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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 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.”


BIMBO DINER 2

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

Brandi cut in. “You don’t drug test.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Seven-forty, Tuesday. I’ll be here.”


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

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

“So, you had to hire another one?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

“How did you know?”

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“You think she’ll do?”

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


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Shut up! Where’s my daughter?”

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

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

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

“You need to get the fuck out. Now.”

“Or what?”

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

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

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

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

“Daddy, stop!”

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

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

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

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

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

“What are you gonna do? Kick me out?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Hey kid, you alright?”

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Brandi tensed up first. “Fuck!”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“But what about you?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Which didn’t help a damn bit.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

My fingers eased up around her neck.

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

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

But finally, she was out of the game.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Don’t!”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

No!

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

I was ready to weep. These fucking lunatics!

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

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

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

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

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

“Doesn’t it feel good?”

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

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

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

“Li’l Ms. Cumslut, what’s the truth?”

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

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


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

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

“Brandi, we don’t have a dog...”

“We don’t?”

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

“Where’s the food at?”

“When have you even seen a dog here?”

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

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

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

“How big?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


BIMBO DINER 3

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

But Jada caught wind of it.

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“But didn’t you grow up here?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Employees only!”

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

She didn’t say a word.

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

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

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

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

“A restraining order would do a lot more.”

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

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

“Jim, I can’t.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

“So let him.”

“No, like, really slow this time.”

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

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

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

“Twice, right behind Mitch.”

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

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


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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


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

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

“But he wasn’t the one who did it.”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Plan?”

“Ssh!”

“Problem?”

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

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

“In English?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Hit one hell of a nerve, didn’t I?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

Sucks to be you right now.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“What?”

And then Autumn snapped a little too far away.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

The little bitch…

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Yeah. He’s out of your life.”

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

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

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

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

Fuck me, either way.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Really, I’m not ready for a kid.”

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

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

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

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

“Get what?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

I shook my head.

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

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

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

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

“Then what is?”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

Brandi pulled her hand away at the final second.

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

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

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

“Deeper...”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

My jaw dropped.

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

One more pang of climax took hold.

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

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


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

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

So, you’re Fluffy, huh?

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

“Fluffy, stop!”

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

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

“She’s nice, I promise!”

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

“But she’s killing him!”

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

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

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

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


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

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

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

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

“Uh-huh...”

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

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

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

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

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

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

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

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


BIMBO DINER 5

Coop was one of those big, corn-fed boys from northern Oklahoma. Which made it even harder to see his dad break down and sob his eyes out on my shoulder as they lowered the casket. Out of all the tough bastards I’d served with, that crazy fucker should have been either the first or last I’d see put in the ground.

Gloria finally opened up on the way back home, halfway through Nebraska. “He always said he wanted you to be the godfather of our children.”

“It’s too soon to talk about that.” Gloria had found the engagement ring and wedding bands Coop had bought. Somehow, it felt as dirty as it did right for us to wear them, even if it was symbolic. “He’d want you to be happy, so that’s what I want you to do.”

Another mile of corn passed by. Gloria was still in that black dress from the ceremony. “Jim, there’s a reason he took that job in your town.”

I didn’t care about the how or why of it. “There something he didn’t tell me?”

“Neither of you had brothers, but he saw you as one. If the worst happened, Coop knew you’d do whatever it took.”

Not that it made me feel used, in the slightest. “You mean, to make sure you’re safe.”

“If my parents had been rounded up and I was ten years younger, I’d be in a prison cell right now. Or even worse, I’d be in Nuevo Laredo, trying to figure out what everyone’s saying.”

Gloria had it rough. Barely knowing any Spanish, deportation back to Mexico would have been like dropping my ass in Mumbai. “I know he didn’t plan it this way, but the guy’s always been smarter than he acted.”

“When you showed up to get me out of jail, I knew how bad it was.” She rolled the window down a few inches. “Coop wouldn’t have gone straight to you and asked for this if he didn’t know he was dying.”

“There’s no way he saw that clot. Quit saying that.”

But Gloria knew better than I did. “I see it in the customers’ eyes. Half of them don’t even want me in this country.”

“I can kick them out.”

“In North Dakota? Good luck staying open.”

Which was a fair point. My county voted redder than a baboon's ass in the last election. “If it makes you feel better, it won’t cost much to haul the diner across the border to Saskatchewan or Manitoba.” I was very ready to leave myself.

But Gloria wasn’t about to have any of it. “No, if they hate me that much, I’d rather stay. Leaving would just make them feel better.”

The girl had balls on par with Coop’s. I had to give her that much credit. “Fine by me. I didn’t serve this country to be run out by a bunch of soft-bodies riding mobility scooters anyway. And I was a fucking Army cook.”

“He always told me you’d say something like that.”

After seven hours of silence, it was great to have someone to talk to. These Great Plains states had always been hell to drive through. Even though I was from a boondock town like Iron Hill, I kept wondering who fucking lives in these places, and why? In every direction, it was just flat cropland and straight roads.

