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IT HAD BEEN THE DAY from hell. It started with Fluffy, my next door neighbor’s Yorkshire Terrier, peeing on my newspaper just as I opened the front door to grab it, and ended with Evelyn Adams, a girl barely old enough to drink, becoming my boss. When Jared, my boss of almost fifteen years, had retired last week, I had expected to become his replacement. He had mentored and trained me for the last two years to do so, and had even written a glowing letter of recommendation for me that he had given to the CEO. So when I was sent a meeting request just before noon for the end of the day, I was expecting it to be good news. Instead, I had been politely asked to show Evelyn, the owner’s niece and my new boss, the ropes.

I still don't know how I resisted telling everyone to take a long walk off a cliff when all I could see was red. I had nothing against the petite brunette, other than the fact that she had stolen my job. When I left the building, I had to refrain from slamming my fist into the brick wall of the parking garage...repeatedly. I needed to blow off some steam before I exploded.

I pulled my phone from my purse as I lowered my long frame into my Honda Civic and sent a quick text to my friend Rusty. 6:30?  Then again, could a guy you only used for sex be considered a friend? We had been neighbors growing up until his mom had divorced his father and moved away, taking Rusty with her in the middle of ninth grade. He had moved back to the small town of Ivory, Pennsylvania eight months ago, no longer the scrawny, scraggly-haired boy of my youth. In his place was a heavily muscled man with a shaved head and a body covered in tattoos. He’d traded his ten speed in for a motorcycle and answered to the name of Diablo, which I refused to call him.

We had gotten reacquainted five months ago while I was drowning my sorrows in a bottle of tequila at the only bar in town, appropriately named The Hole. My latest boyfriend had just left me for a girl he had met in the grocery store, how clichéd was that? Who also happened to be a size two compared to my size eighteen, on a good day. Although, he swore that my size wasn’t the reason he was leaving me. He was in love. More like lust. The rundown bar was the perfect place to wallow in peace. Most of the town’s inhabitants preferred to drive the twenty minutes to the next town over for more modern watering holes. Places that had DJ’s and theme nights.

I was close to being cut off when Rusty and a few members of the biker gang he belonged to, No Mercy, showed up. They had a reputation for partying too hard, starting fights, and taking home a different woman every night. I wanted no parts of anything they were involved in. I knew I should have left before they started getting rowdy, but I hadn’t been ready to start my walk home yet. Instead of getting the attention of the bartender and settling my tab, I grabbed the bottle in front of me and poured another shot.

A rough hand wrapped around my wrist as I raised the glass to my lips, making me sputter angrily. Who dared to cut me off? Rusty stood next to me, leaning arrogantly against the bar, like he owned the place. I knew that he had returned, but it was the first time I had actually seen him since high school. His eyes were still a warm chocolate brown, and there was a scar running through his left eyebrow, courtesy of a beer bottle thrown by his father in a drunken rage one night. The tattoos covering his exposed skin were intimidating but kinda sexy at the same time. He just quirked an eyebrow at me as he took the tequila from my hand.

“We can’t have fun together if you’re passed out.” I snorted at his outrageous comment and reached for my drink.

“You don’t even know who I am.”

“I can’t get to know you if you’re too drunk to remember your own name, darling.” He drawled, keeping my shot just out of reach.

“I’ll make you a deal. I'll tell you what your name is, and you give my shot back.” When he started to shake his head, I continued. “If I’m wrong, you can have my drink, and I’ll tell you my name.”

“What the hell? Go ahead, sweetheart. And just so we’re clear, it only counts if you can tell me the name my mother gave me.” I laughed at his attempt to take control of the situation. More often than not, his mother had used his full name when calling for him. Even as a boy, Rusty couldn’t stay out of trouble for more than a few minutes.

“You can drop the pet names Russell William Peters; they won’t work on me.” I let out a drunken giggle; it wasn’t every day I got to call a man by his full name. “Jesus, Rusty, I’m not that desperate that I’m going to go home with a guy who throws a few cute names my way. Especially one that used to chase me with worms. Now hand over my drink.”

“Autumn?”

“That’s me.” I said in the sing-song voice I only used when I was drunk.

“Damn, girl.” He slid the glass across the bar to me. “It’s been years, and it’s Diablo now. No one calls me Rusty anymore.” I had the shot glass to my lips when he called himself Diablo and had to put it down because I was laughing too hard.

“No way in hell. Who the fuck calls you that?” I managed to get out between bursts of laughter. My cheeks hurt from laughing so hard.

“Everyone.” His face was serious.

“Correction, everyone but me.”

“Wanna bet? I’ll have you screaming it by the end of the night.”

“What do I get when that doesn’t happen?” The tequila had me feeling a little reckless. What the hell? Why not have a little fun before my sense of respectability kicked back in?

Rusty leaned in close, his warm breath feathering against my cheek when he spoke. “Another orgasm.” Who was I to argue with the promise of multiple orgasms? I tossed back my shot.

“Lead the way.”

What was only supposed to be a one night stand had turned into an ongoing thing. I had won my multiple orgasms. Rusty had added his number to my phone in the morning before dropping me back at my car, with instructions to use it whenever I needed a fix. I had held out for two weeks before giving in and texting him for a repeat performance. We always went to his place; it felt weird to have someone I was only sleeping with at my house, and we never did anything else together. It was just sex. No dates or long walks through the park holding hands. The majority of the time, I asked him to take me home after we were done. That was one of Rusty’s rules; he had to pick me up. He didn’t give an explanation why, only said that it was easier this way. I wasn’t going to argue. Not when I didn’t want anyone to know that I was hooking up with a member of No Mercy. Small town gossip was vicious, and my mother and aunts would be on my doorstep, ready to stage an intervention, at the first hint that I was involved with someone they deemed inappropriate.

My phone beeped as I pulled into my driveway. I’ll be there. Our texts were always short and to the point. We never talked about what we were doing, but we both seemed to be happy with the way things were. At some point, I’d want a relationship again, but I’d worry about what to do when that particular urge struck later. For now, I was just going to enjoy the mind-blowing sex.
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