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This story takes place after The Mayor's Wife: Revenge of the Geek, Book 1

***
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JESSICA FIDGETED ON the edge of the king-size bed, knees drawn to her chest and toes curling against the duvet, as she watched William pack the last of his suits into the tan roller bag. The ritual had become so routine that she could predict the order in which he’d fold his shirts—white, then blue, then the vintage checkers reserved for “casual” dinners with the boys from the state nominating committee. 

She should have been used to it by now, her husband leaving at odd hours, taking meetings with donors and political backers, always coming home too late for the kind of comfort she craved. But it wasn’t loneliness that ached inside her this morning. It was the suffocating guilt, the traitorous realization that she wasn't just being left behind—she was pushing her husband out the door.

She had received Michael’s text last night. A simple “William is leaving tomorrow morning. Be ready for me” that sent a hot, shameful pulse through her even before her thumb could move to reply. God, she hated how easily she said yes. Hated the time she’d spent priming herself for Michael’s arrival, waxing and plucking and moisturizing, so that even now, as she sat wrapped in her lavender silk robe, the scent of jasmine oil ghosted around her like a lover’s breath. When William emerged from the closet, phone pressed to his ear while he listened to one of Michael’s supposedly urgent voicemails, she half-expected him to smell it on her, to know that she already ached for another man’s hands, mouth. Cock.

She smiled up at her husband, the smile she reserved for charity events and, these days, the increasingly rare moments when she wanted to appear “fine.” William closed the closet, slid his phone into his breast pocket, and sat beside her with the practiced gentleness of a man afraid to crease his slacks. He reached for her hand and squeezed. “I’ll be back before you know it,” he promised, the words as light and hollow as air. She nodded, trying to keep her gaze from straying to the corner of his lips, the spot she used to kiss after every argument. Now it only reminded her of the cruel, exhilarating hunger of Michael’s hungry mouth—the way he’d licked and nipped her, split her open with his tongue and devoured her dripping, tender cunt.

They’d only been together twice in the last two weeks, William and Jessica, and both times it was soft and loving. Two lovers reconnecting after an absence. William was awkward, like a boy fumbling for the first time as he explored her body. Not at all like Michael’s hard, confident fucking, every thrust calculated to bring her the most pleasure. She’d faked her orgasms, her body arching and breath catching at the right moments, a performance that always brought poor William off quickly and cleanly into his condom. 

Afterward, she turned to her side, hugging a pillow, empty and shivering in the dark. William tried, in his way. He brought her flowers. He “listened” when she talked about her day. But when he was inside her, she felt no urgency, no heat. Just the emptiness left behind, waiting for Michael to fill.

She wanted to blame him, blame his obsession with the mayoral race and the relentless pursuit of re-election, but the truth was more humiliating: she needed to be ruined. Not cherished, not protected, but used—taken apart, rearranged, left raw and trembling the way Michael did with a single touch. She squeezed her thighs together under the robe, pulse fluttering, remembering how Michael finger-fucked her in his study, her orgasm ruining the chair as he stood above her, and forced her to tell him she wanted to cheat on her husband. And she had. Oh, how she had cheated on William, repeatedly, until she could no longer be satisfied, by her loving, pathetic husband.

William zipped his bag, set it gently by the door, and turned to her with the familiar, searching kindness that made her want to sob or scream or confess every filthy thing she’d ever done. He ran his fingers through her hair, tucked a strand behind her ear, and then kissed her—on the cheek, chaste and fatherly.

“Call me if you need anything,” he said. “You know I love you, right?”

“I know.” She smiled again, this time with a real ache in her chest.

Jessica watched from the window as William left the house and climbed into the black Lincoln Town Car Michael had sent. It pulled away from the curb, the shadow of William’s head visible for one dumb, loyal second before the sun turned the glass to glare. She waited until the car was a speck at the bottom of the hill, then let the curtain fall. 

She walked to the mirror and let the robe slip off her shoulders. There was no hesitation, only the terrible, raw need.