Gloria rolled her window up before we passed by a huge cattle lot. “So Brandi asked if I was moving in with everyone else.”

I almost choked on my own spit. “You’re welcome to stay, but is that all she hinted at?”

“Jim, I already know what goes on there. Remember, I had to clean the place for a while.”

Sex does tend to leave evidence. A pile of discarded clothes from four or five people in one room, or just that lingering smell. And Gloria never struck me as Brandi’s kind of dense.

She reached over and patted my knee. “Plus, it’s kinda weird being married to someone and not living with them.”

I almost shot through the roof of my truck. “It’s a little soon, don’t you think?”

“Whatever you get up to with the rest of them, I won’t judge.” At least she wasn’t pulling a Brandi and leaning over for some unannounced road-head.

Three bedrooms, four girls, and nobody ever slept alone. “I’ve still got an open room, I guess. Don’t be shocked if Jada tries roping you in, though.”

Gloria played with one of the vents on the dash. “What’s her deal, anyway? She’s been making passes at me from the start.”

“Tell me about it. I have to watch her like a hawk when she’s working.” Jada had dragged a few customers into the ladies room. One guy even had his condom unwrapped before I realized she was gone.

“Little bit of ho’ isn’t she?”n

“Or just crazy. She won’t get back on her meds for that nymphomania problem.”

“I knew it.” Gloria chuckled a little. “She’s gotta be in Heaven, though.”

Poor Autumn had been taking the brunt of Jada’s ‘addiction.’ Too small to really fight back, their paintings had made it nearly impossible for anything to get done when they worked together.

I pulled into what was likely the only gas station in Utica, Nebraska. “I’m about to piss all over myself. You heading in too, or do you need anything?”

Gloria undid her seat belt. “I’m starving.”

Even though I ran a true greasy spoon, I wasn’t about to let her eat gas station food. I scrolled through the map on my phone. “There’s an actual town forty or so miles down the road. Can you wait until we hit it?”

“I’m not big on waiting anymore, but that’s fine.”

As she got out, I had to think about that. The fact that I had a painting of her waiting for us chewed on the edges of my mind. I’d meant for Coop to get it, but you already know why that couldn’t happen.

This ain’t good. Like Gloria was in a zombie movie, and barely hid the first symptoms after a bite. It wasn’t gonna get any better, and I knew it.


My legs hurt almost as much as my back, even after sleeping in my own bed. Almost thirty hours of driving in a few days will do that. Thankfully, I’d let Candace, Jada, and Brandi cover for me.

I rolled over without opening my eyes. Pulling Autumn’s backside against my front, I rubbed a hand up her stomach and then back down, under the front of her panties.

Then I realized her feet had gone too far down my shins. My eyes shot wide and I was fucking awake.

Gloria whimpered a little, still out cold.

I eased my hand off her pussy. What the fuck am I doing? And just as importantly, why had she found her way to my bed?

Feeling myself down below, I was dry as a bone. A quick sniff of my fingers told me we hadn’t done anything.

Thank fuck… The last thing I wanted was the vengeful ghost of my best friend coming after me.

I snuck out of the bed and closed the door behind me. Cold as hell in just my boxer briefs, the light coming through the windows looked like I’d only slept until eight. Honestly, I’d been gunning for lying on my ass well past noon.

A few noises in the kitchen made me stop. Looking through the patio windows, I saw Autumn fixing something on the counter, nude other than a white set of panties. If I could keep her oblivious of me being up, all the better.

Crouching behind the bar until she turned the kitchen sink on, I made it into the guest bathroom. Once the shower turned on, she’d know someone was up. But I just needed a few minutes to think.

Staring back at myself in the mirror, I didn’t hate the guy in front of me. Yeah, Coop was only running on twenty hours in the ground, and I knew his fiance shaved everything down there. But at least I’d stopped before things got out of hand.

With the hot water rinsing off what was left of the drive fatigue, I felt a little less dirty. At least on the outside.

I can’t believe I let her spend the night.

But that was Gloria’s idea, not mine.

She’s technically my wife though.

Without a ring on either of our fingers.

What the hell would Coop want me to do here?

Not that I could ask him anymore.

Pushing most of the water out of my hair, I bumped my forehead against the wall. You just had to go and die on us, didn’t you, asshole?

Drops condensed and raced down the plastic stall. I thought about waiting for a couple to form at the same time. If the left one slid past the soap rack first, I’d fuck her. If the right won, Gloria was outta here.

I gave it a minute and saw my contestants. Then, right as they picked up speed, a third one shot right down the middle.

Well, that didn’t fucking help.


My earbuds made a noise a few hours later while I was mowing the yard. It was a text from Jada.

‘Jerry showed up with Gloria’s painting. Yummy.’

I rolled my eyes and opened the picture.

