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from Seven Sunsets © 2014 Morgan Jane Mitchell

Only a waitress

“Your names are Tony and Bob?” It said Bones and Cowboy right on their vests. I could barely see in the horrible strobe lights, but I’d read that much. They were too drunk to realize. 

“You say you’re new here.” The man’s hand was on my ass. I removed it.

“Yeah, you could say that.” I was only filling in for a friend because I desperately needed the money. You’d never know from the hot pants, bra and hooker boots, but I’d never stepped foot in a strip club before last week. It’s not that I was an angel, but I thought I’d never be caught dead exposing myself on stage, no matter how desperate. Tonight, I was only a waitress, but tomorrow night I’d go on stage for the first time. The girls here said they made even more giving lap dances with extras. Extras being blowjobs and sex. I hated to stoop this low, but you do what you have to just to survive. My time was running out, and I’d just have to take the bullet. Take one for the team. “I’m only a waitress, boys. What can I get ya?”

“Only a waitress?” The broad-shouldered blond man gave me a smolder. “They keeping the pretty girls off the stage?” I swallowed, trying not to let the compliment go to my head. He was the kind of man women fell on the floor and flailed around for, but he was also here to see the strippers. Not to mention he wore a leather motorcycle vest and had bones tattooed up his neck and down his arms. Skeleton hands were tattooed on his large hands that had a sinister looking ring on every finger. His hand touched mine. “So, you mean I can’t get a lap dance from you?”

“No,” I said steadily and walked away from him and his buddy wearing the cowboy hat and plaid shirt under his vest. He’d barely looked my way. 

Cowboy 

“Cowboy, what the hell does that name mean anyhow? I used to think it meant you were a cowboy, being from out west and all this shit you wear, but now I see you’re all quiet most of the time—until you go off. You’re a fucking loose cannon, took those Mutherfukers down without blinking an eye. Saved the lot of us, but they’ll be hell to pay back home. I’m going to make sure you get some pussy tonight.” Bones was drunk, patting my back and hugging me close. He needed a woman before he fucked me. 

“What about her?” The stripper in front of us didn’t leave much to the imagination with one strip of fabric between her legs and tasseled nipples. Any of the women here would do. All of them had smoking bodies, iffy faces and probably heaps of daddy issues. Knowing how fucked up they were didn’t make my dick less hard. I’d be someone’s daddy tonight, have a bitch or two before the night was over. I didn’t need Bones’ help.

“Nah, I want some filling. I want to take that pretty little waitress back to the hotel and fill every hole she’s got. You gonna help?”

Bones wanted us both to fuck the waitress. The thought sent a longing through me too. It was always more fun if the girl didn’t think she was a porn star. Speaking of porn stars, I thought of Anarchy, wondering who she was fucking now. Fuck—I didn’t want to think of that woman. “Tails.” I called it first. 

Bones grimaced, slamming his fist down on the stage. 

I laughed. “That’s if you can score her.”

“No problem.”

“Did you look at her?”

“I sure did, coming and leaving.”

I’d watched too. I’d called her ass after all. “Didn’t look like the kinda girl who’d fuck two strangers. What do you plan to do? Get her drunk?”

He got up and walked off. Fuck—he was full of himself. 

Suzi

Vic, the bartender cocked his head. “Looks like you got an admirer.”

I followed his gaze to see the gorgeous blond Viking of a man strolling my way. His eyes were locked on me. 

“Suzi’s a beautiful name for a beautiful woman.” Bones kissed my hand, his lips lingering before his tongue darted out. 

I fought a smile. “Thanks.” Shit, I was waiting for my drinks from the bar, so I couldn’t just walk away again.

“You wanna get out of here?”

“And go where?” It was late. The only things opened other than the Super Walmart and the Circle K were strip clubs and bars.

“Go have some drinks?”

“Can’t. It’s my first week.”

Bones smiled, making himself ten times more irresistible. “When you get off?”