She traced a finger over the swell of her breast, just above the lacy shelf of the bra, and let herself imagine Michael’s hands replacing hers—rough, greedy, not like William’s at all. The thought made her hand slide lower, palming the slick heat of her cunt. She’d shaved that morning, as Michael demanded, and the sensation of her hand brushing her bare, swollen lips was enough to make her gasp. Every inch of her was exposed, nothing hidden by the thin, damp strip of black lace. Jessica had dressed like this for Michael. Her husband had no idea what she wore under her robe, no clue that even as he kissed her cheek, her pussy had been weeping for another man. The shame of it made her clit buzz, a hot little ache that begged for punishment.

She rocked against her hand, feeling the squish and heat and the unbearable ache. Her wedding band, cold and metallic, pressed into the flesh above her slit as she pushed her fingers deeper. 

Then, the doorbell rang.

She picked up the robe and padded downstairs. She paused for a breath, heart knocking so loud she wondered if Michael would hear it through the door. Finally, she turned the handle, opening herself to whatever was waiting.

Michael stepped in first, looming, a smirk twisting his lips as his gaze raked down her body and back up. He wore a tight black turtleneck and jeans, an ensemble that made him look even more dangerous than usual. 

Harley flounced in behind him, her platinum-blonde ponytails bouncing. She clutched a black leather bag, and flashed Jessica a wicked smile. Harley’s cropped jacket barely contained the round, impossible suppleness of her tits, the hot pink latex underneath stretched to translucence, nipples pressed so hard against the synthetic fabric it looked painted on. The miniskirt—if it could be called that—was little more than a belt, riding high on sculpted hips. The only thing covering her ass were the crisscrossing black suspenders clipped onto thigh-high boots, each curve of muscle and flesh inviting a slap or a bite. The sight made Jessica’s mouth go dry and her cunt throb, panic and need spiking together in her blood.

Harley caught Jessica’s gaze and did a slow, mocking turn. “Like the new outfit?” she asked, her voice a purr, then bent forward and booped Jessica’s nose. “Michael picked it out just. For. You.”

Each word was another boop and Jessica couldn’t help but smile. Harley could be as giggly as a schoolgirl, or a wicked dominatrix, but no matter which Harley you got, she was all sex.

“Ok Harley,” Michael said and smacked the young blonde on the ass, making her squeal. “You have a job to do.”

Harley clutched her bag to her side and stood straight, giving Michael a mock salute.

“Aye, aye, Captain!” she grinned, then looked Jessica up and down. “Are you sure you can keep our little Jessica busy while I prepare?”

Michael wrapped an arm around Jessica’s waist, pulling her tight to his hard body.

“I think I can handle it.”

Harley gave another giggle, then turned on her heel, waving over her shoulder.

“Cheerio!” she called with a half-decent English accent.

As Harley headed up the stairs, Michael turned Jessica to face him. “Look at you,” he murmured, thumb running over her bottom lip. “Did you miss me when you were sleeping next to William?”

Jessica froze when Michael invoked her husband’s name. It was like a hand squeezing her insides, the reminder of William—good, loyal, boring William—lighting up every nerve ending with guilt and heat. She nodded, helpless, lips parted, and let the confession form on her tongue, but Michael was already kissing her, slow and hungry and rough enough to bruise her mouth. Her body folded into his, a shuddering, eager thing, and she knew that if he told her to get on her knees right here, in the foyer, she would.

His hands roamed her body, sliding over silk, fingers splaying at her breast before digging into her ass, hard enough to leave marks. He squeezed, twisted, pinched. She whimpered into his mouth, pain and wanting tangled up together. He broke the kiss with a wet pop, lips moving to her ear. “You know, if your husband’s constituents saw you like this, they’d never vote for him again,” he murmured. “You’d ruin him. Do you want that?”

The words dripped over her, obscene and delicious. Jessica’s cheeks burned, the shame blooming under her skin like a fever, but it only made her wetter. Michael’s hand slid between her legs, cupping her through the robe, and just the threat of his fingers sent a tremor up her spine.

“Too weak,” he whispered, and the phrase bit into her. “That’s what they’d say. You married a man who can’t even satisfy his own wife.”

