

Chris frowned with just one side of his face. “Remember my sister, Candace?”

Holy shit, did I…

If Chris hadn’t been one of my best friends growing up, I’d have risked jail to get in her pants. Blue-eyed and with hair dark as midnight, Candace had a look that’d only get hotter through her twenties. “What about her?”

“She just dropped out of community college and needs a job. Give her one, and Gloria will have your last name within the hour.”

As far as waitresses went, I was stocked full. “The only staff I could use is another cook.” Because more than two days off each week would make life a hell of a lot better.

Chris shrugged. “I’m sure she’s up for it. How hard can a BLT or scrambled eggs get?”

“It’s a little more involved than nuking a TV dinner, but not by much.” And even if she was awful behind the grill, Candace would fit right in with the girls up front. “You’ve got a deal.”

Chris slid both ID’s over his desk and then reached into a filing cabinet. “The minute I’ve got my signature on the license, the boys at the county jail will cut her loose.” He started writing like a madman, filling in the blank spaces. “You sure about this? Marriage is a big decision.”

“Does it matter?” I never would have stolen Coop’s girl out from under him, but emergencies fucking happen. Signing my name in the blank space, I almost clicked my pen again. “What about her signature?”

Chris stole the sheet away from me and scrawled a barely passable imitation of Gloria’s signature from her ID. “Congratulations. Now, go bust Mrs. Redd out of the clink. I’ll tell Candace she’s got a job lined up.”

I couldn’t help grinning hard enough to put new wrinkles in my face. “She can start tomorrow, if she wants. Fifteen ‘til seven in the morning.”

A hint of some warm laughter bumped his shoulders as he made copies. “Candace’ll be there. Mom and Dad can’t wait to get rid of her ass.”

The first copy spat out, still warm in my hands as Chris handed it to me. “Dude, I owe you.”

Chris pulled an imaginary zipper across his mouth. “For what?”


I had Gloria out of the joint by noon, but I still didn’t have an update on Coop. Closing the door of my truck, I knew she was worried sick about him. “He’s the toughest bastard I ever met. If anyone can pull out of this, it’s that guy.”

Gloria dove her face into her hands. “If he dies, what will I do? I can’t even speak Spanish, and they want to deport me.”

It might not have been the best time, but she had to know what I’d done. “You don’t have to worry about that. Coop saved my ass a few times, so this was the least I could do for him.” I handed the marriage license her way.

“What is wrong with you?”

“It doesn’t cost much to file for divorce unless kids and property are involved. Just make sure you’ve got your citizenship guaranteed first.” Turning out of the jail’s parking lot, I knew she needed to be there with Coop. “He’d have done same thing for me.”

Some hint of an accent leaked into her voice. “So that’s why he spoke so highly of you. I never could figure out why the base’s cook was his best friend over there.”

“Aside from feeding his ass, of course.”

Gloria stared out her window. “But our apartment has police tape around it. Where do I stay for now?”

I still had an open bedroom. “My place. And trust me, don’t listen to the waitresses running around. You’re Coop’s girl, even if we’re husband and wife.”

“So you and that blonde...” Gloria smiled a little. “Is she pissed?”

“Why would she be?”

“The way she looked at you when you turned away from her.” Gloria didn’t hesitate. “I don’t know how this won’t make her jealous.”

But knowing Brandi, she had to think kids involved a stork, even to that day. “I had to explain the difference between a bear and a dog to the girl. She’ll be fine.”


It was touch-and-go, but a few days later, Coop was well enough to hug the hell out of Gloria.

Now Candace had to get a slot opened for her. I’d already gone out and told Jerry the when, where, and why. Something about his reaction told me he’d seen this kind of shit before.

While Brandi showed Gloria the ropes to give the girl some extra scratch, I was busy telling Candace how not to fuck things up.

And wouldn’t you know it… Here came Jerry.

I tapped my spatula against the order window and got Brandi’s attention. “Go help him in.”

Candace stopped flipping burger patties. “You mean the guy who does the paintings?”

“The same.” I pointed at her chef’s jacket. “That’s only necessary if the health inspectors come around. Otherwise, customers expect the uniform he’ll paint you in.”

Technically, so long as all body hair is covered and there’s a hat, any outfit was legal. But code inspectors have to justify that cushy job. Not that they care if a kitchen can give you heat stroke. Four good cleanings of every surface, daily, was far more than any other place in town could boast.