I’d had men hit on me all week, but none were as hot as this guy. Nevertheless, I wasn’t stupid. The girls told me not to fall prey to flattery. The men here were looking to get laid and nothing else. It was part of the job too, putting up with constant harassment. If a guy got too persistent though, I could tell our bouncer and have him thrown out. My voice more assertive, I told him, “Going home to sleep.” Finally! Vic slid me my long island iced tea. I turned away from my admirer to grab my drinks. 

Bones didn’t give up. “My buddy and I have a bet. He says I can’t get a kiss from you.”

I huffed, steading my tray of drinks up over my shoulder. “You can’t.” I headed over to the stage, to the booth full of businessmen with loose ties hanging around their necks. They’d ordered a large round of drinks only to hand me a dollar that had probably fallen out of a stripper’s twat. “Fucking tight wads,” I said under my breath. Turning around, I bumped into the huge man, landing against his hard chest. He smelled of leather and beer, but damn it didn’t matter because when I peered up, he wore that sexy grin again. He steadied me, grabbing my waist, his hand almost wrapping around half of me. As butterflies tickled my insides, I stepped away. “Are you following me now?” I asked over my shoulder, walking back to the front.

He followed me back through the club, closer and closer until he was looming over me. I turned around to find him towering over me. He bent to my ear. “Look over there. My buddy’s watching. Just one kiss,” he whispered, handing me a one-hundred-dollar bill.

Taken aback only for a second, I shoved it in my pocket. I tilted my head way up and closed my eyes, waiting. Nothing happened. I opened my eyes to see he’d gone back to the second stage. Mandy had her ass in his face, but he was looking over his shoulder back at me. What a weirdo! I wasn’t giving back the money.

For the next hour, I didn’t see the two bikers again. Figured they went to the back for a lap dance. Too bad I wasn’t stripping tonight. I really hoped for one high roller tomorrow, so I wouldn’t have to do it too long. God let him be as sexy as Bones. Leaving for the night, I pushed open the back door to see the man leaning against his motorcycle, waiting for me. His eyes blazed, cutting through the early morning darkness, finding me. He wore a mysterious look on his face that was broken by his charming smile. His friend was on his bike, the engine running. Crossing my arms, I looked around for Mandy, my ride, with no luck. I turned my head back and forth, searching for her car. 

“I sent Mandy home,” Bones’ voice came through the rumbling engine noise.

“Why?” I sounded pissed, but truth be told, I was scared. Two motorcycle men, no matter how handsome and one woman—this was what my pepper spray and whistle were made for. I put my hand on my purse, knowing both were deep inside beneath a mountain of receipts, makeup and my big can of hairspray.

“I’m waiting for my kiss.”

Oh! Is that all he wanted? “You didn’t take it.” 

“I didn’t say when I was going to kiss you.”

“Fine, go ahead.” I closed my eyes and puckered my lips. Hell, he could tongue me as long as he wanted. As nasty as I felt about stripping, being around so much sexual energy had left me frustrated. No, as I waited for his lips, I knew he’d started it earlier. Now, I wanted his one kiss. I waited a little longer, but the kiss never came.

Bones’ mouth hovered above mine. “I wasn’t talking about your mouth, sweetheart.”

“Ugh,” I said aloud. “Really?” I rolled my eyes, digging in my pocket for his hundred-dollar bill. Like I was going to let him kiss me there? I pulled out my money, looking at it in the little bit of light from the streetlamps. I only saw one-dollar bills on the first pass. I flipped through frantically, looking for the bill he’d given me, but it wasn’t there. “Fuck! I don’t have your money. Sorry.”

“Then you better get on your knees.”

“What, me?”

He laughed, coming in close again. “You think I’d pay one hundred dollars to place a kiss on your pussy?” Bones had a smart-ass smirk. “Must be one hell of a pussy.” Trapping me against the back door in an instant, he had his long arms on either side of me.  

Burnie came around the corner. “Thank god,” I breathed, my eyes meeting the black dots under our bouncer’s thick brow, but Bones waved him away, and Burnie left. What the fuck just happened?