She should have protested, should have slapped him or pulled away, but the truth was she craved this—being told what she was, being stripped and remade by his words. She felt herself nod, the tiniest, traitor’s motion.

Michael’s lips curled into a knowing smile. He kissed her again, this time deeper, his tongue spearing into her mouth with brutal ownership. When he broke away, she was panting, dizzy, her knees weak enough that she leaned against the wall to keep from sliding to the floor.

He pressed her against the plaster, his hands rough as he seized her jaw and kissed her deeper, harder. She felt her teeth bang against his and tasted the metallic tang of her own lip. His hands were everywhere: fisting in her hair, yanking her head back, then sliding down the silk of the robe, palming her tits until the fabric slipped off her shoulders and puddled at her feet.

Michael stepped back, taking her in with a look that was both predatory and calculating—she could almost hear him weighing her, examining the flush of her cheeks, the sweat beading above her breasts, the way her nipples strained against the black lace. He didn’t bother with gentleness; he shoved her bra up, pinching and rolling her nipples until she choked on a moan, then dropped to his knees and pressed his face to her stomach, mouthing her through her panties, inhaling the mess of her lust.

Jessica’s knees buckled. She caught herself with both hands on his shoulders, nails digging into the muscle, knuckles white. Michael shoved her thighs apart, wider, wider, until she was nearly doing the splits against the wall. Her head lolled back against the plaster. She could hear her own heartbeat in her ears, hot and thick and pulsing with shameful anticipation.

His fingers hooked into the crotch of her panties. He pulled it aside so hard the lace stung against the crease of her thigh. Her cunt was bare and glistening, the lips raw and slick, her clit swollen and sensitive. Michael didn’t bother with teasing; he rammed two fingers into her, curling them up, pumping fast and merciless. She cried out, biting her fist, feeling her orgasm rise almost instantly—it was humiliating how quickly he could break her, how little self-control she had. But she couldn’t stop it, couldn’t slow the rise, couldn’t do anything except grind against his hand, desperate to come on his fingers.

“My cheating slut,” he growled, and the words slammed through her like a fist. “You like that, don’t you? Playing the good little wife to your husband while letting me fuck the shit out of you?”

She nodded, helpless. “Yes. Please. Please, Michael—”

He pressed his mouth to her cunt, tongue flicking over her clit so fast and so hard she screamed. He ate her like it was a contest, licking and sucking and biting until her thighs shook and her hips jerked uncontrollably. She wanted to grind his face into her, wanted to ride his tongue until he drowned, but Michael held her hips pinned, a hand spread over her belly, pressing her to the wall. Just as the sensation built to a peak, Michael’s mouth and fingers were gone, and her hips jerked in the air, searching for release only to find cold air.

Michael stood and wrapped a firm hand around her neck, then bent close, breath hot in her ear. “Not do fast,” he hissed. “You don’t get to cum yet.”

Jessica whimpered, legs shaking, but stayed against the wall. She could feel her pussy dripping, cold air and wetness and shame slick between her thighs. 

“Tonight,” he said, voice low, “you’re going to do exactly what I say. Even if it humiliates you. Even if it makes you hate yourself.”

She nodded, dizzy, dizzy with heat and frustrated need. “Yes, Michael.”

He smiled and kissed her, his tongue dripping with the tang of her own juices. “Good.” He held out his hand. “Now, come with me.”

Jessica followed Michael up the stairs on trembling legs, every step an agony of want. He led her down the hallway to her bedroom, and she could hear Harley humming inside as she did—God knows what. Michael threw open the door and ushered Jessica inside.

Harley was perched on the windowsill, legs swinging, phone in hand. She looked up and grinned when Jessica entered with Michael close behind.

Harley laughed, then bounded over to the bed, drawing back the sheets with a showy flourish. “Check it out, babe. I made it all romantic for you.” She’d remade the bed with black silk sheets, the pillows dusted in rose petals. Scented candles flickered on every surface, the air thick with sugar and smoke.