I watched Candace trot out in those shorts and that floral halter top. Which reminded me that I had to order another chef’s hat and apron in case we got hit with an inspection while both of us where there.

Customers turned to look as she walked past. I finished the order Candace had been working on and plated everything up. Slapping the bell in the service window ended my responsibilities for the moment.

Jerry had his backdrop and the tripod set up already. Half the customers crowded around with Brandi and Gloria. I refilled drinks in their place until I heard Jerry’s voice. “This new waitress, she need a painting too?”

Gloria was already dressed for the part, even if she was on the fence about taking my offer for even a day or two a week. “Ask her, not me.”

“Well, sweetie? You sticking around?”

Ice and sweet tea poured out as I listened for her answer. Too many seconds later, she told him, “Take the picture, but I’ll let Jim know after a week.”

Which was good enough for me. “Do our new cook’s painting first and I’ll get back to you when it’s delivered.”

Cat-calls and whistles flew out as Candace started posing. I was about to throw a fit. But looking over, she was loving the attention.


I’d given Candace her first try at manning the kitchen alone for a night. Jerry had finished her painting, and it was just gonna be easier to head to his place myself. With Brandi in the seat next to me, I could tell that bumpy ass driveway was getting her in the right mood.

He waved from inside the garage that had turned into a studio at some point. Even from that far away, Candace’s image stole attention. Exactly as it needed to.

Brandi stopped blushing so hard as the cloud of dust passed the windshield. “It looks as good as mine, even if her top’s different.”

Which meant it would stick out like a light in the dark. “That might not be a bad thing. I don’t think the diner’s ever had a cook that wasn’t one of the Redd fellers.”

I shut my door and felt the gravel under my feet. Something about it drove the isolation of Jerry’s place home. Meanwhile, Brandi handled the loose rock with her heels like a pro.

Jerry was stretching another canvas on a rack, not even looking at us. “So, that Mexican girl up for a painting?”

Jesus, old man… “You mean Gloria, my wife?”

That got him to pause. “If you’ve married her, I’ll take that as a ‘yes.’”

“It’s complicated, but I think she’s on-board with hanging around the diner. If not, I’ll call it a present for her and the guy she was really supposed to marry.”

“That guy who got shot? How’s he doin’ now?”

Brandi wandered around, marveling at the old pin-up art. I let her go for it.

“Coop’s doing well, considering the bullet nicked the artery going to one of his kidneys. He might get to home in a few days.” And if it’d hit his aorta a few inches away instead, he’d have already been in the ground.

“You’ll be the first Redd to have a divorce. I’m not sure how that’ll mess up the order of things.”

“What ‘order’ of things?” Yeah, going back three generations, we’d married a waitress who’d worked there for a couple years. That is, until I married Gloria to save her ass from deportation.

Jerry turned a lever, making the canvas pop under the strain. “They’re a little different after I finish these. You haven’t noticed that?”

All three of the girls in the diner’s windows had moved in with me, sure. But as far as their personalities, I couldn’t put my finger on a huge difference. “I’m not sure what you’re getting at here.”

“I deliver a painting, and suddenly they get hornier than a four-balled tomcat. Tell me I’m wrong.”

He wasn’t. “That couldn’t change them, by itself.”

Jerry whistled at Brandi. “Hey, Sweet-Britches! What did you think of your boss here until he put you in the window?”

Brandi spun around, looking confused as always. “Jim’s always been nice to me, but all of a sudden, I knew he’d treat me better than anyone else could, ever since that night.”

Which didn’t tell me anything. “I take care of my people. Yeah, that’s rare out of a boss these days, but that doesn’t make me a hero.”

“She made you a promise. Remember, dumbass?” Jerry turned another part of the rack.

About the time Brandi jogged over and hugged me around the waist, it came back. She’ll love me forever, huh? I patted the small of her back. “She’s always been affectionate.”

Jerry snorted. “And a hell of a lot more, since then. Tell me those other girls haven’t fallen in line. I dare you.”

Jada had acted like the possibly lesbian chick behind the counter of a book store, and Autumn all but worshiped Mitch’s abusive ass... Until Jerry delivered their paintings.

Fuck me. “Chris Riley’s gonna hate my ass from now on.”