Bones’ face was inches from mine. “Like I was saying—get on your knees. I want my kiss.”

“You have to pay one hundred dollars to have women suck your cock?” I challenged with my own attitude. I was buying myself some time. 

Bones only seemed to like me more, his charming smile returning. “No, but I’d pay you a thousand to come back to me and my buddy’s room.”

“No thanks. I like breathing.”

He leaned into me even more, his body against mine as he laid a kiss on my neck. My whole body responded, screaming take me right here. I held my breath. 

“I’m not a sicko, Cher. I’m not going to kill you,” he said into my skin, kissing it again. “If I wanted to kill you, I’d take you and put you on the back of my bike right now. I want to fuck you. Well, actually, me and my buddy want to fuck you.”

Glancing over at the other guy, I found he was hot too but something about Bones spoke to me or at least my body. This was crazy. “Why me? There were thirty girls in there tonight who would have said yes.”

“Why are you here if you don’t want to make some money?” Bones asked the obvious question. 

I didn’t have an answer for that. “I told you before. I’m not a stripper or a whore. I’m a waitress. I don’t fuck two guys at once.”

“See, I didn’t say you had to take us both at once. Two thousand if you take us both at once.”

The image in my head didn’t frighten me like I thought it would. I’d never done two guys before. My ex had wanted a threesome, but with another girl involved. A threesome sounded so offensive to me when he’d mentioned it, but now confronted by two fine men, it only turned me on. Still, it wasn’t happening. Besides, two thousand dollars wasn’t enough. “Five thousand.” That ought to shut him up.

“Done.” Bones smiled his smile that would make an angel fall out of the sky.

“Seriously?” I crossed my arms, squinting.

“Seriously,” Bones purred, satisfied with himself already.

“Up front?”

“Yeah.” Bones backed off and pulled out a wad of cash, counting it.

“Okay,” I said slowly. I couldn’t believe this was happening. “On one condition.”

“I’m all ears, love.”

“I’m putting the money inside before I leave with you.”

Bones handed me the money as I studied his vest. I went inside and grabbed a piece of paper. I wrote down everything I’d seen and a quick description of the two men. I had to stop myself from writing Asphalt Gods MC but looks more like a fucking sex god. I scribbled V. President, Shreveport LA and every other symbol and number I’d seen, not knowing what any of it meant. I wrapped my note around the money and locked it away in Riley’s locker, my locker for the next few months I’d agreed to work in her place, so she could go on leave. My friend was way too pregnant to be stripping. If something happened to me, someone would find them. Not that I got that vibe, but you couldn’t be too careful around here.

The one-hundred-dollar bill fell out of my locker when I shut it. I tucked it in my bra, thinking I might need it for a cab later.

Rob, the owner and my boss met me outside the dressing room. “Everything alright out there?”

“Yeah,” I lied. After all, I’d taken their money. The girls who did extras here gave Rob a cut. He wasn’t getting a dime of this. If I made it through the night, I wouldn’t have to strip tomorrow. One night of being fucked by two hot guys was better than months of stripping and still possibly whoring myself out to make the five thousand bucks I needed by December.

“What do the Gods want from you?”

I dug in my bra and gave the one hundred to Rob. “A blow job’s all.”

“We’ve all got to start somewhere.” Rob produced his own handful of bills and counted me out seventy dollars. 

“Thirty percent?”

“Don’t knock it. You won’t find a better rate in Texas. Hey, you get done out there and come in and take care of me you can have the thirty back.” His voice was slick as oil.

“Sorry, they’re giving me a ride home for the discount.” I left, thinking I’d much rather take two men at once, once in my life than deal with Rob pretending to be my pimp daddy.