On the nightstand was a framed photo from Jessica’s wedding. William beamed in his tuxedo, Jessica radiant on his arm. The glass caught the candlelight, the happy faces staring out over the sacrificial bed.

Michael saw where she was looking and grinned. “Perfect, isn’t it? Now you can look him in the eye while you do this.”

Jessica felt a tear sting her eye as she looked at the happy couple. How had she let this happen? How had she let Michael so far into her life that she was going to allow this... this desecration?

She didn’t notice Michael’s nod, only the sudden, invasive warmth of Harley’s hands as she was yanked backward onto the bed. The sheets hit her skin, cold and smooth, a thrill running up her spine as the blonde pounced, lips mashed against her mouth, tongue slick and greedy, hands everywhere at once. Jessica tried to protest but found herself opening, yielding: Harley’s spit smeared across both their lips, the taste sweet and dirty and so different from the chaste press of William’s goodbye kiss. 

Harley kissed like she was starving, wild and hot, her hands everywhere at once. Her short, sharp nails dug into her breasts, pinching Jessica’s nipples hard enough to make her gasp—and then giggle, the pain melting into something else.

Michael moved to the foot of the bed, arms folded, face set hard but eyes alive, bright with hunger. Jessica tried to find him, to orient herself in the swarm of sensation, but Harley wouldn’t let her. Harley’s mouth was suddenly at Jessica’s ear, whispering filth, the kind of thing that would have made her blush just months ago, but now only made her legs spread and her hips grind up, desperate for friction. “You’re such a greedy girl,” Harley purred, voice spiked with laughter, “can’t even wait for Michael to fuck you on your husband’s bed, can you?”

Jessica tried to answer, to explain herself, but Harley was already sliding down her body, tongue tracing Jessica’s throat, biting at the soft underside of her jaw. Harley’s hands found Jessica’s tits, squeezing and pushing them together, smearing spit and sweat and Jessica’s own juices into the slippery flesh. She molded the flesh of Jessica’s breasts into cones, exposing the fat nipples on each peak, then clamped one between her teeth and tugged. The pain made Jessica arch, curse, then giggle again. She was losing herself, bit by bit, every pulse of lust dislodging another brick of shame from the wall around her heart.

Harley’s tongue painted circles around each nipple, sucking them in until they were bruised, then letting them pop free, pink and throbbing. The girl slid lower, kissing Jessica’s stomach, then biting in sharp, staccato nips until Jessica’s abs quivered. Harley paused at the waistband of the ruined panties, then looked up through her lashes and grinned.

“Should I take them off, or do you like feeling how wet you are?” Harley asked, voice bright and mocking.

Jessica’s mouth opened and shut, but she had no answer. The panties were so soaked they clung to her like a second skin, the fabric so transparent it was as if she were naked. Harley shrugged theatrically, then pressed her mouth to the wet spot and sucked, tongue driving the lace deep between Jessica’s lips. The hot, wet pressure made Jessica whimper, then squeal when Harley’s teeth grazed her clit through the fabric.

She reached down, desperate, grabbing Harley’s ponytails, yanking her face in tighter. She was so close already she could barely think, every nerve ending firing at once, the shame and lust a single, boiling ache. From the corner of her eye, she saw Michael. He had stripped off his shirt, and his jeans hung open, cock already straining free, thick and angry and ready. She wanted him, needed him, but she also needed Harley’s mouth, Harley’s tongue, Harley’s merciless fingers.

Harley pulled the panties aside and dove in, tongue driving between Jessica’s lips, fucking her hard and fast, fingers prying her open, holding her spread so wide she couldn’t even think of closing. The pleasure was so sharp it bordered on pain, Harley’s tongue lashing her clit while two fingers slid in, curled, and pumped, slick noises filling the candlelit air. Jessica’s thighs snapped shut around Harley’s head, trapping her, and she ground her cunt into the girl’s face, smearing her own filth across Harley’s cheeks. She caught a glimpse of herself in the mirror above the dresser: Jessica Kingsley, mayor’s wife, spread-eagled and delirious, humping another woman’s face while a man watched and stroked himself, preparing to fuck her on her marital bed.

