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AUTHOR’S NOTE: 


I took a little bit of an unplanned vacation to visit some friends last weekend, but it’s new series time again. Before you ask, yep, I’m working on the first draft of part two already. 

After how everyone reacted to the covers of Harem Wish and Harem Master, the new cover art style is here to stay. I’ll probably go back through and update my older stuff over time, because I’m liking it too. Plus, the whole pinup style fits this particular series a little too well. 

My optimistic goal is to wrap this series up before February hits, but we’ll see. If I manage that deadline, I’ll be taking a week off to brainstorm the next idea and recharge the batteries. I’ve got enough ideas to last me through the rest of 2020. That doesn’t mean I can’t roll up a new concept, though.


BIMBO DINER

Brandi had screwed up another order. I pushed the ticket back. “Doesn’t say ‘no mayo’ anywhere on it.” But as the owner of Redd’s Pinup Diner, and the only cook, it was still my problem to handle.

“Sorry, Jim.” She turned around, her shoulders dropped in that sky blue uniform.

If I didn’t have such a hard time finding another waitress around here, and she wasn’t actually a sweetheart, I’d have canned her ass over a year ago. Plus, the clientele seemed to like her.

I looked out the service window. For a bunch of self-proclaimed badasses, these oilfield roughnecks were always picky eaters. And Brandi was probably the only woman they’d seen in weeks.

With a new bun and another trip over the griddle, you couldn’t tell that pork chop sandwich had ever touched mayonnaise. I slapped the bell and got back to the last of my cleaning.

Minutes later, I heard the usual. The bell over the door jingles, glasses clink together, and Brandi comes running back. “Jim! I got another fifty!”

Staring at the bill, yep, it had a phone number on it. “How many times do I have to tell you? The guy just thinks he could get lucky.”

“But I keep getting big tips like this.”

“They come back, but only leave a tip like that the first time. Think about it.” If you told her someone had written ‘gullible’ on the ceiling, she’d spend an hour looking for it. But more about that later.

Brandi didn’t mind. Tucking the fifty in her pocket, she got back to cleaning. In a couple of minutes, I’d be turning off the open sign.

Sliding the night’s grease down the trap, I heard the bell again. Shit… I liked money, but I’d have to come back in ten hours. Same as every other day besides Sundays and Mondays.

I let Brandi take care of it and loaded the final dishes up.

With my place open five days a week, seven AM to nine PM, seventy-hour weeks gave me an excuse to let her handle the small things. After the lunch rush I could handle on my own, all the serving and cleaning out front was on her ass.

But she came right back. “Jim, this guy says he wants to speak with you.”

Closing the dishwasher, I asked, “No order?”

I could tell Brandi realized she’d forgot to ask. Feigning a smile, I told her, “Don’t worry about it. I’ll see what he wants while you lock up.”

An old man who looked vaguely familiar sat in the booth next to the door. As he eyed the pinups that had been hanging on the walls since before I was born, it felt like he was reliving the past.

Scooting in the opposite side, I asked, “You know the story about how those got here?”

“Yeah, I painted ‘em.”

Sure you did. “And the one over the register is my mom.” Which was the joke Dad always ribbed me with.

“That’s how she looked when she worked here. Tina was a damn firecracker.”

He knew Mom’s name, at least. “If you’re worried about me ever taking them down, don’t. They’re probably responsible for half my business, and I’m not renaming the place.”

“Even when you were a boy, I never took you as that stupid. That’s not why I’m here, at all.”

Brandi sat two cups of coffee down for us. “Anything else, Jim?”

“Nah, just get the dishes running, and I’ll see you in the morning.”

I reached for the creamer while he snatched a pew sugar packs. But as Brandi started to turn around, he whipped back up in his seat. “Darlin’, there is one thing.”

Brandi stopped and spun in place. “Yeah?”

Twirling one finger in the air, the old fart gave her an approving nod as she turned again. “You’ll do. Dress like on of those girls on the wall tomorrow, and I’ll make sure you’re up there too.”

“Okay!” The way Brandi smiled from one ear to the other kept me from yelling.

“You mean the old waitress uniforms?” Dad had moved to the standard blue outfit shortly after I came along, according to some old regulars.

He winked at Brandi. “Yep. Jean shorts, and a mostly red, button-up shirt, tied above the waist.”

She always has struck me as kind of a bimbo.

“And you’ve already got the most important part. That smile.”

I waved her off before it could get any worse. “I’m not opposed to it, but I’m running a diner, not a Honkers.”

“Let the girl try it for a week, and I need her in it for a reference photo. Want me here, say, about the time you close for lunch tomorrow?”

“If you’re not here at two, sharp, I’m locking the door anyway.” Hearing Tina lock the backdoor, I knew it was safe to really talk. “And how much is this gonna cost?”

“First one’s free. After that, two-grand each.”

My coffee almost sprayed in a mist. “Are you shitting me? If I go spending that kind of money and something breaks, I’m sunk!”

“Like I said, first one’s one the house.” The old man cradled the mug with both hands, shaking a lot less than you’d think for someone who had to be past ninety. “If it helps you make enough to hire another waitress, you’ll jump at it.”

“I could already use one.” Not that I could afford her.