Bones

Suzi trembled and closed her eyes as I ran a finger down the curve of her breasts. We’d had her strip for us, learning she’d planned to for the first time the next night. She was so hot and going to take to two dicks like a duck to water. Her curly caramel hair went great with two big green eyes over a perky nose. Petite, she had a slim toned physique that made her c cup breasts and chunky butt seem even curvier. Just perfect, I thought as she moved her body much like the strippers had on stage, although less confidently. The difference, she knew she was about to get fucked. The anticipation showed in her eyes, a sweet mix of longing and nerves. Cowboy and I stripped off our clothes to reveal our muscular frames as she danced. The difference between Cowboy and I was, I was man sized, my muscles coming from a life of hard work on my father’s farm, where he was a boy who’d pumped iron. 

Suzy was all softness. Her mouth was soft wrapped around my long, thick rod as Cowboy went to the bathroom, probably to get some lotion to use as lube. She’d never be able to take what I did to most women’s throats. Wrapping her hand around the rest of my dick, she pumped as she sucked. I reached around to feel the soft caramel hair that lined her snatch, soft like she’d never shaved it before. Working a finger around, I found her wetter and wetter as she squirmed. 

She gasped when I touched her little honey trap with my tongue. I breathed her in because, well, I loved pussy. She’d sucked me off, and now I was pleasuring her while Cowboy got his dick milked. Suzi was dripping wet, her pussy clenching around my tongue inside her. I quit licking and got to my knees to fingerfuck her sweet hole as I watched her take Cowboys dick in her mouth. 

As she sucked Cowboy’s prick, her ass was shoving against me until her pink pucker was kissing my cock. All while my fingers moved inside her, stroking her walls. Oh, she wanted it. Gently, I humped my rod through her soft ass cheeks. I pulled my fingers out of her pussy, licked one and glided it into her asshole. Cowboy wasn’t quite as hung as me, so it was a good thing he was taking the back, but damn I wanted her to myself all of the sudden.

“Oh,” she gasped, moving away from me and Cowboy’s cock.

“Fucking, tease,” I said but in a dreamy voice. 

“Hey, that’s mine.” Cowboy switched positions, ready to go since he hadn’t come down her throat like I had. 

We moved Suzi until she was straddling my waist and lying on my chest, her breasts smashed against me. That wouldn’t do, so I lifted her a little to cup them, tweaking her hardened nipples. “Are you ready for this?” I asked her. My cock was hard again, thinking about gliding into her wet pussy, tighter with Cowboy inside of her too. 

“You’re not both going to be inside me at once, are you?”

I thought of us both stretching the same slick walls, but I didn’t want to touch Cowboy’s dick. “He’s going in back, and I’m right here.” Taking the base, I positioned my dick to enter her.

“I didn’t agree to this.”

“What do you think fuck us both at once meant?” Cowboy asked from behind her, cozying up to her asshole.

She squirmed on top of me, making me want to hold her down and slam her pussy with or without Cowboy.

Looking into her anxious eyes, I asked, “You’ve done anal before?” 

“A few times. An ex-boyfriend.”

Fuck, I wanted to change positions but a deal’s a deal. “You backing out?” I asked, pinching her nipples and thrusting toward her. 

She breathed, enjoying it, “No, I need the money.” Her eyes looked more worried, her thoughts far away.

But her warm, wet pussy was waiting. I entered her, little by little until I’d plugged her but still hanging out a bit as I usually did. Sliding my hands down to her tiny waist, I steadied her for Cowboy. Watching her bite her lip as Cowboy came in from behind, I felt him too. His movements were enough, tightening Suzi even more around my shaft, the friction amazing. Suzi’s eyes were watering, blinking before me. I thought if I were to move, I’d break her in two. Damn, she was taking an asspounding. Cowboy had gone crazy on her just like he had the Mutherfukers but up her ass. I would’ve been a lot gentler. As much as I didn’t know if she liked it or not, I knew my cock was enjoying it. Surprising me, soon Suzi was getting off, regardless. I took the opportunity to move a little, slow and purposeful until I got off too.

Wrapping my arms around her, I was still inside her when Cowboy hauled out and went straight to the bathroom. She was crying but trying to be quiet about it. I kissed her forehead, feeling like a turd in a punchbowl. Suzi moved to get up and off me, but I stopped her. “Just lay here.” Her head flopped against my chest as her tears fell. I put the sheet over us. “Shh, it’s going to be alright.” 