She came so hard it felt like her body was shaking itself apart. Her hips bucked, her hands tangled in Harley’s hair, her thighs pressed tight, and Harley just moaned into her cunt, slurping and licking even as Jessica writhed and screamed. It was wetter than any orgasm she’d had before; Jessica could feel it, the mess streaming out and down, drenching Harley’s face and the bedsheets and everything else.

She flopped back, gasping, hands shaking, legs splayed. Harley popped up, mouth and chin shining. She climbed up Jessica’s body, kissed her hard, forced Jessica to taste herself, to lick the tangy, shameful flavor from Harley’s tongue.

“That’s my girls,” Michael chuckled. “Now, it’s my turn.”

The way he said it—like a challenge, like a command—sparked a fresh shock of arousal. Harley rolled off Jessica, crawled next to her, and beckoned her over, pulling her up so they knelt side by side. Michael moved in front of them, his impressive cock hovering in front of their faces, so large, far larger than William's could ever be. 

Jessica knew what she was supposed to do. She looked at Harley, then at Michael, and felt another rush of guilt, another wave of filthy excitement. Harley got there first, wrapping one hand around the fat base, tongue flicking the tip, collecting the drop of pre-cum with a swirl. Then she looked at Jessica, lips curled in a challenge. Jessica leaned in, lips parted, and Harley guided Michael’s massive cock between them, their tongues meeting, tangling, licking along the thick shaft, up and down and around. Together, the two of them worshipped Michael’s powerful cock, faces pressed together, showing him who was they belonged to.

Michael groaned, buried both hands in their hair, and fucked their faces, hips pumping slow and deliberate. Jessica’s lips stretched wide, her jaw aching, but she wanted it, needed it. Harley met her gaze every few strokes, a silent dare, and Jessica doubled down, flicking her tongue faster, taking him deeper. Soon, Michael was using them, pushing his cock from one mouth to the other, smearing spit and pre-cum across their faces, gripping their skulls and setting the pace.

Jessica lost herself in it, the heady taste of cock and Harley’s sweet breath, the heat of another body pressed against hers, the perfect view of Michael’s abs flexing with every thrust. She felt lewd, inhuman, like a hole to be filled. But the thought only made her wetter, her thighs grinding together as she moaned around the thick shaft.

Harley pulled back and spat, a long rope of spit and pre-cum dangling from her lip. “She’s ready, Michael,” Harley giggled, “fuck her like you own her.”

Michael nodded, then yanked Jessica up, spun her, and shoved her face-down on the bed. The black silk sheets were already ruined, streaked with her own mess, but she didn’t care. She arched her back, spread her legs, felt Michael behind her, lining up. 

Michael gathered her hair into a ponytail and yanked her head back sharply, pain lancing through her scalp. “Do you know what I’m going to do to you, Jessica?” he hissed in her ear.

She shook her head.

“I’m going to fuck you on this bed until you can’t remember what your husband smells like.” He ran a thumb over her lower lip, smearing her own saliva onto her face. “Every time he climbs on top of you, you’ll think of me. My cock. My hands. My fucking mouth.”

Harley giggled and cradled Jessica’s head in her hands, looking deep into her eyes. “This is your new honeymoon, babe,” she purred. “Enjoy it!”

Jessica glanced at the nightstand, at the photo of her wedding day. She felt Michael’s cock, hard and massive, throbbing against the crack of her ass, and in that instant she knew it was true. She would never have a normal marriage again. She didn’t want one.

Harley followed Jessica’s gaze and giggled. “William can watch,” she murmured. “That’s all he can do now.”

Michael didn’t go slow, didn’t ask if she was ready. He buried himself in one single, brutal thrust, cock splitting her open, making her gasp and whine. Her cunt was so wet that he bottomed out instantly, his balls slapping against her clit with every stroke. The pain was exactly what she wanted: a reminder that she was alive, that she was real, that she was here to be used.

