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      “Red, seriously, get out there and get those tables served!”

      “Yes, ma’am.” Cappy ‘Red’ Osage wasn’t sure what had possessed him to take this job waiting tables at The Woods. He wasn’t very tall and, although he was quick as a bird (pun intended), he wasn’t the strongest bird on the block. Still, it was rent money and he could use it, so he hoisted the tray on his arm and went to work.

      Solange seated a new guest at one of his tables, someone tall and fit with lots of hair, from what he could take in with a quick glance. A proper look at anywhere but where he was going was not a good idea when he had a full tray in hand and the three brothers whose food he was serving were not the most patient of customers, to put it nicely, but they were regulars.

      No spilling, no dropping, no fucking up. His section was just off the bar, nearly a dozen tables out of the three dozen The Woods boasted.

      “It’s about time you brought our food out, kid.”

      The other two at the table cat-called, one of them swatting his butt.

      He winced, shook his head. “Three burgers with onion rings?”

      “Mine was fries,” the big one told him.

      “So was mine.”

      “And mine.”

      They had totally told him onion rings instead of fries. He remembered because he’d told them there was an extra charge for the substitution and they’d agreed to it. He managed to hold onto his temper, keeping as much of a smile on his face as he could.

      “I’ll get my manager.” Fuckers. Assholes. Pig bungs.

      They chortled, the sounds like squeals. They all dug into the food, too, including the onion rings, obviously happy to eat them. So help him, if he got dinged for their meals…

      He felt the eyes of his manager on him, just waiting for him. Reisha was fair, but the big tiger was always looking for a reason to bite. Cats and birds didn’t exactly play well together, though he had to admit that he’d never felt physically threatened by Reisha; she only cared about the diner running smoothly.

      “They want to speak to you. They said that I fucked up the order. I didn’t, though. They asked for onion rings instead of fries. Every one of them.” He’d stake his job on it. He didn’t say that out loud, though, because what if Reisha decided he was lying? He needed the work.

      Reisha crossed her arms, looking into his eyes. They said she could ferret the truth out of anyone. He looked back. He wasn’t lying, so he had no reason to be scared. Didn’t mean he wasn’t just a little nervous – there was a lot of tiger in her regard.

      Finally, Reisha nodded. “Get them fries and take the charge for the onion rings off their bill, and go serve your other tables.”

      “I’m on it.” He scrambled back and forth, delivering waters and Cokes, pouring wine and beer.

      A throat cleared, loudly, as he flew past the booth with the single, good looking man. Oh damn. He’d forgotten about the new table.

      “Be right with you, sir. Let me drop this drink off.” Fuck. Fuck fuckity fuck fuck.

      When he got back to the table, grey eyes met his gaze, piercing and clear. God, the guy was gorgeous, all Alpha Male, too.

      Yay. Someone else to fuck with him. “Good evening, sir. I’m Red and I’ll be your server this evening. What can I get you to eat?”

      “What do you recommend?” That gaze never left his face.

      “The black and blue burger is very popular.” Like he knew. He was vegan.

      “Then I’ll have that. With fries and,” those grey eyes twinkled suddenly. “A side salad.”

      “Yes, sir. A side salad.” So pretty. “What type of dressing?”

      “Something vinegary. I like a little tang.” The guy kept staring at him like he was on the menu. It was intense.

      “Yes, sir. We have a red wine vinaigrette. Would you like anything to drink besides water?” Maybe this guy wouldn’t be a dick and Red could make up for having taken too long to get to the guy, earn his tip back.

      “I would. I’ll have whatever dark beer you have on tap.” The guy wrapped a hand around his wrist, keeping him there. “And don’t worry about those three little pigs - they aren’t worth it.”

      His heart began to flutter and he tilted his head, blinking hard. “They’re mean,” he whispered.

      “I know.” This customer’s voice was low to begin with, but it lowered even deeper as he spoke intimately. “They’re bullies. But don’t let them get to you - I’ve got your back.”

      “Thank you.” Oh. Oh, that filled him with heat, even though it shouldn’t. “Let-let me put your order in.”

      The hand on his arm slid away slowly and the guy sat back. “Thank you.”

      “You’re welcome. I mean, thank you. I mean, let me get your beer.”

      “You don’t have to be flustered, Red. I don’t bite.” The guy paused, smile wicked. “Unless you want me to.”

      “Dude! Our drinks are empty! What the fuck! You screw up!” It seemed the three porcine brothers were determined to ruin his shift.

      He flew, trying to balance the job on two tired wings. He got the assholes their refills, then went back to get the single-top his beer. As he was pouring it, he saw the pretty single top get up and go over to the pigs. He couldn’t hear what was said, but he swore he could feel vibrations moving through him as the single-top growled. Then the guy turned and went back to his booth.

      He took the beer over first. “Here you go, Sir. Your salad will be right out.”

      “Thanks.” The guy nodded toward his problem table. “They shouldn’t bother you anymore.”

      “Thank you. Really. You rock.” He wasn’t young, but...this was hard. This whole waiting tables thing was tough and he was at the bottom of the food chain and small to boot.

      “It was my pleasure. I’m Growler, but you can call me G if you want.” Growler offered over a solid hand.