Pointing at Candace’s image, Jerry quipped, “If I knew his baby sister looked that nice, I might have voted for him.”

Which made it even worse. Back when Chris and I were raising hell as teenagers, Candace was the annoying brat I had to put up with at his house. “I’m gonna be sick.”

Jerry cackled and coughed for a moment. “If she’s not skipping school to work, she’s old enough for me.”

“Old man, you’d be robbing the cradle with any woman under eighty.”

“And you’re hogging all the nice tail around here.” Flicking the center of the canvas, Jerry’s finger bounced back like it was a drum. “I’ve gotta say, though, your little Mormon girl was like that before I painted her.”

“So I’ve heard. Her father still wants to kill me.”

Jerry cracked a wicked grin. “If he’s fundamentalist like that, maybe you could win him over. Don’t they like having several women for each feller?”

It made sense, in a fucked up way. “I don’t even go to church on Easter. What makes you think I’m joining those lunatics?”

“I never said you had to. But you are living their dream.”

Gripping the envelope with his pay for Candace’s painting, I slapped it down on the table next to him. “Go ahead and do Gloria’s. I think Coop’ll like what it does for her.”

What few teeth he had left showed through. “Mrs. Redd will wanna fuck him to death after I get done.”

I rolled my eyes. “So long as it’s not me she’s after, I think Coop can handle it.”

“Give it to him when it’s done, and she’ll be all over his ass instead of you.”


I drove home instead of checking on the diner. Had shit gone wrong, Autumn or Jada would have called already. Not that the dishes were out of a novice like Candace’s ability anyway.

Watching a full baseball game on a Friday was nice, too. I’d just about forgotten about the fact that I’d crammed too many of us in a house that used to feel empty all the time. Even Brandi had left me alone for a while.

The final inning was about to wrap up when I heard one of the garage doors open. Checking the time on my phone, it made sense. Home games for the Seattle Mariners could run late as hell.

Heels filed in behind me. I didn’t bother looking as the washing machine got its usual toss of clothes. But then I heard it.

Autumn asked, “You think this top’s safe with all these reds in here? We’d better ask Jim.”

I already knew. “Hi Candace.” Should have fucking figured.

One of them ran up from behind and hugged around my neck. Then Jada’s voice hit my ear. “Her dad knows mine, so he didn’t throw a fit when she said she’d crash at my place.”

“Not that well, apparently.” Jada’s ‘secret’ wasn’t exactly something people knew about, same with the fact that she’d been living here for weeks. “Let me finish watching the game, alright?”

Even these girls knew baseball generally had nine innings. Jada massaged her fingers into the meat of my neck. “At least you’re not fighting it anymore. You already know what’s going on.”

Thankfully, Gloria had been able to move back into the apartment Coop had rented. She was the one line I couldn’t breach. Especially when he was still laid up in the hospital like that.

The bottom of the ninth, with one out already, meant I had all of a few minutes to keep resting. “If there’s four of you now, I need my break. Go do your things.” Like I’d resigned myself to the fact that Chris’s baby-sister was about to move in too.

Jada hugged tight again. “It’s really sweet, you know? The same guy she crushed on before she even knew what sex was, taking her in like this.”

I shuddered out of nowhere. “Just go take care of your shit, all of you!” Because goddamn...


Two strike-outs in a row ended the game earlier than I thought. Resigned to my fate, I went and got Candace’s painting out of the truck. It’d go up in a window first thing in the morning, but I could tell Brandi and Autumn were dying to see it. Almost as much as Candace herself.

Ripping the brown paper off the front, I propped the thing against the back of the sofa. Close to life-size on the canvas, those gradual changes in the flesh and blood copy were undeniable. A few inches off the waist, a couple more on the waist and bust, and an attitude that matched the stare.

I couldn’t deny the changes Jerry pointed out. These girls were still themselves, sure. Just, you know, altered in a way.

Little Candy sure grew into something nice. An urge to slug myself for admitting it flooded through. But I couldn’t deny it. The girl was hotter than asphalt on a summer day.

A door shut across the house. Like the rumble of a breaking dam, I knew it meant they’d come rushing in any second.

Sorry, Chris. I’d held up my end of the bargain with him already. ‘Don’t fuck her,’ never had been part of the deal. The girl was twenty, after all.