“Running this place the way you’ve been doing it, I’m starting to think you could bankrupt a whorehouse on an oil rig.”

“Well, I’d rather not run one in an oil field, either.”

“That’s my point. These men with fists full of money ain’t gonna keep paying to see some old pinup pictures and a hot, young thing dressed like she’s already twenty years past her prime.”

“So what you’re saying is, I do need to run this place like it’s a Honkers.” I debated pointing at the door with a firm, ‘Out!’

“Your great-grandaddy opened this diner, and it didn’t slow down until your father monkeyed with things. When he ran it just like them, nothing changed until the place itself did.”

I was struggling to keep the family home put together, even if it was in that ranch style that never falls apart. Largely because the diner wasn’t the cash machine it used to be. “What changed?”

“The waitresses.” He took another sip of coffee. “Once you came along, Ricky started hiring these tired-looking girls, and put em’ in those dumpy uniforms.”

The truth hurts. Especially when you’ve been denying it. “We’ll see how it goes. How long until you’ve got a painting done?”

“I’ll bring it around closing time, at the end of that week trial-period with her new look.”

“What difference will a painting make, by itself?”

Leaning closer, as if Brandi was still around, he whispered, “Once it’s done, you’ll get what you want out of her. I mean, I’ve always liked getting what I want. Don’t you?”

I shook my head, knowing a painting wouldn’t do that to anyone. Even to a girl as ditzy as Brandi, no matter how much she’d believe and follow along with anything.

He opened another sugar pack and let it pour in. “Now, if you’ve got time, I’ve got stories about your grandaddy and his pa you’ll get a kick out of.”


I was preoccupied with remembering the hours of tales the guy had about my family that whole week. Apparently, ol’ Jerry Howard knew my folks well up until I’d hit three or so.

Whether all the war stories about my great-grandfather were true or not, he was like myself and his own son. All three of us cooks. Or as Uncle Sam called my MOS, ‘culinary specialists.’ And through some fucked-up circumstances, we all had combat kills.

There were my own three during an attack on our base in Afghanistan, Great-Grandpa James with his four against the Japanese, and Grandpa Nick’s five during the Tet Offensive. I’d looked up to them as heroes, even if I hadn’t met Great-Grandpa James before he died. That is, until that particularly shitty day outside of Kabul.

No sane person who actually has had to pull the trigger would brag about it. Grandpa Nick never had, and I don’t either.

But even more, Brandi had been distracting the living hell out of me with that uniform. As the week tore on, I couldn’t put my finger on what kept making her harder to look away from.

She was rolling in even more tip money. With a new batch of customers showing up daily, all men, I’d have figured she was on the verge of collapsing. But earning so much that I had to tell her to stop using her bra as a safe-deposit box, Brandi was making at least as much as I was.

She even had the cash to get the funky transmission in her car fixed, finally. I’d picked her up in front of the garage across town that morning. Because I couldn’t afford for her not to come in. Especially with all this business.

Jerry showed up right as the last guys almost broke their necks catching another glimpse at Brandi on their way out. Barely packing something about two feet wide and five tall, wrapped in brown paper, I rushed out to help him.

It was lighter than he made it seem. But the guy was ancient. “Go ahead and sit down. Name what you want, and it’s coming up.”

Brandi stopped wiping tables and caught me staring at her ass. Not that she minded. “It’s really here?”

I wanted to get snarky and answer, ‘No, it’s a toaster.’ But there was a non-zero chance she’d believe me. “Looks like it.”

Those heels popped against the black and white checkerboard on the floor. “Can I see it first?” As a few quarters fell out of her shirt.

“What have I told you about that?” Not that it stopped me from leaning out of the bench to watch her bend over and pick them up.

Brandi stood back up, smiling like she knew I wasn’t really mad. “My pockets got full again!”

Of course they did. I didn’t know how she crammed a single bill in those Daisy Dukes.

Jerry cackled and pointed at the wrapped painting propped against the counter. “I’ve still got it!”

I saw the tears about to roll out of him. “Got what?”

“Has she always been like this?” Jerry wiped a sleeve across his eyes. “I mean, this willing to please?”

“Kinda.” I thought he was gonna ask if she’d always been a total dingbat, which would have got him the same answer. “But not to this extent.”

He fought down the last giggle. “Go ahead and open it, sweet-britches. Just watch those fingernails.”

If he were any other customer, Jerry would have gotten a verbal warning from the kitchen. A second name like that would have earned him a ban. “She hears plenty of shit like that from the roughnecks. Stop.”

He leaned closer and shielded his mouth with a hand. “I think you’re about to find out that she’s forgot what the word even means.”

“I like the idea of a free painting and all, but I’m not above booting your ass out. Even if you are a family friend.”

Jerry kept grinning. “Just give it a few minutes. You’ll see.”

Paper tore, faster and harder with each second. As Brandi got closer to the bottom with her ass on full display, I think I saw a denim-wrapped crease peek out from between her thighs. Which explained all the ‘dropped’ silverware lately.

A few coughs forced their way out of Jerry. He waved a hand at me like it was nothing. Giving me an excuse to keep watching Brandi bend further and further in those short.