Damn… I’d always thought Gloria was hot, but this was on another level. My thumbs were a blur. ‘If he’s not gone yet, tell him I’ll drive to his house and give him the money this afternoon.’

‘K’

Getting back to my podcast, even lawn work wasn’t a full escape from my troubles. I didn’t realize it had ended until I pulled the mower in the garage. Zoned out and debating myself sick over how to deal with this Gloria mess, I knew peace of mind was a distant fantasy until I made a choice.

One way or the other, I’m gonna have to live with it.


I’d just dropped Autumn off at the diner. It was just about time for the place to get busy, and Jada kept bitching about every little thing to me. If she was gonna be like that, Jada was losing some hours.

Even from the back of my crew-cab, she wouldn’t stop. “And you know what he did next, Jim? He said he was gay!”

Which was rare for a guy working the oil fields, but at least it stopped her from trying to fuck another customer. “If you bring some disease into my house, I’m losing a shoe up your ass.”

“Don’t worry, you’re the only guy I’ll let go in raw.”

Gloria laughed from the passenger seat. “Well, you weren’t joking about her.”

My right eye twitched. “Ditzy, Slutty, Tiny, and Pigtails. Three more, and I’ll be Snow White with a dick.”

Jada protested right behind me. “Who are you calling Slutty?”

The road Jerry’s drive ended at was straight enough I could look back at her. “You’ve got your hand down the front of your shorts, right now!”

Gloria stared back too. Shaking her head, she kept giggling. “So what’s my name?”

“Don’t you fucking start with me too...” Spicy would have been too on-the-nose for a girl whose maiden name is Martinez.

Then she cleared her throat. “How about Wifey?”

Yup, the painting I was on the way to pay for had taken hold. “No-Touchy sounds more like it.”

“You really won’t? Coop was right about you...” Her smile was warm enough to thaw the entire road we were on in January. “Loyal to a fault.”


Jerry left me speechless right before we left. “I saw it in the paper, just like everyone else in town. Nobody figured that Redd boy would marry some new girl in town at the drop of a hat.”

So the whole county knew by the time I’d even gotten back in town. Which guaranteed even more people would start talking about why I had five girls living with me.

Leaning in my open window, he studied Gloria up and down. “I’m more into blondes myself, but I can see her merits.”

I started rolling the window up on him and shifted into reverse. “You know why I did it.”

“Yeah, you Redd’s take good care of your friends. That’s never changed in damn near seventy years.”

Then Jada dropped a bomb on me from behind. “Hey, Jim, my dad wants to talk to you.”

“Thanks, Jerry.” I finished rolling up the window. “Hand me your phone.”

“At the diner.”

This is gonna get bad. “What brought this on? I know that fuck’s not about to apologize to me.”

“Hell if I know. He just said he wanted to meet right before closing time.”

Which left me a couple hours to stew on how Mr. Black had it out for me. “He comes alone, and not until we’re shut down for the night.” After driving across most of America, north to south, hauling my ass all over the county was even worse. Especially if it meant dealing with Brian Black.

“I don’t think he’s mad anymore.”

“Why not?”

“You should already know why.”

But as much as I prodded her for more info, Jada only gave me a smirk. The little bitch had pulled something, again.


A familiar set of headlights pulled up front and parked next to the door.

“That assholes here...” But at least with six of us and one of him, the odds were in our favor. I already had my gun loaded, checked, and sitting on my hip with a round in the chamber. You know, just in case.

I sat in one of the corner booths next to Gloria. Everyone but her was in their work outfit. That set of leggings that hugged her ass and the t-shirt knotted in front of her stomach made it feel like a shame to keep her seated.

Jada unlocked the door as I held my breath.

This fucker tries anything, he’s at least getting a bullet in the thigh.

But Brian was all smiles as he walked in. “Jim, I think I had you pegged all wrong.”

“How?” Not the he hadn’t, but I wanted to know what crazy shit had gotten into him.

He smiled at his daughter, probably for the first time in years. “For a Jack-Mormon, you sure take our faith seriously.”

I knew the term, but I couldn’t figure out how it applied to me. “How so?”

“Multiple wives, even though you don’t attend services.” He took the seat across from us. “Or you’re one of those who aren’t in our sect, and believe in the tenets anyway.”

The fuck is he going on about? “I think you’re mistaken.”

He pointed at Brandi as she brought all of us some mugs of coffee. “I count five in here, and you all live together. You can only marry one, legally. And I heard the story about why you made it official with your ‘legal’ wife.”

I shot a look at Jada, who only smirked back at me. “Listen, I’m glad you’re not,” I was about to say ‘pissed,’ but these folks hated cuss words, “ticked at me, but I have to think you’re up to something.”

“You know the old cafe in the town square, Buffalo Pete’s?”

“What about it?”

“The town’s about to seize the building because the owners couldn’t pay city taxes. I want you hear about it first.”

Which meant I could swoop in and buy the place for pennies on the dollar. It’d be a stretch, but I had the staff and money to open a second location. “You really aren’t pulling my leg, are you?”