I wondered which room they’d drag me to, but that didn’t matter either. The patio had been off-limits since ‘Fluffy’ had mauled Mitch to death. So that was the one option off the table.

Brandi came running in first. “You should see her! I thought Autumn was full of it, but it really does look good on her.”

“What looks good on who?”

She grabbed my hand and pulled with all she had. “You’ll see. Just come on.”

“No big painting reveal? Really?”

Brandi smiled back. “Trust me. I thought the pigtails were dumb, but then they kept going and proving me wrong.”

“Do I even wanna know?” Not that Candace had ever done her hair that way, but this wasn’t helping my guilt. “If it gets creepy, I’m out.”

My arm nearly pulled out of the socket as Brandi kept tugging me along. “Really, she’s even cuter than Autumn now. And you know how much I want to baby her.”

Oh no. “If I nope out, don’t fight me on it.”

Brandi stopped in front of the bedroom door. “Trust me, you won’t.” She rapped her knuckles once.

Jada opened the door, smiling like she knew exactly how fucked I was. “Lucky bastard. Autumn’s barely kept me from molesting the hell out of the new girl.” And coming from Jada, that actually meant something.

“If she runs the grill, she’s in charge. Technically, Candace is the boss when I’m not there.”

Not that Jada cared. “All the more reason to show her how things work here.”

“I’m not gonna talk you down from this, am I?”

Forcing me into the bedroom, Jada actually did hurt me. “Look...”

Fuck me running… Even better than the painting, Candace gripped the loose pigtails hanging over each shoulder. The ‘official’ uniform of that floral halter and painted-on shorts made her look like the farmer’s daughter fantasy, incarnate.

I mean, all four of them did, in a way. But Candace fucking popped.

Clearing my throat, I shook my head. “Jerry’s redoing some of that painting.”

Candace gripped the edge of the bed. “It’s done? Can I see it?”

Tilting my head at Brandi, I asked, “Can you go cover it up for me?”

Everyone was confused, but Brandi spoke up first. “Why?”

I pointed at Candace's hair. “This is what’ll make us have to get a second location. Ya’ll did good.”

Jada smirked. “So why don’t we all wear our hair like this, starting tomorrow? I’m sure you’d like that.”

Holding one finger up, I couldn’t answer fast enough. “I don’t have the money for another building.” Another digit shot out. “Second, we’re busy enough as it is. Even if I doubled our staff, we couldn’t keep up if every one of you started wearing that do.”

Autumn put a hand up, timid as always. “You could raise prices if we’d have to start turning people away. Same amount of work, but more profit.”

It made sense, but I hated the idea, razor-thin as restaurant margins were. “I’ll think about it.”

But thinking wasn’t Brandi’s strong suit. She was already digging through the nightstand for something. Toys filled the center of the bed, one after another.

“So that’s why you drove all the way to Fargo last week.” Adult bookstores don’t really exist in the middle of nowhere here in North Dakota. But at least it was her money, not mine.

Brandi held up the least assuming device in one hand. “This one’s my favorite. Can I use it on her?”

“Don’t ask me. Candace is who you need permission from.”

Scrunching her nose, Brandi tossed the vaguely dong-shaped thing at Jada. Which I guess solved the consent problem. Our tiny, Mormon freak didn’t understand consent or taking things slow.

I looked at Candace. “If they take things too far, holler, and I’ll try to stop them.”

By the time I was turned around, Autumn was already blocking the door. Shaking her head as she leaned against it, slipping the lock told me everything I needed to know.

“Hey, I didn’t agree to this. You girls knock yourselves out.”

Hands grabbed atop my shoulders from behind. Then Brandi’s voice cooed in my ear. “Jerry already told you. We get painted, and you’re in for it.”

Because of course. I whispered back at her. “Go ahead and use her. If she doesn’t have any shame, I’ll believe it.”

“We’re the only ones who know. Should we tell them?”

That actually was a good question. “I dunno. Would you have signed on for this, knowing what you know now?”

Her arms hugged around the front of my neck. “The benefits have been nice, so yeah, I would.”

And then Autumn closed in. “Wait, the painting is why I changed my mind?”

I tilted my head back, pushing my mouth as close to Brandi’s ear as I could manage. “Cat’s out of the bag now.” But looking down at Autumn, I had to be honest. “I didn’t have a clue that all of this would happen.”