She jumped and stomped out a great imitation of a machine gun with her heels. Beyond smiling when she turned around and ran toward Jerry, Brandi hugged him like she wanted him to die happy. His face buried in her tits and all.

Both of her eyes sparkled as she looked my way. “Jim, if you hang it in the window,” she lost herself for a second, “I’ll love you forever!”

Whatever. I got up as Jerry started making noises. “Go easy on the guy before you smother him.”

As I sized up the free sample, another round of hacking set off behind me. She’d backed off enough for that, at least.

Hell fire… It was Brandi on that canvas. Bent over in that way we all know and love.

I picked it up after no telling how long. The windows were a little taller than the painting, but I wanted it up there too. Gotta give the early-birds an idea of why we’ve been so crowded lately.

There wasn’t anything to secure it, but sticking it behind the jukebox felt like the safe choice. Plus, the folks driving into town would be more likely to save their appetites for the way home.

“There.”

Jerry was still coughing, but he’d calmed it down a bit.

“If business keeps up like the past week, I’ll have enough customers to buy another one in days.” Which reminded me that I needed to list the job opening.

The last wrack of his throat ended. Jerry looked up, grinning and shaking his head. “Good job. No girl I’ve ever painted could break the last promise she’d made after that.”

Just because you doodle them, it doesn’t change em’. “Seriously, that’s some fine work.” Just like the other twenty or so pieces on the rear wall.

Jerry stood up with Brandi’s help. The old bastard acted fit as could be for his age after that. He slapped a card on the table and said, “I don’t have a phone, so drive out and bug me at home when you’re ready for the next one.”


Brandi hadn’t said anything until we were almost across town. The shop took me a few miles out of my way, but it wasn’t eating my whole night. The last streetlights were coming up.

I glanced over at her, catching both eyes on me, and that bottom lip tucked in. “You feeling okay?”

“Yeah,” bunching her shoulders, she added, “but why can’t we pick up tomorrow?”

When I’m shocked at what basic thing she’d ask next, it’s bad. “I’m not driving halfway across the county to drop you off, and drive back out there in the morning.” Because in North Dakota, counties are fucking big.  “I’ll wait until you start your car and pull out.”

“That’s not what I meant.” Brandi chewed her bottom lip even harder.

“Oh...” I was down for it in every part of me below the neck, but even us Army cooks had the ‘no fraternization’ policy drilled into our heads until it was instinct. “I don’t think that’s a good idea.”

She planted both hands on the console between us. “You hung that painting in the window for me, just like I asked.”

“Because it’ll drum up business.” I gulped as her fingers ran up my forearm, wrapping around my grip on the steering wheel. “The uniform can stay, but I’m not shitting where I eat.”

Brandi gave one of those fake, seductive giggles. “Even with all the guys who’ve hit on me since I started working for you, you’re the only one who's been nice without expecting anything in return.” A quick jerk of her hand darted my truck over the rumble strip.

“Hey!” I didn’t want to make Grandpa Nick’s 1955 Bel Air convertible a daily driver because of a wreck. “I can still fire your ass even if you’re not clocked in.”

Those eyes still had me locked in. “You wouldn’t, and you know it.”

“Just stop, alright? Busy as we’ve gotten, complicating things would make it that much worse.”

Brandi acted like she hadn’t heard a bit. Unbuckling her seat belt and letting it fly back, she chomped down on my zipper.

Fuck, fuck, fuck… Fuck! That old transmission shop of the McBay brothers was barely in sight, clear across enough flat land that it didn’t matter. My cock was out and getting harder than figuring the diner’s taxes.

“See?” Her fingers slid up my length until Brandi was playing with the tip. “Either it happens tonight, or I’m hounding your ass like this all day tomorrow.”

I was fucked, it had gotten through even that bunker she called a skull. My last-ditch excuse was weak, and I knew it. “What about your clothes? You gonna wear the same thing tomorrow?”

“You’ve got a washer and dryer, don’t you?” Brandi gave me a teasing lick.

Goddammit! I pulled into the nearest driveway and turned around. But even then, I thought I could defuse this clusterfuck.


Somehow, I’d made it all the way home with my sanity intact. But God, I was nursing a raging case of blue balls after that...

I stepped in the front door behind her. With the house shaped like an H, the entryway was dead-middle in the central arm, with giant windows looking out on the patio enclosed by tall shrubs. Thankfully, the outside lights were off back there, hiding how much I’d let the landscaping go to hell.

“Laundry’s in the master bath. Go right, walk through the double-doors, and turn right again.” I almost walked to the kitchen for a beer. “And I’ve got some clean laundry in there. Find something to wear in that pile.”

Brandi lifted one side of her mouth. “Wearing your clothes already? I thought that was supposed to come after we fool around.”

“You know what I mean here. Don’t push it...”

Skipping off like I’d given her a ticket to the land of milk and honey, Brandi acted like those heels had been comfy as her usual sneakers all week.

What the fuck have I done to her? She’d been kind of a flirty dingbat before, but something had snapped in her brain.

The door to my bedroom slammed. Then another, telling me she’d found the right place.

Turning to the left, I needed a fucking drink. The bar between the living room and kitchen hadn’t seen too much use in my time, but all this mess stirred up a thirst. You know, one of those you can only quench with mid-shelf Scotch.