“I never thought my little girl would be a Godly woman able to live among a man and his wives. It’s the least I can do to show my gratitude for saving her soul.”

You people are crazier than I thought. “Brian, I’m not gonna lie, I’m no Latter-Day-Saint.”

Like the true fundamentalist, he overlooked my shortcomings in his eyes, so long as I advanced his ideals. “We can worry about winning your heart over later. In the meantime, I want you to know how our community supports itself. Is that something you’re willing to think about?”

Telling him to ‘fuck off’ was out of the question, even if it was my first instinct. “Buffalo Pete’s, huh? If it shuts down, I’ll own the longest-running business in the county.”

“Exactly. And with a proposal, I can make city and county taxes drop to zero for ‘historic’ businesses.”

It was the kind of cronyism and corruption I hated about guys like him. “That’s nice and all, but I don’t like it. Honestly, I’ve been thinking about selling or moving across the border to Canada.”

“Uprooting a family business like this? Are you insane?”

“The fracking boom’s dying, and honestly, I didn’t think you folks at City Hall even wanted me here.” The bastards.

Brian dumped no telling how many packs of sugar in his coffee. Decaf for the Mormon, of course. “You’re an honorable man. I see that now.”

“I’m still confused. Why the sudden change in attitude?” And I hadn’t even touched my coffee yet.

Jada tucked herself into the booth next to us, wrapping both arms around her father’s neck. Looking innocent for the first time in her life, she said, “Daddy knows who you are now. There aren’t many families like this one left.” Yeah, she was talking about the polygamy thing.

Keeping my mouth shut, I poured half a pack of creamer out. “I get it. Trust me, I do.”

“So you’ll keep your business here?” Brian stirred all that sugar in and left a puddle on the table. “We only have two households that stick to the original view Joseph Smith laid out for us in this county. A third will make us more Godly than most of Utah.”

I was tired of the weird religion talk already. “Fine.” I stirred my own brew, fully-caffeinated. “Just keep this quiet. What happens behind the doors of my home needs to stay there.”

“Of course.” Brian took his first sip and motioned for Brandi. “Can I get a to-go cup?” Not that I was about to stop his creepy ass from leaving.

I waited until his mug had been poured into the styrofoam. “You can do what you want as a city council member, and I won’t turn down the benefits from it. Just don’t go screwing people over because you think I’m one of you.”

“That’s fine.” He tapped his daughter’s forearm and scooted out of the booth. “Saving a father-in-law’s favor for when you need it speaks volumes about your character.”

But that’s not what I’m doing, you jackhole.

Brian snapped the lid over his cup. “You saved Jada from becoming an apostate, so that alone gives us fellowship. I’ll make a provident and righteous man of you yet. But just so you know, I’ll pray for you.”

And I’ll make sure to sin for you, asshole.


Jada explained a bit of the slang from her father’s parting words as everyone else gave the place the weekly deep-cleaning.

‘Apostate’ meant anyone who had been shunned from the church. ‘Fellowship’ signaled that Brian was out to convert me. ‘Provident’ was all about stocking a year of food away.

And ‘righteous?’ According to my one waitress fluent in Mormon, that simply meant passive-aggressively judgmental.

I finished the last bit of my coffee, hoping like hell it’d give me the energy to drive home and pass out in my bed. “So what did you say to him, anyway?”

“That you married one of us, and acted like the man of the house for everyone else. Including me.”

“So you lied to him.” I sat the mug down but didn’t scoot it to the edge of the table. I could put away my own damn cup.

“Not a bit.” She looked at Gloria for a second. “I told Daddy to check the marriage records and shared a few pictures of everyone but you in the living room. He’s desperate to believe his only daughter found salvation.”

I tried not to laugh.

“You’re kinda evil. You know that?” But I was just glad to have Mr. Black off my ass. “If he ever finds out I drink beer or what really happens at home, he’d shit a brick house.”

“So that’s why, outside of this diner, we have to act like upstanding Mormons. If they see us so much as drink a Coke, the whole facade will start to crumble.”

I knew there had to be a drawback. “We’re not even members, but now we have to act like we’re in that bunch? What kind of fresh hell did you sign everyone up for?”

Jada flashed her teeth at Gloria. “Hey, they’re already overlooking the interracial marriage thing, and those paintings are downright porn to them. The local bishops can let a lot slide, so long as they like you.”

Which meant I wasn’t about to grow a beard or take up cigarettes anytime soon. I knew their taboos well enough. “That belly-button piercing you’ve got drove him up a wall, didn’t it?”

“You should have been there when he noticed I had my ears pierced at sixteen. Daddy almost kicked me out, right then.”

I pinched the bridge of my nose, fully aware of what she’d gotten away with beyond that ‘sin’ from before. “I’ll give you credit for one thing: You know how to play a guy like a fiddle.” Including myself.