Harley crawled up the bed and spread her legs, pulling Jessica down into her perfect, hairless pussy. “Eat me,” she ordered, and Jessica obeyed, tongue darting out, lapping up the heat and salt. Harley gripped the back of her head and bucked upward, grinding her cunt against Jessica’s nose and tongue, moaning loud and shameless as Michael pounded Jessica from behind. Every thrust shoved Jessica’s face deeper between Harley’s thighs, and every time Harley came, she flooded Jessica’s mouth, gripping her hair, smothering her, drowning her.

It was like nothing Jessica had ever experienced. Her body was a live wire, every nerve ending strung taut, sparking under Michael’s punishing rhythm. She was pinned between the billionaire’s relentless fucking and Harley’s slick, demanding cunt grinding against her mouth, caught in the kind of obscene, animalistic pleasure she’d only ever read about in the trashiest stories. Somewhere in the back of her mind, Jessica tried to remember who she was supposed to be—Oakwood’s favorite daughter, the mayor’s wife, a woman of substance and dignity—but all of it had been pounded out of her, replaced by a shrill, desperate need that drove her closer to the edge.

Michael’s hands clamped around her hips, forcing her back onto every thrust, his cock so deep she could feel it in her stomach. He didn’t let up, didn’t care about her pleasure except as a byproduct of his own. And yet, every time she thought she couldn’t take any more, every time the pain crested into something too sharp to bear, the shame and filth of it would twist inside her and send her right over the brink. She was cumming, again and again, so fast and so hard that her limbs barely worked, her whole body reduced to a series of spasms and animal noises. She drooled into Harley’s cunt, slurping up the girl’s juices, barely able to breathe between thrusts.

At some point, Harley reached back and slapped Jessica’s ass, hard, nails leaving stinging trails. She squealed, the impact ricocheting through her, and Harley just laughed, a high, cruel sound. Michael grunted, pushing her face even deeper into Harley’s crotch, until Jessica was sure she would suffocate or drown in the mess. That thought—that she might die here, ruined and degraded, and no one would ever know—was so deliciously obscene that it pushed her into another climax, one so violent she bit down on Harley’s clit and made the girl scream and climax herself, flooding Jessica’s tongue with even more wetness.

The bed shook, the headboard slammed against the wall, and the candles guttered in their holders. Jessica was gone, lost, a fucktoy for Michael’s pleasure and Harley’s amusement. All she could do was hang on and ride the endless, rolling peaks of orgasm, each one erasing more of her old self, each one building in intensity until she was convinced she would simply break apart.

She heard herself babbling, begging, words like “please” and “more” and “harder,” but she didn’t even know what she was pleading for anymore. The shame was a distant memory; all that mattered was the friction, the fullness, the hot slip of Michael’s cock and the cool, mocking laughter from Harley above her. She felt something in her gut snap, a final tether, and she screamed into Harley’s cunt, convulsing hard enough to nearly throw Michael off.

She was still vibrating, high on the aftershocks, as Michael pulled out. The absence of him left her stretched and gaping, drooling slick and cum onto the ruined sheets. Harley caught her by the jaw, tugging her up away from the sticky mess, pulling her into the curve of her latex-slicked shoulder. Jessica barely had time to orient herself before Harley smashed their faces together in a raw, needy kiss. Her lipstick smeared instantly, greasy and wet, and Harley’s tongue bulldozed its way against Jessica’s, searching and greedy.

Michael was standing over them, cock still hard, smeared with viscous filth. He fisted the shaft, menacing in its size and certainty, and Jessica watched, hypnotized, as he aimed the head right at their faces.

“Keep your mouth open,” he ordered.

She obeyed, dazed and panting, Harley gripping her face so tight her jaw ached. The first rope of cum was hot, thick, and hit Harley straight across the lips and cheeks, splattering up into her platinum hair. The second shot caught Jessica on the chin, then another across her nose, and then another, right into her open mouth, so salty and strong it made her choke, then laugh as the hot, sticky filth pooled on her tongue. 

She didn’t close her eyes. She couldn’t—not with Michael watching, not with his cum dripping from her tongue and down her chin.