Pinching some ice cubes and letting them settle in the glass, I drowned the little bastards in the earthy, amber nectar I kept around in case of emergencies.

Swirling the cup, I breathed deep and felt my neck shake. The back of my tongue already had the taste.

Then a door slammed on the other side of the house. I didn’t Brandi’s shoes cracking against the tile, so I reared back for my first shot. Sweet and swill hit my throat at the same time.

“I knew you were a drinker!”

Air burst through my sinuses, taking enough whiskey spray with it to burn like unholy hell. My eyes teared up as I pinched the bridge of my nose.

“Are you alright?”

Slamming the glass down, I stared through the blur.

Brandi was across the bar, stripped down to the local Wally World’s fanciest black lingerie.

I was pissed. “Don’t do that! Jesus, what’s wrong with you?”

As she rushed to my side, bare feet patted against the floor. “Really, are you gonna make it?”

From taking the edge off, to snorting a line of mace. I kept hold of the bar and keeled over. “Yeah. Yeah!” My vision cleared up until I saw the angelic body in front of me. “I thought I told you to put something of mine on.”

“I haven’t started the machine yet, and my underwear needs washing too. Where’s the laundry detergent?”

Fuck. “On the shelf, far left side. And don’t come back out here without some clothes on...”

The pitter-patter drifted off as my eyes stopped watering. Brandi looked even better than I’d imagined she would, but the girl was exactly the thorn in my ass I figured she’d be.


More than halfway through my second glass, the melting ice had filed the edges of the liquor just enough. I kicked back on the couch and flipped the channels. Sports stats, reruns, and commercials. Same shit, different night.

I caught a flash of white out of the corner my eye. “Thanks for wearing something.” My finger tapped through even more shitty options.

Brandi piled against my side and tucked both legs under herself. Leaning into my shoulder, her skin dripped, but her hair was still dry. “Now what?”

“Either watch TV with me, or go to bed.” I pointed a little to the right of where she came from. “I’ve got two guest bedrooms. Take your pick.”

“We’re not at work. It won’t kill you to relax for a bit.”

Feeling both of her hands rest on my shoulder, I tried to ignore how much leg she’d pushed against me. “Listen, I’m not gonna complain about what you did on the ride over here, but we can’t keep doing that.”

Like I’d blasphemed in front of Mother Mary herself, Brandi shoved herself in my lap. Lack of any clothing but one of my white t-shirts and all. “Why not?”

“Fucking really?” My old pair of jeans had worn thin enough to let every detail pass through. “I’m not joking. The last damn thing I want to do right now is have sex.”

“If you don’t do it, I’ll scream.”

Judging by the curve of her lips, Brandi wasn’t joking. “I think you’ve got everything wrong here.”

“Stop!” Brandi grabbed my right hand, forcing it between her thighs. “If you don’t fuck me, I’m calling the cops...”

What the hell is she even talking about? “Like I said, it doesn’t work that way.”

“I just shaved down there, asshole.” Her face snuggled against my neck. “Go ahead and use it.”

With my razor, of course. “Stop.”

“Why?”

Staring back at her, Brandi had the look of a terrier in her eyes: There was life in those pupils, but no spark of intelligence, whatsoever. “Go to bed, now!”

“But you promised...”

“I promised what?”

Brandi’s eyes darted at everything but my own. “I dunno. What did you promise?”

God, she’s too fucking stupid to live. “You asked me.”

“And you promised.”

“No, I didn’t.”

Her cunt ground hard against my lap. “Does it matter now?”

“Yeah, it does.”

“Then why are you holding back?”

I’d had enough. Bringing my right hand down hard enough to sting my palm, the slap against her ass echoed through the entire house. “I’m catching up on my damn scores, and you’re going right the fuck to bed. We’ll show up for work in the morning, like none of this ever happened. Got it?”

Brandi pouted hard enough to break a heart of diamond. “So you won’t have fun with me?”

“Go to bed…”


After not hearing anything for a while, I headed to my room. The diner needed needed to open in seven hours, and Brandi couldn’t even make toast to save her own life. Loud, sudden noises from appliances startled her like a deer, I guess.

Pulling the covers over myself, I rolled to the usual side and closed my eyes.

Then I felt the sheets move.

“I already fucking told you, go to bed!”

The motion stopped, but I wasn’t her brand of dumb.

“Brandi, get the hell outta here.” Kicking my legs out, I didn’t hit anything. “If you don’t, I’m taking that painting down.”

Even a nightmare creature couldn’t have clawed its way from the foot of my bed that fast. “Don’t be mean like that.” She dove under the covers and locked her arms around me. “Besides, what’s the point in being lonely in a house with so much room?”

Other than the fact that I hadn’t been on the dating market, solitude was fine by me. I dealt with enough people at the diner, and living in barracks forces you to value privacy when you finally do get it.

Facing the closest edge of the mattress, I craned my head her way. “If it’ll get you to sleep, fine. We’ve still got a whole day of work ahead of us.” And like hell was I about to let her sleep over again.

Her arms closed tighter, just under my ribs. “You’re the best.”

My eyes rolled behind shut lids. “G’night.”