Brandi took my cup away before I could stop her. I heard one of the dishwashers open and close. Then, everyone else came out from the back.

Autumn held both hands in front of her hips. “So, anything else before we go home?”

“Actually—”

Jada shot out from her booth. “Yeah, don’t you all remember what we talked about before?”

Not good. “I don’t wanna know...” And Gloria wasn’t looking any more clued in than I was when I glanced over at her.

Both of Jada’s hands planted on the edge of the table. “Alright, you two have been married for almost a week. Jim, you need to drop the choirboy act.”

I couldn’t believe I even had to explain it to her. “It wasn’t about that, you idjit!”

“So what?” Jada pushed her hair off her right shoulder. “Go ahead and tell him, new girl.” Because of fucking course Jada had gotten hold of Gloria.

A hand grazed up my thigh. Gloria leaned a bit closer. “She’s right. Coop would have wanted it.”

Sure, he loved showing pictures of her off, but letting another guy split her like firewood had to be something else, entirely. “Wait, no… It’s too soon.”

Gloria leaned into my ear. “You ever heard of ‘hotwifing?’ He couldn’t stop talking about recording you and me together.”

I’d always figured Coop was joking about that, because we all wanted to fuck Gloria on the base. But when you’re in the sandbox, even Rosy Palmer seems like a fantasy girl. “I’m not doing it to him. He was the best friend I ever had.”

Nails dug into my arm. Gloria stared hard at me. “Dammit Jim, this is what he’d want, even more than that little fantasy he had.”

Jada slapped her hands down, if only to make it worse. “See? I was right about my dad, and she’s right about Coop. So why can’t you take a win that falls right into your lap?”

I almost bit my bottom lip off. “Because it wasn’t my fucking lap to begin with!”

Scratches gouged down my hips as the front of my pants slipped down. Gloria tried reaching in for the gold. “According to you.”

Searching for any way to bail out, all I saw was the generations of pin-ups that led to my damn birth. Goddamn it, Granddad…

Even if the world was changing around my little diner, it didn’t mean the whole place couldn’t adapt to the new stuff.

The smooth glide of fingers stroked down my cock as Gloria found her way in. Another flight of her skin down my shaft filled my lungs.

“See, Jim? It’s not that bad.”

Gloria was already dropping to her knees as she gazed up.

Jada wasn’t helping, darting her eyes between my face and what our newest housemate was up to. But that little bitch knew exactly what to say. “Jim, she’s not trading for the newest model. Gloria knows you’ll take care of her, just like the rest of us.”

I looked over at Autumn and Candace.

They were already lost in their own world of finger-banging.

The only one who bothered listening was Brandi. “She’s right, you know...”

My stomach flipped as my fingers tried crushing the edge of the table. But it was too damned late to stop them.

Brandi scurried over on those heels, every step popping against the tile faster, like she was born in those things. That hint of overbite and flood of blonde curls stole every hint of fight out of my ass.

Slapping a hand on Gloria and Jada’s shoulders, that smile was too fucking much. “You don’t get it, do you?”

“Get what?”

It was Brandi’s turn to cock her head like I was the idiot. “We’re happy.” She cracked a smile at Gloria. “I mean, just look at her face right now!”

My elbows shook as I fought it, but I had to look at her. Another wave of guilt swept me away. “This isn’t what I wanted.”

Brandi sank her fake talons into the meat of my legs. “So? You didn’t stop me that night.”

“But Coop...”

Those Latina girls have sharp teeth, and a way of getting shit across without saying a word.

Brandi sank her nails in enough to break skin. “Who else would he want to take care of her?”

I knew my brain had come undone. “Like this? Really?”

“It’s her choice now.” Brandi’s eyes stared right through mine, clear as a bell.

My head started fraying around the edges. “Tell her to fucking stop...”

“And if you and Coop had traded places, you wouldn’t want him to make sure the rest of us were taken care of?”

I mean, I would, and he’d be the one guy I could trust with that. “Stop. I at least wanna feel bad about this.”

But even Gloria had put up with too much of my guilt-trip. “Jim, shut up.” She ran her palm down my shaft and worked the front of my pants with her other hand. “If this isn’t what he’d want, I wouldn’t be here.”

Gripping the edge of the table, I knew she was right. By deportation or some dipshit in a Tapout shirt swooping in, Coop wouldn’t have wanted his woman treated wrong. At the very least, he knew I’d take care of her, just like I would have dropped everything to save his ass.

This is too fucked…

Meanwhile, Brandi and Gloria kept working my clothes off. I watched my blonde drop her stomach on the table and scoot closer to my hips. The second Brandi’s hand gripped my shaft, I knew what I was in for.

Both tongues flitted over every inch as my pants dropped to my ankles. Autumn, Jada, and Candace were already moaning their frustrations away. Which didn’t help me put a stop to the inevitable.

Glancing to my left, I had a full-on orgy on my hands. The diner was closed, but the place hadn’t seen that much action in years, if ever.