Cowboy must have gone to his room because I didn’t see him again before Suzi and I fell asleep. She was long gone come morning.
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Somewhere over El Paso

BONES

“Let me help you.”

I let the blonde stewardess steady me into my seat in first class, although I didn’t need the help. She whisked away my crutches, my only baggage. 

“I’m here if you need anything else,” she said with a slight Slovenian accent. 

I winked and hit her tush. 

Not complaining, she gave me a bashful smile in return. 

I reached down and pulled my bum leg up on the bench in front of me to prop it up. They’d put a metal rod in the bone in Tucson. Not only did I have a cast, but I also had a boot so I could walk easier. I’d be flying my ass back to my home state of Louisiana with my leg in this shit instead of riding home on my hog. My solid black, Harley-Davidson Cross Bones with its rigid mount twin cam engine and springer front end was somewhere in El Paso, Texas, thanks to that cunt Anarchy selling us out. That fucktard Polecat shot me and fractured my femur. He’d get his soon enough. I cracked my knuckles thinking of the crunch his bones would make when I met him again.

Fuck me. El Paso. 

Well, I was sure the boys out in Horizon City picked up my hog, and I’d have it back in no time. Although my custom Harley was irreplaceable and I’d have to buy another in the meantime, money was no problem. 

Fuck me for another reason. That Suzi. 

The girl just skipped out in the middle of the night. I took out my phone to watch what I’d videoed of our encounter. I zoomed in so I didn’t see Cowboy’s lily-white ass. My dick got rock hard watching her squirm, sandwiched between us. 

The stewardess loomed over me. “Can you turn that down, Mr. Astason?”

The video of Suzi moaned again before I shut off my phone. “Suzi, was it?”

“No, Sir. I’m Barbara.”

“Barbara, do you have headphones? I also need a drink.”

“Yes, Sir. What will you have?”

“Whatever.”

Almost Immediately, I sipped on some champaign, watching my video in private. Suzi had been something else. Corkscrew caramel blonde hair, olive green eyes and a pert nose over the sweetest smile. Tiny, fit thing but packing so much T and A. I’d had women as hot, hotter than her. Sure, she was young, innocent, but I’d had younger. Suzi gave us a preview of what she planned to show the whole strip club the next day. Watching her now, I didn’t want her to go through with it. I wondered if she had. The expectation in her eyes, a delightful mix of hunger and fear as she revealed herself to us. Remembering her frightened expression, then her tears made me long for her anew. Yes, she’d been scared to take on two big bikers, and I liked my women scared, but that hadn’t been what enchanted me either. Suzi had been desperate for some reason. Because she sure as hell wasn’t the type of girl who usually slept with the likes of me. It pained her to do so. Fucking us broke her heart. I longed for her to hurt again, but only so I could comfort her like I had before. The fact I’d probably never get to sleep with her again drove me mad. I didn’t even get a souvenir.

The flight attendant walked by again, the blonde. She was no Suzi.  

“Hey. You mind helping me to the John?” I asked her.

She retrieved my crutches and helped me to the first-class bathroom, which was much larger than the others, but still small as shit on domestic flights. Inside, I kept my crutches. 

“A little help with the zipper, Cher.”

Glancing behind her first, she stepped into the bathroom with me. I’d been joking, but the bitch planned to help. 

Smiling like the cat who caught the canary, I said, “Shut the door behind you, so no one sees my dick.” 

This woman shut the door and unzipped my pants only to discover my rigid dick waiting for her. I hadn’t worn any underwear. I was lucky I’d gotten dressed in this cast. Jessy Bell had cut the left leg out of this pair of jeans for me. 

The woman stood frozen, eyeing my big dick. 

“Can you help with this, Suzi?” 

“Mr. Astason, my name is Barbara, and...” 

“You want to suck my dick, don’t you?”

The bitch sucked in her cheeks, thinking. She nodded and bent to her knees. I’d stumbled onto a sub. 