Smiling like it was no big deal, Autumn traced a finger down the center of my chest until she caught a button. “I mean, I’m not mad. Compared to how Mitch treated me, you treat all of us like we’re princesses.”

My shirt was already loose down to my belly button. If I wanted out, it was the time to fight. Not that I was about to stop everyone.

I couldn’t see it, but Jada had gotten hold of Candace already. The buzzing sound of a toy filled the room as I felt the last couple of buttons pop loose.

Not able to reach the goal on her knees, Autumn bent at the hips as she worked my pants. The front of my boxers pulled through the zipper, held tight between her teeth.

Brandi whispered in my ear, “This time, I don’t know if the new girl’s safe.” And Chris would fucking kill me.

I tried keeping my voice low. “The only rubbers in this house are probably old enough to vote.”

“So pull out of her.”

Not that it was a guarantee. “Why don’t you three handle her tonight?”

Autumn gave my shaft a quick jerk as she pulled it out. “That’s no fun. Besides, we still haven’t got hold of that other new girl you went and married.”

My lips parted as she gripped hard, just under my tip. “That’s a totally different situation, and you know it.”

Brandi closed her arms tighter around my neck. “Well, if Jerry paints her, would she be one of us?” Two decent points in one night. Brandi was on a damn roll.

“I’m not fucking her. She’s Coop’s girl, and they’ve been through enough hell since moving here.”

Soft fingers flew down my length and then back up again. “At least we know you won’t run around on us.” Autumn stared up at me, grinning hard enough that I figured her skull was about to escape.

“This shit’s enough work already.”

But she didn’t care. That tongue spread around the bottom of my cock, her mouth sliding down until I felt that damn pulse all through me. I was either coming, or going to bed with a crippling case of blue balls.

To hell with it. I pushed my hips forward, gagging Autumn just enough to let her know I meant business.

Brandi’s hands slid down my chest and pulled the front of my shirt open. “See? It’s a lot more fun when you just let us do our thing.”

Autumn wasn’t slowing down, forcing her head back and then taking me down to the base. My fingers dove through her hair, curling as soon as I felt tension in each strand.

Candace started whining behind us.

Like a mad doctor, Jada had to be pushing every limit, seeing where the new patient would start to break first. That toy had to be cranked to eleven, but Jada wasn’t one for mercy. “No, you can’t come until he’s in you. That’s how it works for the new girl around here.”

Which was total bullshit. “Since when?”

Another level of volume buzzed out of the thing. Candace had to be shaking herself apart.

Jada let out a small giggle. “Since now, because I said so.”

I’d left my newest hire in our resident psycho’s hands. That was my first mistake.

Candace panted a few breaths out, finally sucking in a load of air and screaming, “Fuck!”

Meanwhile, Autumn kept blowing me like a candle.

As much as I wanted to look back, Brandi wasn’t letting up. Her chin pressed against the side of my neck. “You really want her, don’t you?”

I couldn’t take it anymore. “Let go.”

Brandi gripped tighter, pulling my ass against her hips. “But Jada’s really good at pushing us right to the edge. She kept me going for an hour a couple of days ago.”

Hidden cameras all over the house seemed like a great idea, all of a sudden.

But Autumn’s tongue kept playing down that sensitive line. I tried forcing her head away.

“Slow it down a little.” The first drop of sweat tickled down my forehead. “I won’t even stick it in the girl if this keeps up.”

All the pressure from behind me gave out. Brandi let go and pulled one of my wrists. “Well, come on. I’ve been thinking about watching you fuck her all week.”

Flopping out of Autumn’s mouth as I turned, I felt my pants slide further down my thighs with each step. Even those few seconds of relief simmered my pot down from the border of cooking off.

But then I was standing over Jada and Candace. Three knuckles deep in the girl and forcing that toy hard against the clit, I didn’t know if I could pull our head-case off the newbie.

And like the brain-dead angel she was, Brandi closed her arms around Jada’s waist. “You can take it out on me if you want. She’s Jim’s tonight.”

Nude from the shoulders down, all Candace had left on her was that top pulled off her tits. And a couple of hair ties, if those even count.

As Candace smiled up at me, I could barely even pay attention to the fight erupting a couple feet away. “You think my big brother will be mad?”