I opened my eyes. The first hint of light meant it had to be approaching five AM. Normally, I snoozed in until six.

The hand gripping the front of my boxers clued me in to why I’d roused up so early. Another erection and the pounding ache in my balls didn’t help either.

On the verge of forcing Brandi off my backside, I stopped myself. Since the diner had been closed on Sundays and Mondays for decades, I could handle a Saturday with an hour less good sleep than usual. She’s already done worse. What’s the harm in it now?

Even the slight movement as I adjusted my pillows woke her up. “Someone’s happy I’m here.”

“Don’t push your luck. If you need to get ready for work, go ahead and do it before I get up.”

“My clothes are dry, and all I need to worry about is a shower and makeup.” Brandi squeezed tighter. “Thirty minutes, tops.”

“I take my shower at six. We’ll leave at fifteen-til-seven.” My eyes shut again, hoping like hell she got the point.

Brandi scooched closer and draped a leg over mine. The inside of a sole running down my shin told me that she wasn’t up for that best hour of sleep. “We can shower at the same time, if you wanna do something that will make us have to.”

Goddammit… “How many ways do I need to tell you? We’re not sleeping together.”

“But we’re in bed already. Too late for that.”

“You know what I mean.”

Brandi’s chin pressed against the back of my neck. “You’ve got another bathroom anyway.”

“Whatever. Just be quiet and stop molesting me until my alarm goes off. Please.”

A little huff blasted against the rear of my head. “Fine. I’ll just call one of those numbers on my tips. At least they’d appreciate it.”

I wanted to end it there, but the girl was just dumb enough to believe whatever some oil field redneck with a fresh paycheck might promise. “Nothing good will come of dating those guys. Or spending the night in their hotel room or RV.”

“So who are you waiting for?”

The question hadn’t really stayed in my mind long enough to dwell on, but I had a few wants. “Some girl who can deal with all the work I have to put in. Not exactly a housewife since I can’t afford that, but I don’t want a career-woman either.”

Brandi’s foot stretched all the way out, barely falling short of my ankle. “My daddy worked hard too. I like that in a guy.”

I knew I could turn that reversed Oedipus complex around and play her like a fiddle. But I wasn’t that shitty. “After you dropped out of college and came back to Iron Hill, why didn’t you find him?”

Shrugging behind me, Brandi relaxed a little more. “I don’t know. The oil wells had already started getting drilled, but these new men in town are all about the easy money. They few I’ve dated act like having a wife or a family would cut their legs out from under them. If you’re still a booty-call after thirty in a town like this, you’ll probably be one forever.”

She wasn’t wrong. Traveling between contracts and busting ass a few months for a giant payday doesn’t lend itself to raising a family. “Pretty much all the smart people leave here, and the only ones who stay go the usual route. High school sweethearts and all that.”

Her fingers drifted under the front of my shirt, but not enough to bother me. “So why did you come back? After you got out of the Army, you could have gone anywhere.”

“Dad wanted me to take over the diner, and I was fine with slowing down. The place gave me a decent life growing up, same as it had done for him. Why not be the fourth Redd to handle it, especially if I had this house all to myself, paid in full?”

“Because there aren’t many women left around here, though. Even the divorced ones with a kid or two are marrying the new guys and leaving.”

“I kinda figured that was why you keep sticking around. Shit’s only gonna get worse than it is now.”

“So you get it.” The front of my borrowed shirt rose up her body. “Just about all the new girls in town are hookers. If you shacked up with one of those skanks, I’d think less of you.”

Just enough stubble grabbed the waist of my boxers to pull it down an inch. If you weren’t dumb as a post, I’d be a lot more open to it.

Brandi wasn’t done, though. “There’s a lot of money flowing through town these days. What happens when things go back to normal?”

Lots of businesses would close, including the old standards that had changed their operation to cater to the influx of cash. “Iron Hill will go back to being some sleepy hole in the road, smack in the middle of North Dakota. Personally, I can’t wait until it happens. Going to town is fucking awful these days.”

Brandi hadn’t moved her fingers over my cock in a while, until then. “So what’s with the awkwardness? You’re about to hit thirty, and I’m turning twenty-five in a month. We want the same thing.”

I snorted without knowing it was coming. “After three generations of diner owners marrying one of the waitresses, I swore up and down that I’d break the cycle. No offense, but it’d be kinda nice to hold myself to that.”

“You leave that place, come here to check sports scores on TV, and head back to work.” Brandi molded her front against my back. “How do you think it’ll happen if that’s all you do?” She actually made herself sound smart, for once.

“Fair point.” I tangled my fingers in her own and pulled Brandi’s hand up to my stomach before she could try getting fresh again. “But what are you getting at?”

That hint of stubble pushed harder against my ass. “My life didn’t work out the way I wanted, and yours hasn’t either. I know you think I’m a moron, but I’m not blind either.”

All those passive-aggressive shots I’d been firing off at her felt like they were really shitty, instantly. “If we have to do this, can we take it slow?”

“Why?”

It wasn’t like we didn’t know each other better than anyone else in our lives, already. That shit kinda happens when you work together for almost two years. “In my Army days, we had a code, and—”

“Jim, this ain’t Afghanistan, or the military. You call the shots now.”