Snatching her hair, I pictured Suzi’s curly locks between my fingers. “Your name is Suzi.” 

“Yes, Sir. My name is Suzi.”

Even with a broken leg, I was getting along fine as frog fur. All my weight on one leg, the crutches fell away. I hadn’t really needed them. The bitch wrapped her wet mouth around my dick. As she sucked, I imagined Suzi on her knees, her sweet green eyes staring up at me. Turbulence thrust us forward, and I almost punctured the stewardess’ throat. I came down it in the next instance. 

Standing to greet me, she wiped the corners of her mouth. Her foreign accent thickened. “Anything else, Sir?” 

“Laissez les bon temps,” I replied, letting my New Orleans’ drawl shine. 

“What does that mean?”

“Let the good times roll.” Sitting down on the tiny toilet, I invited her into my naked lap. I could go again. I had a couple hours to kill. 

The bitch went on in broken English, she liked my tattoos. “All these bones. You’re like a skeleton.”

“Shut up. Turn around, Suzi.” 

When she obeyed, I hauled her back onto my erection. While she bounced, I thought only of Suzi. 

Ou yie, I had me an envie for the waitress from El Paso.
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El Paso

Suzi

“What’s your name, Guera?” 

“Susan Waterhouse,” I almost shouted.

“Water...?” 

Yeah, it was noisier than cats making kittens in here even though we were in the back of the Casa de Baca, in her office. “Waterhouse like the painter.”

Her eyes squinting in confusion, the aging brunette sucked on her vape. The fruity scent made me more nauseous than usual. She shook her fat head while flicking through a spiral notebook. 

Taking the glass beside her, I made a triangle with my fingers. “Water and house.” 

“Susan... Waterhouse.” Bitch was pretending like she didn’t remember me. I worked here for two daggone years. 

“Might be listed as Suzi.”

“With a y or an i?”

“Either way. I’ve used both.” No one ever got it right so why should I? “Listen I paid Rob, I mean, Mr. Silas the money back last month. So, y’all can quit sending your thugs. Okay?” 

“What are you on about?”

I put my hands on my hips, fixin’ to throw a hissy fit. “I’ve seen them lurking around the bakery. Y’all are not going to take my home.”

“What bakery? Miss Waterhouse,” she began in English then barked the rest in mostly Spanish. I translated in my mind, “I don’t know who you think you are talking to me like that. However, I do not see you in our books. Looks like you’ve paid up. I have no idea what thugs you are speaking of.”

“The bikers following me.”

“Silas has no dealings with any motorcycle gangs. You best watch yourself. You need some help, Guera?” Emma’s eyebrows raised as drummed her fingers on the pages.

“No.”

She closed the books and shooed me away. 

Emma was as crooked as a dog’s hindleg. I knew her help would come with a price like it had before. At least I hadn’t lost my home. Borrowing the money my boss had so generously offered to stop the foreclosure hadn’t been the best idea in hindsight. But what choice did I have being a poor college student? Well, next fall, I’d start college at twenty-one. Better late than never. See, my Grandpop left his house to me when he died last year, but property taxes in El Paso were a bitch. Little did I know that taking a loan from my boss to cover them would lead to so much trouble. 

Rob and Emma Silas said I could work off the five thousand I borrowed. I’d assumed they meant they’d actually pay me for all the late nights I’d spent at Casa de Baca, after slinging beers, fixing Emma’s mistakes in the nightly paperwork. Easy peasy, I thought. But no. No sooner had I paid the state did the Silas’s demand I work at their strip club instead of my usual job at their restaurant. I’d not even known they owned a strip club. I refused. Next thing I knew, they demanded I pay them back as quickly as possible, no matter what it took, or they’d have me sign over the house. I told them I’d work there as a waitress. They balked. What the hell did they expect? I found out what. 

“Don’t waste that young body, Guera.” Emma chortled when I refused to strip or give lap dances. They expected more than that. I found out Silas and Company were basically pimps. 

But as luck would have it, I hadn’t had to do anything much. Not counting two bikers. 