Health department’s gonna hate this. Not that they had to know.

Someone’s tongue pulled against the bottom of my dick. Then Brandi looked up. “It’s all about you two. This time, anyway.”

It made Gloria pause as much as me. Her fingers stopped gliding up and down my cock as she looked me in the eyes.

Then Brandi started pulling at Gloria’s shorts. “Come on, he’s your husband, and you two haven’t even done it yet.”

Every fiber in me wanted to stop Brandi as she kept jerking more of Gloria’s hips bare. Then I saw what I’d felt between her legs, but hadn’t looked at yet.

Fuck, that’s nice… As if Coop hadn’t wrecked her yet. Not that I hadn’t heard him brag about that part of her.

Gloria’s cheeks went from bronze to red as she gripped the edge of the table. “When you touched me down there, I was awake. Why did you stop?”

Every heartbeat made my dick even more obvious, so I couldn’t play dumb. “You already know.”

Smiling as Brandi pressed a cheek against her own, Gloria didn’t take her eyes off me. Her chin was almost in her tits when she said, “But that’s not a problem anymore.”

“Is this the painting talking, or you?”

Gloria scooted herself closer to the edge, almost scalding me with those delicate folds. “Not that it matters now, but you know what he would want.”

My mind flew back to that brothel in Ramstein-Landstuhl, Germany. It was my birthday, and Coop had fronted the cost of the girl I’d been looking at all night. He wasn’t partaking because of the goddess spreading her legs in front of me, but I’d never been cheered on like that.

Gloria’s arms clung around the small of my back. Her stare almost shot holes through my head as her body kept me trapped. “So quit fucking around.”

A storm was brewing, and not outside. The way her cunt slipped and tightened around each side of my dick was outright excruciating.

My eyelids slammed tight as I jutted forward, sliding my length against the bump of her clit. She’s not messing around anymore…

Wetness and heat surged from her entrance, right at the base of my sack. Gloria pulled tighter. “Yeah, he’s gone. So what are you gonna do to make him smile?”

It was a bold choice of words. And I didn’t know how to handle it.

All the force of her body went into forcing me closer. My tip prodded into her cunt, unprotected as her mind after Jerry finished that damn painting.

Even relaxing against her hold did the job. Sliding in, all four of Gloria’s limbs shuddered. If even that little bit of fill drove her into a frenzy, she was about to be something else.

Her walls eased and I gave my full surrender. Soft, burning, and wetter than a glass of water, her impeccable cunt felt as great as it looked.

Gloria kicked one leg over my shoulder as Brandi slid into the seat. Making out like Gloria knew she was our plaything, I’d never wanted to fuck a girl harder.

Autumn screaming like she was roused a little more drive in me. Devoted and silky as hell, I knew exactly what Gloria’s pussy wanted.

Bending at the knees, I slammed hard enough to leave my mouth ajar. A good squeeze at her tits under that shirt made my heart skip a beat. Pulling that damn shirt off her as fast as Brandi and I could, I finally saw the girl in her full beauty.

Gloria clutched one of my wrists and forced my hand against her throat. Swinging forward with another push, I could tell she like the pressure as I gripped a little harder.

Brandi eased off and started playing with those tits as Gloria smirked up at me. “Don’t even think about stopping until you come in me.”

A throb shot up my cock. Clutching her neck and the breast Brandi wasn’t licking away at, I bent closer and tried driving Gloria through that goddamned table.

Her cheeks blushed a little harder as she gasped. Then her other leg draped over my shoulder, letting me push against that thick ass with my hips. Gloria knew her assets, and more importantly, how to make them work to get a man off.

Jada and Candace threw their voices into the chaos as I felt a wild spasm rock Gloria’s cunt. Tracing a line from her chest, past her belly-button, and right onto her clit almost unraveled her mind.

The tension of a peak shook through her body. Both of Gloria’s hands slapped against my abs.

When I looked down and crushed forth again, her pussy shined with all that ridiculous wetness.

Gloria made some little attempt at pushing back. But she was too damn breathless and clamped tight to do a fucking thing.

Her toes curled against the side of my head. Throwing myself into her until it hurt, I hated myself for not giving in and coming then and there.

Those walls clamped until she let out a painful wail. With legs tremoring and a new rush of heat trying to bake my shaft, Gloria wasn’t just hitting her peak. She’d lost her fucking mind.

I kept staring down with the next crush of all my weight. Letting go of her neck and caressing my way up her cheek, I asked, “Think you’ve had enough?”

But the little thing was defiant. Without even opening her eyes, Gloria whimpered out, “You stop now… I’ll never forgive you.”

Taking clit duty over as I wrapped my arm around Gloria’s thighs, Brandi wasn’t helping. “It’s okay if you knock her up. We’ve all talked about this, and she gets first dibs.”

It almost melted my spine. Technically, Gloria was my wife. Which meant any kid that happened would be the next Redd in line to take over the family legacy. Including the diner.