Training hadn’t prepared me for this. Regimented as I’d kept my life since leaving, my brain snatched around for any excuse it could find. “You don’t get it.”

“And I won’t, but at least I can admit it to myself.” Brandi’s legs squeezed a little harder around mine. “If you asked me how I thought life would turn out seven years ago, I’d be a cheerleader for an NFL team and married already.”

What I wanted from my life came back into focus. “There’s no reason to settle for less than what you want.”

“What you want and what you need don’t always match up. I know that.”

She had a point. My dream girl wasn’t about to waltz into the diner, out on the hunt for the man of her dreams. Who, conveniently for me, busted ass for seventy hours a week running the family business.

Brandi let go a little. “If it makes things easier, I can quit.”

As if it wouldn’t put me through total hell. Cooking, serving, and cleaning weren’t that bad on their own. But doing all three amounted to the work of five people, full-time. On top of the administrative bullshit. “Then tell me what you want. If you leave, I’m screwed.”

If she was out for money, Brandi would have asked for a raise.

But she didn’t. “Jim, all I want is a chance. If it doesn’t work out, you can tell me. We can start looking for other people.”

“How long have you felt this way?”

She took a moment, which made it seem that much more honest. “Maybe a year. You’ve always stood up for me, even if it meant assholes never came back.”

Demanding shit-heads didn’t make me any money either. And sometimes, you just have to tell a motherfucker to leave before they hit that point. “Don’t take it the wrong way, but I hated that guy as much as you did.”

Brandi knew who I was talking about, but that case was more than just not tolerating a wannabe mayor squeezing her ass. “When you tossed him out the door, I knew I was safe. Even before I told you what happened, I knew I’d quit if you’d have let it go.”

“Don’t blow me for it. Collins is a fucking pig, same as he’s always been.”

Warmth squeezed tighter from behind. I wanted to push Brandi away, for her own good. But sometimes, you just take what you get.

Her breath flowed around the back of my neck. “I don’t know why, but the past week made me think about you differently. When you wanted the painting in the window, something changed. Like, right that second.”’

“Why?” I hadn’t treated her better or worse since then. “It’s been a busy week, but nothing else is any different.”

The warmth against my ass shot up a few degrees. “I don’t know. Maybe it’s because I feel like you’re proud of me for once. Up until then, I’ve always thought you looked down on me.”

Probably because I had. Brandi had always been sweeter than a taste of honey, and dumber than a second coat of barn paint. Not that I was about to tell her that. “Stop shoving money in your bra and hide it somewhere in the kitchen. If you make more than I do, that speaks well of you, and doesn’t speak ill of me.”

“But if you’re not sick, why would it?”

Bless your stupid heart… “We’ve got like an hour before we have to get ready. More sleep, and less talking.”

Her leg crept up to my knee. “Then shut up.”

I settled in, thinking I’d closed the issue.

But that didn’t rest well with Brandi. Her fingers grazed up my shaft from the other side of my boxers. “We can try it. I mean, what’s the worse that could happen?”

Other than losing my one employee if it all went sideways, I had nothing else at risk. But that was hellacious gamble. “So long as I’m signing your paychecks, it’s a bad idea.”

“Why?” Brandi stuck to me like we’d been glued together. “My wages are barely a tenth of what I make now.”


It was true enough, and something about her had edged into dream-girl territory. My brain lashed out with one final objection. “I kept Dad’s changes to the uniform because he didn’t want my mom dealing with grabby customers anymore.”

“And how did that work out for her? If you’re there with me, I won’t be afraid.”

I liked the idea as much as I outright hated it. “I’ll have to chase more shit-heads out because of that painting in the window. After the rush dries up, getting a hand on your hind-end won’t translate to more money.”

Brandi closed tighter around me, from all sides and with all limbs. “So?”

That resistance I’d been putting up failed all at once. Upending her as I rolled over, Brandi was more than willing to surrender. Something about the girl had unraveled me, and I had no fucking clue how or why it happened.

Her arms and legs folded over me as I got on top. Feeling entitled or just insane, all I knew was, I had to have her. Right then and there.

Long nails dug through my shirt. Each line overwhelmed that nagging voice in the back of my head until I was downright mindless.

Thighs closed around me until the only thing keeping me from diving right into her was the front of my boxers. Tender and sliding against my cock, Brandi’s cunt soaked through until every one of the nerves on my shaft couldn’t tell her apart from a hot bath.

She fought back. Kinda. “What makes you think I’m that easy?”

Grabbing both wrists, I felt the blood rushing through her body. “Really, you’re gonna put up that tease act now?”

As much as her hands came to life and grabbed for any escape, she’d written a check I had to cash in. “Jim, stop!”

I was too mad with hunger to even think. “Don’t give me that now, of all fucking times.”

Brandi gripped harder around me. With a bite at my earlobe, her voice shattered that last hint of caution in my head. “Even if I tell you to stop...”

My lungs filled with what had to be an endless breath.

“…don’t stop fucking me.”

Her cheek nuzzled against my throat. I don’t know what it was about the scent of her hair, but it made Brandi that much more irresistible.

Throbbing as the folds of her pussy wrapped around soaked cotton, it was beyond tempting to rip my shorts down. Silken, burning thighs did the work for me.