Anyhow, that nightmare was all over now thanks to that one crazy night. 

At least I’d thought it was over when I paid up and quit working for the slimiest man in El Paso, Texas and his stupid sister. I found a job at a local bakery working for a nice lesbian couple making the kolaches in the morning. Mia and Wendy wouldn’t ever try to pimp me out. I’d even enrolled in the culinary program at the El Paso Community College. Things were looking up, until the bikers started showing up at the beginning of my shift, at 5am. I never got a good look at them as they kept their distance, but I had my suspicions they might be from the same gang of bikers as the man who gave me enough money to buy my freedom from Rob Silas. 

Now that Emma denied that I owed them anything else, my suspicions were confirmed. 

The next morning, I parked my bicycle in the alley out back and opened Top of the Muffin as usual. Once the ovens were heating, I popped in my air pods and thumbed through my playlist. I needed a pick me up. Lizzo would work. As I danced, I checked everything off my list and started making dough. The sunshine poured into the storefront about blinding me. My mood brightened. But predictably, right before my coworker should be showing up, the bikers buzzed by, dampening my mood. Had they been across the street the whole time watching me? Did they think I owed them something? From what I understood, our deal had been one and done. Now that the Silas family were off my back maybe I could just call the cops about the bikers. I didn’t owe them anything. I’d done exactly what the man had asked in return for the money. I searched for the non-emergency number for the police, I knew Mia had by the phone on the wall. Tomorrow if I saw them again, I’d be ready. Problem solved.

Though, I wondered if someone in particular wanted his money back. A memory of the skeleton tattooed man surfaced. My whole body responded as I replayed the night in my mind, minus the scary nervous parts, erasing the dude in the hat who destroyed my anus. It was just me on top of the big Viking of a biker. Blond hair, ice blue eyes with a smile that would melt the polar ice caps were the only things I could see. Swooning, I shaped donuts, thinking of what I could feel, his humongous, Texas sized dick. I’d not been with anyone since then and Bones, I think that had been the nickname on his motorcycle vest, had dominated my spank account. Lord have mercy, I had to get it together since I’d be unlocking doors soon. I fanned myself and promised to finish this fantasy later. Glancing down, I saw I’d made a big dick shaped donut. Giggling, I gave it some balls for good measure and dropped it in the fryer. Not to worry, I’d make sure I ate it before anyone noticed. 

Before I unlocked the doors, I made myself an americano and grabbed a donut to sit down for my break. Maple bacon had to be my favorite after our Nutella filled donut. This one was shaped and decorated like a cactus, not unlike the other novelty donuts we make. I scraped off the excessive icing and took a bite. This one tasted off. I couldn’t finish it. My stomach gurgled an ache. I couldn’t even try the dick shaped one. I decorated it like a bone and placed it with the others. A text buzzed on my watch. My coworker Javier sent his ETA. He’d be here in about fifteen minutes. About an hour late as usual. I huffed and then stopped myself from smiling too big. It was Tuesday when Mia and Wendy were both off, leaving Javier and I to run the bakery’s day shift alone. It being our slowest day, we could handle it. With no supervision, we always had way too good of a time.

Javier showed up just as I unlocked the doors, letting in our first customers. 

“Suzi, I’m sorry for being late. Cara’s sick again.” 

I tried not to frown at his words as I told him how sorry I was to hear it. “Bless her heart.”

His girlfriend was pregnant, poor thing. Well, she thought she was, but nothing had been confirmed yet. Take a freaking test already. Geez. Javier leaned against the counter showing off his thick bod, looking as tasty as ever. I licked at my lips tasting the sugar still there. My fantasy about the biker had warmed my oven and Javier would do the trick, but the man was taken, no matter how well we got along. I’d thought maybe there was a chance for him and I before his on again and off again high school sweetheart, Carina suddenly thought she might have a bun in the oven. Javier’s been on cloud nine about having a baby and worried as shit about poor Cara Bear, as he called her. I hid my despair as he talked about his plans to make the move to Austin by the time the baby was born. Yes, Cara had secured Javier just as he and I were getting close. The good ones were always taken. 