All that honey devoured me again. Before the tingle down below could take over, I steeled myself and slowed my roll.

But Gloria roared back to life. Pushing herself almost over the edge of the booth, her pussy ground over every inch of my cock. “Just fucking do it!”

Christ Almighty… She was so beautiful it hurt.

Pressing my tongue against the roof of my mouth, I clung onto what fragment of sense I had left. One more drive into her sent my heart to raging, like I knew it as already too late to pull out.

Gloria’s hands squeezed my wrists, her pulse almost showing in those veins trying to burst through her skin. There was a want in the girl, and it wasn’t just about a way to stay in this country, safe and legal as myself. I’d already provided her that gift.

Erect and ready, my cock slammed deep. A little rush dripped from the tip of my shaft, and then something in her felt slicker that before. Precum does that, I guess.

Brandi and Gloria clawed at my ribs. Nails, both fake and real, dug through my skin until I was on the verge of screaming my ass off. Maybe it was the pain of twenty gouges traveling down my chest. Or maybe it was that damn rumbling and about to fucking burst.

One more slip of her walls had Gloria primed and ready. Every side clamped tighter as her legs got in on the embrace.

Weak in body and spirit, I was ready to cash out and spend my load inside her.

One pair of hands let go, but it wasn’t Gloria’s. As I tried to back out, her feet and fingers kept me locked.

All that clinging brought her with me as I tried backing out. Pure insanity, or maybe that final want, tipped my hand into going all-in with her.

My throat rattled with the start of a groan. Then I felt the raw surge well up inside me.

Pushing her ass back on the table with the swing of my body, it was already too late by the time I knew what was happening.

Brandi had failed at cheerleading as a job, but I couldn’t understand why. “Just like that, all the way inside her!”

I buried my face in Gloria’s neck. Which didn’t help with gasping my next breath in, but this was too much to fight against.

Her whimpers cooed into my ear, tapering off as I gave one load after another.  Then, as I fought to give her one more, Gloria’s voice told me it was a more precious gift than life itself.

My whole body wanted to shake, or just give the hell in. Still rock-hard and all the way inside my ‘wife,’ even pulling out threatened to sweep my legs from underneath me.

Gloria put her lips against mine and held each side of my face with her hands. “If it’s a boy, you already know who we’re naming him after.”


I’d held off on opening that second joint downtown. Sure, I owned the building and the property taxes chewed into my ass, but running the first location was work enough. Especially now that Gloria wasn’t in any condition to help out.

The tail-end of the lunch rush started paying their bills when I heard the door chime. Jada had asked for the day off, so I was kinda shocked to see her father walk in.

He took a seat at the counter, which wasn’t like him. I walked out from behind the kitchen window and leaned my elbows on the Formica. “You look like you’ve got some news for me.”

Brian smiled back. “I’m not gonna lie, I still had my doubts about you, even when we decided to work things out.”

“Why do I feel like this isn’t a social call, or just another lunch?”

He looked over at Autumn, who had just started to show her own bump. Then Brandi rushed over to give him the usual coffee. With two bags of sugar and a hint of creamer.

I had to protest. “Hey, you’re on light duty, remember?”

Now, I held off on that second location. Because about the time Gloria would be ready to come off maternity leave, Brandi would take her place. And then Autumn. The only ones I hadn’t put in that situation were Candace and Jada. Not that our little freak hadn’t been trying her damnedest lately.

Brandi ducked her chin onto my shoulder. “This is gonna be good.”

I caught the snicker on the other side of the counter. Brian wasn’t a subtle guy. “Hey, I’m amazed my little girl told me before you.”

Because of course she’d do this. On the verge of tears and laughter at the same time, I took in a deep breath and rubbed the inside corner of both eyes. “I knew Jada was lying about that indigestion, in a way.”

He kept grinning. “Welcome to the family. Just make sure that kid has your last name, alright?”

I wasn’t a fundamentalist Mormon, or even a member of the mainstream church. But wouldn’t you know it, those folks are willing to overlook a lot when you adopt their lifestyle.

At the very least, I was adding even more rooms onto the house. “Brian, I hope you know at least a couple of good contractors. My place is gonna get awfully crowded by this time next year.”

And that didn’t even include the rooms and staff I’d need for that second joint.


ENJOY THESE COMPLIMENTARY EXCERPTS FROM: 

HAREM PROJECT ALPHA 


Wes locked eyes with every one of the dozen or so suits and IT managers. “Something’s come up.” Nodding leftward at his Chief Operating Officer, Wes finally added, “Brett, come on, we’ve got something to talk about. Now.”

Every face stayed locked-on, and he knew it. After Wes closed the door behind them, it was time break the news he knew he should have given months ago, had he known when this would happen. “It’s time to find a new CEO.”

Brett had been competent, and more importantly, loyal from the start. “Why? If it’s legal problems, we can have a squad of attorneys on it before lunch.”

Wes didn’t bother explaining any further. “Follow me.”