I couldn’t hold it in anymore as my tip almost shot through. Leaning all my weight against her palms, what I’d thought all along came out. “You’re too damned beautiful.”

Brandi squeezed every one of her fingers around mine. “I didn’t ask you to be nice to me.”

I’d already gone vicious enough to thrust a couple inches into her. As she jerked her head back, all I saw was neck and blonde.

Totally ensnared between her arms, legs, and cunt, I didn’t fight how awesome she was inside. Like a flood hot enough to turn any thermometer into a grenade, I could hear myself ramming that passage as much as I felt it.

A kiss at my shoulder fried my senses. Pulling both of her hands down to the narrowest curve of her hips, I was ready to steam ahead and go straight for the climax.

But that slit took me the rest of the way in, roasting my shaft until it felt molten inside her. The wiggle of her hips roved me around until I had to pull out.

All four of Brandi’s limbs tensed harder. “It’s fine... You can come inside me.”

It hurt too much as I thrashed out of her. Every cell in my body wanted to spear back in.

Letting go of Brandi’s arms and rising that white t-shirt up her body, my hands felt the dangerous curves all the way to the bump of her ribs. Coaxing the last barrier over her tits, I realized they were more perfect than anything I’d imagined.

Brandi took hold of the bottom hem, ripping the shirt up her arms and letting it fly off to parts unknown. “Why aren’t you fucking me?”

My body shivered as I pushed back in. The gratifying impact as my head met her back wall forced every muscle to give out.

And the crazy bitch kept getting angrier about it. Jerking her hips front to back, she was banging me. “Don’t tell me that’s all you’ve got.”

Whipping through and pushing down on Brandi’s shoulders as hard as I could, it felt like I couldn’t get monstrous enough with her.

“More!”

Trapped deep and slamming away with all I had, I never knew sex could this damn violent. Not that it stopped me from forcing her arms up again.

I didn’t have the energy left to fight back. Not that it was about to stop me. My hand closed around her throat until I felt the air rasp through.

“Do it! Fucking harder!”

Son of a bitch..  Fighting tooth and nail to hold back, I was on the edge of coming already.

Don’t stop like this. I need more!”

Nearing thirty, my age had started catching up past what boot camp had gotten me ready for. “How do you keep going? Jesus...”

Brandi didn’t give a shit. Both heels buried on each side of my ass, forcing me deep until I was shaking inside her. “Don’t you fucking come yet, though...”

My breaking point had been lapped already. Pushing against the mattress like I was bench-pressing a truck, I got out half an instant before too late.

Arms draped around the back of my neck and pulled tight. “No…” Brandi forced me down, dangerously close to slipping through again. “I wasn’t done yet.”

To hell with that… I knew girls in their early-twenties were outright machines, but this one was different. “You’re about to fuckin’ kill me!”

Sooner than I could roll and rest on my back, Brandi was climbing up top. Those lips pulled on mine, tugging the bottom until it was ready to snap like a rubber band. If she could suck a dick with that much pressure, I was all but done for.

Twin bits of flesh spread over my base. Wet and ready, all she needed was a slight dip to aim me straight to home.

“You promise you won’t pull out this time? I need it.”

Whatever had gotten into her, Brandi acted like she needed me back inside to handle it for her. “Rein in your hormones and take it slow.”

Fingers caressed up my abs as she took me in. Starved for more, the torture in Brandi’s face kept getting worse. Her smooth bust settled on my chest, pushing harder as both of us inhaled.

“I can’t come when you do if I keep taking it easy like this.”

My hips pushed up, giving her a moment of the total fill she demanded.

That tongue danced along the underside of my jaw as she moaned out. The gentle slide of her walls against my shaft made it all feel like the best hug imaginable.

Brandi gave a delicate kiss on the center of my mouth. As her depths sizzled around me, every blonde curl formed a tunnel that made me look her in the face. “We should have been doing this all along.”

That was all I needed to end up more aroused than I hoped. Fraught with a need to give in, I caressed both my hands up and down the small of her back.

Weaving her ass in a graceful pattern, the girl at least had some talent. “I’m already thinking about what I’ll let you do to me next time.”

Her snatch plunged down to my base. The feeling of my naked skin against bare flesh jerked my knees together.

“It’s making me a little too happy.” Brandi’s fingernails traced up the center of my throat. “Like I’ve found something I didn’t even know I was missing.”

Not that I was in any race to find a wife. Especially if the girl had so little in her brain as my only waitress. “Do you even know what you’re saying right now?”

A quick wiggle teased my cock. Brandi dropped closer and nibbled at my ear. “If we like taking care of each other this much, why can’t we take it that far?”

I wasn’t the kind of guy to string her along. Feeling that trickle of excess juice seep down my balls, all this pillow-talk in the middle of a good fuck made me want to draw a line. But I couldn’t force myself to say what I really thought.

Brandi rushed forward and slammed me deep. Every part of her cunt tensed at once, like it wasn’t about to let go as she eased up again.

Squirming as I realized I was trapped inside that perfect tunnel, my knuckles popped while I grabbed the sheets. “Keep that up, and I won’t last much longer.”