Still, Cara Bear or not, Javier and I had a great time cutting the brisket for our signature big kolache. This was Texas after all. We sat aside some meat for Mia’s famous tacos, too. Top of the Muffin served more than sweets, now. Pretty soon, we’d look stupid still calling it a bakery. 

In the middle of slicing jalapenos, my watch buzzed again reminding me of why I wasn’t dating anyone right now. Matt, my old high school sweetheart and ex-husband sent his weekly, I still miss you text, despite the fact we divorced over a year ago, for good reason. Besides, he remarried immediately afterwards. I never answered his text and should’ve blocked him by now, but sometimes it’s nice to know someone’s miserable without you. 

Matt deserved to be miserable and then some.

I clocked out right after the lunch rush, but since it’d be slow, I stayed to hang out with Javier while he cleaned up. As he ran the dishes, he talked about moving to Austin, Texas. 

“How close is it to the beach?” I Googled while I was wondering. 

“That’s right. You’ve never left El Paso, have you?”

“Yes, I’ve left. But not gone far enough away to see anything worthwhile.” The ocean and the gulf were eight hours away in either direction. I’d never even been to a more exciting city like Austin or Dallas, either. I felt about as country as a biscuit.

Like a fool, I got married right after high school. When Matt popped the question at homecoming, I said yes, thinking we had time. We planned to go off to the University of Texas after graduation together. I presumed we’d get married eventually after we both had degrees. But my Mimi had been dying to see me walk down the aisle. She’d also been dying for real. See, my grandparents raised me, and I’m not talking about spry fifty-year-olds. My eighty-year-old Mimi was given six weeks to live, so I decided to have a wedding. I fulfilled her dying wish thinking it had also been my own at the time. I had a beautiful wedding with half the town present. Afterwards, after Mimi passed, I put college on hold for a year to take care of my Grandpop who just happened to be dying shortly after the death of his wife. They’d been so in love, and I figured he couldn’t live without her. 

That year off turned into two. Matt started college right away but went to the University of Texas’s El Paso campus since I needed to stay near my Grandpop. When not taking care of  him, I waited tables to pay for Matt and my apartment while he went to class. I wanted us to live with my Grandpop so taking care of him would be easier, but Matt wouldn’t have it. Then Matt started drinking. Sometimes he would hit me when I came home from work late. I worked the night shift at Casa de Baca back then. I touched my cheek remembering the sting. The abuse alone would’ve been a good enough reason for me to leave Matt, but I didn’t. Matt always broke down the next day, explaining he was super stressed about school. If I were bacon, I would’ve sizzled.

Luckily, one day I came home from work early because I felt sick and caught him with another woman. Not just another woman, a literal crack whore. Matt was supposed to be at class. I found out while I’d been spending my days nursing my Grandpop and nights as a server, he’d dropped out of college all together, a year earlier, developed a drug addiction and a gambling problem. All right under my bruised nose. That’d done the trick. Woke me up. I filed for divorce and moved back in with Grandpop. A week later Grandpop passed away.

Needless to say, I’d been kind of lost after losing my grandparents and my husband. Nevertheless, thanks to some antidepressants, in the last month I’d paid off a bad loan to keep my childhood home and was planning a future for myself. I talked about my house and my college plans to Javier, leaving out the part about how I paid off the back taxes. I couldn’t exactly tell him about the bikers stalking me either. Instead, I told him how I was redecorating the house. Honestly, I could no longer stand to be reminded of my grandparents. I missed them both so much. Therefore, I was in the process of selling most of our old furniture and getting new to me pieces. Then I spoke about my passion, all my cooking and baking I do at home and about my container garden. Javier seemed a bit preoccupied while I talked, gazing down at his phone a lot. I started to wonder if I bored him for a moment, but our conversation quickly picked back up. I made some tacos for us to share, and like most Tuesdays, we talked until the place started filling up again. When the evening crew showed up, it was time for him to leave.
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