The rounded sconces and hanging plants gave way to the raised catwalk in the hangaresque lobby. Why did she have to show up now, of all fucking times?

Pointing down at the reception area, Wes’ finger aimed right at a blonde showing a little too much cleavage in her white cocktail dress. Her red lips and blonde hair, like a priceless ruby set in platinum, would have caught a blind man’s attention. “She’s why.”

Brett razzed Wes’ hair. “Buddy, sexual harassment suits settle for pennies on the dollar. You know that as well as I do.”

“It’d be really bad if that was why she’s here.” Wes feigned a smile as he leaned against the clear barrier and looked at Brett. “Because she’s my mother.”

***

Wes looked out the window at the mid-century modern compound on the edge of the sea bluff. The central building was surrounded on every other side by hillsides covered in green fields, six prairie-style mansions, and a smattering of greenhouses and outbuildings. “Someone realized the oceans would rise. What about it?”

One crooked digit tapped at the camera, like it could touch Wes through the stream. Wes’ benefactor glowed with pride as he responded, “Our whole base of operations is here on the north island of New Zealand now. The first woman your father bred already has your first candidate on her way.”

The fact that Grant had knocked up Dr. Cynthia Clare-Rickard before his own mother never sat right with him. “I get it, Jareth’s my dad’s oldest kid. Stop reminding me.”

“And he’s here to help.” Janus’ twisted grin faded into the look of a man who realized shit was getting close to the fan. “Sorry if that’s a problem.”

If getting his half-brother out of drug charges in Thailand hadn’t been so easy, Wes would have panicked. “I’ll agree, but only if he keeps his nose clean and stays out of our way.” Bribes in the six-digits had saved Jareth from execution or life in prison, under Thailand’s batshit laws.

The way Janus pulled his shawl closer didn’t make it any better. “I know you’ll keep looking after him, but he has to start taking responsibility for himself, someday.”

Elena’s unmistakable voice flooded Wes’ head.

Janus is dying. You know it as well as I do.

***

Janus was already gliding along the slate tiles again. “The children of the Donors and Prime Recipients contains enough willing candidates for our work to proceed. The problem when you tinker with human evolution is, it takes at least twenty years to move onto the next stage.”

“So you want me to direct the second generation of your work.” It was an honor Wes had known about for years already, but it still gave him the warm fuzzies. “I’m still up for it, but I need to know everything.”

Halfway across the room, Janus asked, “Did you ever find a girl who meets our criteria?”

For the ninth time in a year, Wes answered, “Yeah, her name’s Holly.”

Not so far gone that a reminder couldn’t get him back on the rails, Janus picked up where he’d left off. “Oh yeah, how could I forget her?”

Fucking Alzheimer’s. Which Janus himself forgot he had, every now and then.

“She’s on her way with Ava. Can’t have you getting too lonely here.”

It was breaking news to Wes. “She doesn’t even know about the arrangement we’ve got. I wish you’d have let me break it to her, myself.”

“So she doesn’t even know her father was one of our Donors?”

Wes didn’t either. “Who?”

“Steve Michaels, one of the first we trialed with Patrem Theta. As a matter of fact, he was the last man your father trained, personally.”

“But I’ve met her dad a few times already, and—” It hit Wes out of nowhere. “Fuck, now I’ve got even more to explain to her.”

***

Wet and burning like a rolling pot, the petite mess he called a girlfriend was already arching her back. Both of her hands left Wes’ scalp and then slammed against the cotton sheets.

“Don’t you fucking stop!”

But he wasn’t even going that hard. Succuba Gamma does this too?

Acting like a hysterical firework of moans and trembles, Holly’s voice seethed like she was trying to keep her lips shut. The vibrations from her throat were making it all the way through her body, passing into Wes.

Without a second of warning, her entire frame tried drawing into a knot. Her mind wasn’t the only thing that had changed. She was acting like a bike ride on a bumpy road would get her off.

Not knowing if it was a seizure, or if the meds were working as intended, Wes broke his mouth away. As his fingers stilled against her g-spot, he looked at the thigh to his right. Even that part of her was blushing.

“Think you’ll make it?”

By the time Wes paid attention to her face again, reams of sweat had already started coursing down her forehead. Every one of her pants sounded raw.

“Don’t tell me you already came.”

Holly barely had the wherewithal to shake her head. With both cheeks closing in the color of blood, the denial had to be killing her.

One dance of his finger along Holly’s pussy forced the rest her to shake like a cold chill in human form. “You were always sensitive, but this is insane.”

Finally getting the air to talk, she whimpered, “It’s already hurting not to come.”

He’d have to let Cynthia and Ava know that part of the pharmaceutical cocktail was too much for a girl Holly’s size. With her barely clocking in at half his weight, Wes had to ponder if he’d end up shattering her to pieces.

By the time he’d gathered his thoughts, Holly was already up on her knees. As she scooted closer, what she wanted next was already plain as day.
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