A wicked spasm shot through her pussy. “Good.” Swaying and twisting just for me, Brandi knew how to give that kind of exquisite ride you had to brag about to your friends. “If you pull out, I’ll never forgive you.”

I’d given her time off for OB/GYN appointments, so at least I knew I wasn’t about to fuck my life up. “Just keep going.” Hell, we were already past the point of no return, so what was the harm?

Swaying and twisting with each drop of her ass, Brandi cried out every time. “Do it. Fucking come in me.” She wrestled my arms against the bed. Getting bolder now that she was positive I couldn’t escape, the motion picked up until I felt myself round the last bend. “Please...”

The rhythm kept getting stronger as she dipped all thirty-three inches of her hips. Even five minutes of it would have skinned my dick raw.

A boom of pressure welled up in my sack. Overwhelmed and firm as I could get, that thrilling end washed my through my head.

Brandi teased with a few huffs against my face. The lock in my elbows kept her from rising up as much as she wanted. Then her entire body fell into a breathless shiver.

Too much pent-up adrenaline coursed through my veins. Forcing my shaft in and out from below, I knew I had to come right then.

The ends of her nipples dragged across my chest. “Right there!”

Summoning what little I had left, my tip ground against her g-spot.

Brandi slowed down as she forced that easy button against me. “But don’t you fucking come yet...”

Feeling that shake in her arms, I was fucking perplexed. But after all that begging, she was getting it, like it or not.

My legs kicked out and stretched until they were spent. The berry of her clit mashed against my hilt until I had to empty my lungs.

“Don’t stop!” Brandi surrounded me with every limb.

All that sweetness and begging tripped a breaker inside my head. Firing my hips up with reserves I didn’t really have anymore, I kept trying to force myself deeper.

The upper half of her body toppled over me. Both of her legs vibrated in time with her walls until it was goddamned maddening.

Moaning and clinging to me like a burr, Brandi’s skin flushed hot all of sudden. “Coming! Fuck!”

Unraveling like a cheap sweater, my neck tensed until I felt that sudden release. Even more heat spread through her cunt.

With enough lube to move again, Brandi’s pussy forced another round out of me. Deeper and intense enough that I had to scream. “Fuck!”

Her voice had settled down, but those hips kept grinding away. “It feels too good. Keep it in me!”

My third and fourth felt like they took a part of my soul with them. Motherfucking hell…

Brandi kept shivering over me, forcing herself tighter against my hips until that bump deep in her pussy batted against my head. “Just like that… Keep coming in me.”

Another rush of the shakes wracked through her body.

My lungs were on fire. The final dribble eked out of me as that hardness fell off.

Every ridge and silky inch kept writhing along my cock. “See? I told you we’d like it.” Another tremor shot down Brandi’s spine. “Go ahead and fix lunch before we lock up for an hour, and we can blow off some steam.”

Which would technically be illegal. But no health inspectors had keys to the place. “It’s one hell of a motivator, but we can’t start boning on the counters.” Even if they were stainless steel and easy to wipe clean.

Brandi didn’t care. “Come on, you’ve gotta eat before we head in. Otherwise, how are you gonna get it up later?”


Yeah, we fucked again during lunch. It wasn’t my proudest moment, but watching her get more excited with every customer didn’t help matters. The more Brandi flirted out there, the harder it kept getting to stay quiet.

But as I scraped the grill clean again, I knew another night at my place and throwing her clothes through the wash for the second time was out of the question. Brandi shut off the lights and came running back to the kitchen.

“They called to remind me that my car’s done at least five times today, but I don’t wanna go home.”

Fighting the urge to roll my eyes at her, or to just force those shorts down and nail her in front of the griddle, I juggled the options. “You do need go get the thing, tonight.”

Brandi pulled at the front of her shirt until the bottom came untucked. “I can’t wear the same clothes again, either, even if they’re clean. Haven’t you ever heard of fabric softener?”

After multiple deployments of fatigues straight out of a base’s laundry facility, it was a quaint thought. “How about this? I drive you out to pick up your car, and you grab what you need from your place.”

Sniffing her forearm, Brandi pushed both hands against my shoulders. “Yeah, your bodywash stinks like a pine tree. I mean, I like smelling you on me, but not like this.”

I’d kinda given in by that point. Having a blonde at your beck and call has its own advantages. Especially when the girl’s just about cock-mad after a few hours. “It sound like you’re trying to move in with me.”

Brandi turned away, lifting each side of her ass with each step until she grabbed the door frame and stared back. “My lease runs out in a few weeks. Why don’t we see how it goes until then?”

One more shift, and the diner would close for two days. Which meant I’d have a good baseline to measure, and time enough for that ‘always-fucking-like-newlywed-teenagers’ phase.

“It’s a deal.” Chucking my apron vaguely toward the counter, we couldn’t get out fast enough. Pulling my keys out with one hand and grabbing her ass with the other, another round of road-head felt just about right. “Let’s go.”


ENJOY THESE COMPLIMENTARY EXCERPTS FROM: 

HAREM WISH 


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

***

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

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

“We know it’s not Nathan’s.”

Gee, thanks, bitch.

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

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

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

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

Shit. “I’ll be there in a second.”

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

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

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

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

***

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

“I made you suck my dick.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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