The time for worrying about that had passed. I slapped the bottom of my cock against that neat fold.

Candace jerked and grabbed behind her knees. “You don’t know how hard I crushed on you.”

Well, I do now. Sliding my head down the lips of her cunt, it felt like I was about to put myself in a hot jar of lube. “A few years ago, this would have landed my ass in jail.”

Autumn rushed by, snatching a couple of toys off the bed. The tussle behind me kept going on, obviously turning in one direction as Jada’s screams kept getting louder.

I patted Candace’s cheek and leaned closer. “They’re having fun.”

Her neck bent until my hand was trapped between her jaw and shoulder. A slight tug at my waist had us playing ‘just the tip.’ “You probably shouldn’t come in me.”

“Probably?”

“Unless you really want to. I won’t mind”

Which had to be the most dangerous thing a man’s ever heard. “That sells it. I’m not.” I had to commit, one way or the other, before I lost every shred of common sense.

Pursing her lips and jutting them out, Candace guided me a little further in. “But you want to.”

Lord mercy, I did. Brushing my hand across her cheek, I begged, “Quit tempting me like that.”

Shooting closer with those hips, Candace piled me deep and took all of my thumb in her mouth. Writhing like that, she was gonna get what she wanted earlier than she thought.

These goddamned paintings… I reared back and slammed hard.

Tight, rippling walls failed to stop the crush, wet enough to soak the bed under her ass.

I kept jarring myself into the girl, snatching her wrists for that extra bit of force. Not giving up until she was screaming hard enough to bust eardrums, I couldn’t get enough of how those pigtails bounced over her tits.

Candace wouldn’t quit tensing up, every single muscle in her body firing off until she was damn near mindless. Rooting myself as far in as I could, it had her voice on the edge of ragged. And that’s when the noise behind me stopped.

Mid-thrust, I felt more than one set of hands pull me back.

Then Jada’s voiced seethed through my ear. “Jesus, she’s coming already. Lay off before you kill her.”

I had to get one more pump in. That deepest part of Candace’s pussy acted like it knew, trying to keep me all the way in.

Everyone put their weight into it, forcing me out. Then, not a second later, I felt the shove that had me crashing into the bed.

Candace danced within her own skin, jerking and spasming with every limb. Little shouts and moans echoed through the room, like she was thanking me without an intelligible word.

I saw Brandi and Autumn crawl into the center of the mattress. Putting everything they had against my wrists, they had me trapped in whatever sick game Jada could dream up.

Expecting our lunatic to take charge and start blowing or riding, I settled in. She was good at several things, but stellar in one. And that was riding a dick or a face.

But that crazy bitch had another idea. She leaned herself over Candace. “So, you want him to come in you?”

My head shook on its own. “No, don’t even try it...”

She cast me a dirty look before smiling at the fresh meat. “Just nod, and I’ll make it happen.”

Fucking hell! I tried jerking free, kicking my legs and feeling how trapped even a couple of blonde girls could have me. “Stop it!”

Then Candace shook her head side-to-side. Her voice was jittery, but she pleaded out, “If he does, it’ll be hard to keep doing this every night.”

My nuts rumbled on their own. Then I saw Autumn’s face over mine.

“Don’t worry, I won’t let it happen.”

Compared to Jada’s psycho strength when she was after some fool thing or another, I knew Autumn would be able to save.

But then Brandi leaned over too. “I may not be your wife, but we all talked about it. I get first dibs on that.”

Which only made it worse for me. The way they smiled down almost made me not pick up on the legs sliding over my lap.

The cunt wrapping its outer lips over my shaft sure as hell wasn’t Jada’s. I whipped my face toward Candace. “Don’t you let that whore talk you into it...”

Jada rested her chin on Candace’s shoulder. “What are you talking about, Jim? I’d never do something like that.”

The smirk on her face made my nose wrinkle. “I know better.”

Whispering something into Candace’s ear, Jada let her go with a swat on the ass. “Go ahead and work that old crush out of your system.”

Candace looked down like every butterfly she’d ever felt in her stomach came raging back in a single wave. She took me in about halfway, grinding in a circle until my jaw fell open.

I wanted to run my hands up her thighs, but my arms were still trapped under about my own weight by Jada’s little sidekicks. Twin tails of brunette danced above my face as Candace worked the holdovers from her climax into something new.