      He shook, balancing his tray careful. “Pleased to meet you. Let me drop these off and I’ll get your salad.”

      “Sounds good.”

      Red swore he could feel Growler’s eyes on him as he moved on to his problem table to drop off their refills. Then he collected dirty dishes, dropped them in a bus tub, grabbed the salad and the red wine vinaigrette dressing and headed back to Mister Gorgeous.

      The guy lounged on the bench like he owned the place, those fascinating grey eyes watching, taking everything that happened in. Growler’s whole face lit up when he saw Red, a smile curving the lush lips

      Red smiled back, head bobbing. “Your salad, sir.”

      “Thank you. I don’t suppose you have a break and would like to join me?”

      “I wish. I mean, I can’t, but thank you. I’d love to, but...I can’t.” He totally wanted to, but he did need this job.

      “Why not?” Growler didn’t try to argue with him, just asked the question point blank.

      “I have to work and I have tables and I would get fired?”

      “So when do you get off?” Those grey eyes twinkled again. “Or should I say, when do you finish work?” While Growler talked it seemed like everything else around Red faded into the background.

      “In half an hour. I worked the lunch shift.”

      “Then come sit when you’re done and I’ll feed you.” Growler touched his arm, stroked it gently. Sparks emanated from the spot.

      “Oh…” He trilled softly, and he caught himself bobbing along in time.

      “Red. In the back. Now. You’re off the floor. Dax can take over your tables.” Reisha’s voice was a low snarl, shocking him out of his reverie.

      Growler shot her an angry look then turned that grey gaze back on him. “Half an hour. I’m counting on you.”

      “I’m sorry.” He flew to the back, fluttering madly, the hysterical tears right at the surface.

      Jay, his best friend at the diner, came right to him, one arm cradling him. “Are you okay? Did someone bite you?”

      He shook his head. No, no. But there had been the nasty pigs and Reisha snarling and those intense grey eyes. He didn’t know why Reisha was so mad at him; he’d been doing his best.

      “Go on. I’ll cover your sidework and stuff. Go get dressed and head home to your nest.”

      “Yeah? You...I’d better not. I’ll work and then head out.” That way he could tell Growler he was sorry.

      “If you’re sure…”

      He bobbed his head and Jay grabbed a tray and headed out, leaving him to his side work.

      He sang to himself while he filled salt shakers and folded napkins and before he knew it, his shift was finished, the last half hour having just flown by. It was easier in the back, where he didn’t have to deal with the customers.

      He went to the breakroom and changed from his uniform to something cleaner and he let his hair loose, the heavy red mass just long enough to touch his shoulders. As he headed out into the restaurant, he had to wonder if Growler with the grey eyes would still be there. Maybe he’d already left.

      Growler hadn’t gone, though. Red could tell the moment he stepped out into the dining room. Those eyes found him immediately.

      His lips parted and his cock went painfully, wonderfully hard. “Oh…”

      “Go home, little bird.” Reisha stood in front of him like a striped wall. “That’s a wolf. He will snap you up in a second.”

      But… But Reisha was a tiger and she’d never done anything to hurt Red.

      He swore he could feel the low rumble coming from Growler, the sound vibrating to him up through the floor.

      “Trust me, Red. He’s all teeth.” She started moving him to the door and he had to look behind him, see Growler again.

      The man was getting up and putting some bills on the table, coming toward him, so he let Reisha keep moving him. Growler might bite, but Red might like it.

      Growler made it out the door before he did, so he slipped out, Reisha nodding as he went. She clearly hadn’t seen Growler go ahead of them. He stepped out, looking around. There. There was Growler, every inch a stud, leaning against a motorcycle.

      “Hi. I’m sorry. Did you like your burger?”

      “It was delicious. Hit the spot. You know your burgers.” Growler’s smile said he wanted to eat Red up.

      Red thought maybe he’d let him. “I’m a vegan. True story.”

      Growler chuckled and the sound sent a shiver down his back.

      “I love it.” Growler jerked his head toward the bike. “You need a ride home?”

      “My boss says you’re going to hurt me. Are you?”

      “That tiger is more likely to hurt you than I am. I might be a carnivore, but I don’t eat little birds.”

      “No? Shame.” Red dared to flirt, to flutter.

      Growler’s eyes went wide, then he laughed. “Like I said earlier, I don’t bite unless you ask nicely.” Growler stood and grabbed a helmet, handing it over. “My place or yours?”

      “I don’t know.” The helmet was smooth in his hands. “Yours?”

      “I probably have the bigger bed.” Growler grabbed a second helmet and put it on.

      “I have walk up with eleven roommates.” He had a tiny bed and a side dresser with three little drawers that barely had enough room for his clothing. His locker at work was bigger.

      “My place it is.” Growler straddled the bike, then turned to pat the space behind him. “Climb up and hold on tight.”

      “Don’t lose me.” He wasn’t scared of flying. Not a bit.

      “Hold onto me tight, little bird, and I won’t.”

      He slipped on the helmet and climbed up, body snug against Growler’s back and ass, and he wrapped his arms around the ab-tastic belly.

      “Mmm. You’re hard for me,” Growler muttered.

      He let one hand slide down, cup Growler’s heavy erection. “Ditto.”

      “I’ve been hard for you since I first saw that sweet little ass, Red.”
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