Harley’s tongue darted out, scooping the mess off Jessica’s lower lip and smearing it on her own teeth. She giggled, deliriously pretty, and the sight of it made Jessica’s cunt clench spitefully, even as she sobbed for air. There was jizz everywhere—on Harley’s cheeks, in her own mouth, painting the space between them in sticky lines that quivered and stretched as Harley pulled her closer.

“God, you’re both so fucking beautiful,” Michael growled. He stepped back from the bed, breathing heavy, chest shining with sweat. “Look at yourselves. Absolutely fucking ruined.”

Harley dragged her tongue up Jessica’s cheek, licking the spatter off her skin. It was so obscene Jessica thought she might die. She wanted to scream, she wanted to sob, she wanted to cum again just from the taste and the humiliation and the certainty, finally, of who she was.

Harley’s fingers pried Jessica’s mouth open wider, and she spat a glob of Michael’s seed into her, like feeding a baby bird. Jessica swallowed on instinct. Harley brought her face close, their noses mashed, and whispered, “You belong to him now. You know that, don’t you?”

Jessica took one last look at her wedding photo. It sat—prim, posed, sacred—on the nightstand, ringed by a halo of flickering candlelight. The image, once pristine, was now ruined: fat splatters of Michael’s cum rolled lazily down the glass, clouding the faces of bride and groom, melting her husband’s smile into a milky white blob, erasing William’s eyes and nose in the goopy wash of another man’s lust.

She stared at it, transfixed, watching in mute horror as the sticky spunk oozed down the glossy surface, pooling along the golden filigree of the frame before dripping onto the side table. She’d promised herself—sworn before family, friends, and God—that she would never betray William. Now his face was gone, wiped away, replaced by the ragged heat of Harley’s hands on her shoulders and the taste of Michael’s cum on her tongue. The reality of it stained her deeper than any fluid ever could. The picture was a symbol of just how thoroughly William had been replaced.

Michael towered over her, shadow eclipsing the candlelight, cock gripped in his hand like a scepter of authority, slick with the residue of their mutual lust. Jessica’s body trembled—utterly raw, still pulsing with aftershocks—and she could do nothing but stare up at him, her vision tunneled through a haze of slick mascara and unshed tears. Harley held her by the hair, forcing her chin higher, mouth stretched wide, the muscles of her jaw burning from being used so thoroughly.

“I am taking you as my wife,” Michael declared, as if conducting the world’s most obscene wedding rite. His fist pumped lazily at his shaft, squeezing out another pearlescent bead of cum, which he dabbed with practiced precision onto the curve of Jessica’s bottom lip. “Do you accept me as your husband?”

Jessica’s mind spun. The perverse symmetry of it stunned her—how Michael had orchestrated this entire evening, the candles and the ruin and the audience of her own wedding photo, all for the purpose of this unholy ceremony. The hand on her head, the taste of Harley’s saliva and cum still coating her mouth, the heat smoldering in her ravaged cunt: it all fused together as she looked at the man who’d just destroyed her marriage, and listened as he demanded not just her body but her soul. The symbolism was so heavy she could barely breathe beneath its weight.

Harley was grinning, her face streaked and shining with Michael’s spend, white spatters in her hair and on her lips. 

“C’mon, babe,” she cooed into Jessica’s ear, breath hot and a little cruel. “He wants your vows. Be a good wife for him.” The dig was obvious, a taunt—but Jessica felt only a desperate, burning need to answer, to make it real, to give in. Was it a marriage or a possession? She didn’t care. She needed it.

Jessica’s hand shook as she reached for Michael’s wrist, steadying his cock against her mouth. She felt the veiny heat of it, the power implicit in its heft and in the sticky leavings that marked her as his. She tried to say the words, but they caught in her throat, tangled up in a sob and a giggle and a long, final moan of surrender. Harley squeezed her shoulder, grounding her, and Jessica closed her lips around the head of Michael’s cock one more time as if sealing the vow with a kiss.

“I do,” Jessica murmured softly, her tongue flicking out to lick his salty cum from her lips. “I do.”

***
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Thanks for reading this book! If you want to read more of my harem books, including the Mayor's Wife, check out my harem books page:

https://manusdare.com/manus_dares_harem
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