Brandi’s put more pressure down as I tried to free myself. “Relax and let her do it. What’s the worst that could happen?”

I come inside an old buddy’s little sister, piss off half the town, and end up with a kid… Tapping her wrist my my fingers a couple of times, I groaned out, “When I do that again, let-the-fuck go.”

Jada put her weight over my knees. As Candace wriggled me closer to that final mistake, my heartbeat raced through my head.

Candace dropped her upper half, pushing those tits against my chest. The twin bundles of hair pulled tight and I felt Jada’s hands press on her ass. Even if Candace didn’t want it, both of us were at everyone elses mercy.

Slick texture wore me down. Feeling that grind on my dick, the total heat and wetness of it all did more than her gasps right by my ear.

Another flush soaked around my package. Trapped and enjoying the ride of my life, the muscles in my jaw started to cramp.

Then her breath roasted my ear. “Coming again!”

My elbows quaked as I heard the desperate squeal deep in her throat. Picking up speed, Candace wasn’t giving me near enough warning.

I clapped my fingers against Brandi’s forearm. She let go about a half-second too late.

Shaking with the rush flying through my body, I broke free of Autumn’s weight. With hands clamped under Candace’s ribs, I put every bit of strength and adrenaline into forcing her up.

I’d made it out, but something else took me in.

A different warmth and texture forced me to cry out. Thrusting deeper into it, my blood pressure could have ruptured pipes.

“Damn it, fuck!” My back arched until my spine popped. Then my first shot unspooled everything.

Letting out enough tension that it hurt like hell, I finally got hold of Candace’s thighs. Like instinct, I pulled her closer like I actually wanted back inside her. But as my second blast emptied my core, I knew it was all going in someone’s mouth.

Each breath got harder to pull in. Finally, the tongue grazing the bottom of my dick gave one last tease. Shuddering all the way down to my diaphragm, even my jaw was shaking.

Down below, I heard those lips pop my head free.

Autumn and Brandi couldn’t shoot themselves her way fast enough. Still trapped under four bodies over my mid-section, I could tell they were swapping the bounty like spit.

Then I saw it. Brandi dipped a couple of fingers in her mouth, lingering them a few knuckles deep until she traced a hand down to Candace’s pussy.

Don’t you fucking do it…

But she did. Curling those fingers inside, it set off a wave of everyone fingerbanging each other.

I pushed my head against the mattress. “You dingbats realize it only takes one of those swimmers reaching the endzone, right?”

Not that they cared.

Hell, at that point, I’d lost myself in the moment too. How many guys can say they’ve shot a load in four mouths and four pussies at once?


I’d already received Gloria’s painting from Jerry. He hadn’t held back from showing off that Latina part of her. As a bonus, it’d made her popular enough among the customers that guys were asking for her by name.

But halfway through the day, I was getting worried. Gloria hadn’t made it in, and she wasn’t answering her phone. Even Coop’s had gone straight to voicemail that morning.

Worried sick but helpless to do anything until Candace showed up, I kept filling orders the best I could.

Finally, I saw Coop’s truck come tearing into the parking lot in a cloud of dust. Gloria rushed in, dressed in her uniform but looking like total hell.

Time slowed. Just the look on her face said it all before she even got through the door.

I blanked out, not realizing I’d rested my hand too close to the grill until she was against my shoulder. Ignoring the burn on the fattest bit of my palm, I wrapped my arm around her.

“It was a blood clot from his surgery…” Her voice cut out and I felt tears soak through to my arm. “They tried to save him, but it was too late.”

My ‘wife’ broke down and collapsed until she was hugging at my knees. Like the whole world blinked out of existence beyond the kitchen, I didn’t even recognize Autumn and Jada talking in front of me.

He’s fucking dead? The bastard four roadside bombs and no telling how many ambushes couldn’t kill... Snuffed out, by a goddamned blood clot.

I couldn’t hear anything but a ringing in my ears. My stomach felt like it was rising up my throat. Then the shakes in my hands took hold.

By the time Autumn and Jada had the place cleared and locked up, I’d backed my way into the corner. Sitting with Gloria curled up next to me, every sound felt like it was coming from miles away.

There’s no way. I didn’t see the faces right in front of me anymore.

Like I was watching it play out all over again, every bad scene from my deployments came flooding back.


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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