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AUTHOR’S NOTE: 


I didn’t know if I’d pull it off, but for the first time in too long, I started and finished a series in the space of a single month. It probably didn’t hurt that I’ve had this one brewing in my head for a while, but I’m getting back on my game. Dropping a few side-projects and reprioritizing my bread and butter worked wonders. 

A little bit of fighting kept me from diving into the next series before I lost this one in the shuffle. Because you folks seem to like Bimbo Diner, and it needed closure before I could get distracted with the big, new shiny. 

The next series still lives on the whiteboard behind my desk, but now that my plate is clear again, I’m putting the rest of this week into it. Expect something new soon.


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 THIS COMPLIMENTARY EXCERPT FROM: 

ALPHA CREATION: BLANK CANVAS BIMBO 


This is the exact kind of lunacy I'd write into one of my stories. I've even got one of my characters in front of me. I shook my head before saying, “I hate to say it, but I can't rule out that we're both characters in one of my own books right now.” 

Tilting her head, Elena blinked a couple of times. “You're not joking, are you?” 

“Hey, other me! I want a beer.” We didn't have any left in the house, so one showing up would be proof. 

The sound of a bottle dropping half an inch or so onto my desk rattled both of us to our cores. When I picked it up and read the label, I knew exactly what was going on. It read Yeah, I'm you writing you. You can guess why she's there, so get to it. 

“Motherfucker. Now I know I'm crazy.” I twisted the cap off, because any just world I'd write would have every bottle open with ease. “I hate to say it, but you're still a character in a book.” 

“What kind of book.” 

Lordy, that was a loaded question. “I write erotica.” 

*** 

“I'm happily married. It's not like I keep a rubber in my pocket these days.” 

Elena stood up and faced the bench, backing her ass right into me. “Since when did any of your characters use those?” 

More than a hundred books, and absolutely zero condoms in any of them. “God dammit.” The whole situation was batshit enough to tell me this wasn't one of those time periods skipped between chapters or page breaks. This was having words typed about it. 

The valley between her ass cheeks stroked along the raging boner just behind my jeans. “You don't even have to fuck me. I just need you to get me off.” 

At her core, and despite everything else about her personality, Elena is a bimbo. It's more of a mindset than an identity, but it boils down to being like a cat in heat, all the damn time. Eventually, if they go long enough without the action they need, they're crawling on top of you and making all kinds of noise. Except it doesn't pass in a week or two. 

*** 

So this is how high school pregnancies happen. She was running on pure hormones and lack of sex at that point. I started to wonder if I even had the willpower to pull out in time. 

I snatched the one point of leverage I had. The belt tightened around her neck as I asked, “Even with your agreement, how badly do you think Gina would fuck us both up if we had a pregnancy scare?” 

“You know it's worth the risk.” She pulled herself up to sit on the edge of my desk. “I mean, your dick looks just like Grant's. I know you imagined yourself in his place when you were writing us.” 

Curve-fucking-ball. Maybe she was right, and most of my writing was just an exercise in wish-fulfillment. I mean, if I was a single guy down on his luck, I'd sure as hell want a literal world of bimbos at my beck and call. 

*** 

“That's it,” Elena's body tried to break free, “fuck!” 

I put one finger in her mouth. Her lips closed around the digit as she kept humming. Even out of her mind, damn, could she work that tongue. 

My thumb went in, replacing the finger I had in her mouth. I patted her cheek as my body reached the point of exhaustion. Who knew fucking a bimbo could wear you out faster than a hard day at the gym? 

As soon as my thumb was out of her mouth, Elena didn't hide her concern. “You didn't just come inside me, did you?” 
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