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AUTHOR’S NOTE: 


There’s a little bit of several areas of my life leaking into this series idea. The whole polyamory thing, dealing with having a bi wife in the lifestyle, and my own job history… Call it another meta series if you want to. With an undeniable bimbo tint. 

Yup, Arn is kinda myself, again. It’s a hard thing for me write through, but people seem to like it when I get honest. So here we go. 

I’m diving a little further into what I’d do if I knew I could get away with it, though.


HAREM BOND

The smell of old paper and a hint of vanilla filled my nose. Antique bookstores like this were my happy place away from home.

My consulting gig had wrapped up a day early, and I wasn’t rescheduling my flight. The chance to finally dig through the shelves at Mortimer’s Books was too great to pass up. A couple hundred more old tomes, and my personal library would begin spilling into the rest of the house.

Jamie and Hannah wouldn’t be able to complain, either. I’d married Jamie as a little bit of a trophy and paid for the house in-full, myself. Hannah was only Jamie’s side-piece and technically a roommate. When your marriage has three people in it, you need a big place like that for the elbow room.

I scrolled through my inventory of the rarer things I wanted. With a good stack under my other arm, I knew was about to pay the full collector’s price for everything.

Then I saw it tucked on that shelf full of crazy ramblings. The pseudoscience rack, if you will.

Blue as a California sky, the spine had The Bond of Obedience stamped in gold leaf. Call it a guilty pleasure, but I loved reading the hilarious stuff people used to believe.

It wasn’t on my list. But when you make as much per consulting job as I do, you can blow money on hobbies and your impulses.

Sitting the rest of the books on the table behind me, I pulled the book off the shelf. The front cover had a little damage. Always a shame but it’s the words I was after.

Let’s see… I flipped through and saw enough to want it even more. First edition, published in 1870, and the author was barking-fucking mad. Which meant it would be the perfect read for my flight.

After paying for it and the rest of my stack, I was almost giddy to pour through every page. Riding from LAX to Buffalo, New York was always a boring slog without something to keep you entertained. Almost as bad as the two hour drive from Buffalo to my house in Syracuse.


After a little turbulence, I turned yet another page. So far, the book had met every expectation.

The loony had cranked up right off the bat. According to one Mr. Theodore Kingsolver, absolute loyalty and devotion from anyone was merely a phrase and the right frame of mind away. ‘Generosity in dominance,’ he called it.

Halfway through the book, I finally got to the phrase he’d been teasing at.

Loyalty, devotion, and mutual service. These are what we share.

Then he went on to stress that the power was in what you put behind that mantra. Short-term favors, or permanent fealty. It was all a matter of how much you expected from the other person.

Which seemed like complete bunk and horseshit. I closed the book after a few more pages and sighed at the cabin’s ceiling.

To my right, I heard the girl seated next to me. “Seems like a good read. You’ve hardly looked up from it until now.”

I thought her name was Kate, or at least, that’s what I remembered from the boarding pleasantries. Some fairly cute professor at a college in upstate New York. I forget which one.

“Rare books are kinda my hobby. You never know what you’ll end up reading, because nobody else remembers them either.”

The dusky blonde of her bobbed hair moved a little as she smiled. So at least it was honest. “Believe it or not, my doctorate is in library science.” Plus, that hair color reminded me of my wife.

“I’m no archivist, but do you mind if I pick your brain?”

Kate held a hand out. “It wasn’t my specialty, but can I see your book?”

“Go ahead.” It wasn’t like it was a real treasure. I think I paid less than twenty bucks for it, and Mortimer’s knows the going prices. “It was a total impulse buy.”

She scratched at the bridge of her nose while looking at the first pages. “Teversham Esoterics Press closed down not long after this was published. I’d be shocked if there was more than one printing.”

“That’s the most Victorian and British name for a company I’ve ever heard in my life.” But if the rest of their catalog had been that nutty, I kinda wanted the whole set.

“Well, their authors were seen as absolute madmen, even in their time. But successful as they were with nearly every book, the entire company folded up overnight.”

Which sounded like my plan. Get rich, and cash out. “What else do you know about it?”

“They were based outside of Oxford. That’s about it.”

It was the kind of info you probably wouldn’t find on the internet. “Hey, it’s something. Thanks.”

Kate handed it back to me and crossed those endless legs under her skirt. “So what’s the big takeaway?”

Explaining even the basics without sounding crazy would have been impossible. “The author was a complete nutter.”

“As in?”

I was distracted by the flat dangling from the end of her foot. She was absolutely fuckable. Not that I had time for a regular booty call.

Kate nudged my elbow. “Well?”

“Sorry.” I passed it off like I’d got the mid-flight drowsies and looked her in the eyes. “Loyalty, devotion, and mutual service. These are what we share.”

That polite distance fell from of her eyes. “I’d like that too.”

“What?”

She got up and rummaged through the overhead bin. Dragging a knit blanket out of her checked bag, Kate sat down and draped it over both of our laps. Then I heard her whisper, “Joining the mile-high club’s too risky these days.”

Holy shit… My legs shifted when I felt her hand rest over my fly. “I mean, I’m not opposed to it.”

“You don’t even have to ask. I already know.”

I nearly started talking again when the zipper slid down. Glancing over, the guy on her other side by the window was passed slick out.”

Another whisper hardened my dick in her hand. “We’ve both got hours of driving after we land, so I reserved a room.”

The great thing about an open marriage is that there’s no jilted wife to panic over. “Sounds good.” Not that the handjob wasn’t appreciated.

Her voice steamed against my ear one last time. “Act like you’re reading. It’ll cover what’s really going on.”

From reading my usual three pages a minute, down to maybe a couple of paragraphs in the same time. Somehow, the damn book had got me this far. I at least owed it a cover-to-cover read.


Kate’s thighs squeezed around my waist as she lowered onto my cock. “It’s really a shame you had to wear this.”

I felt the bottom lip of my condom slide up. “No no no no….” Hannah and I didn’t have many rules, but new partners had to either show a clear test from the past month, or protection was a given. Not that I expected a library sciences professor to have any nasties down there.

Her shoulders bunched and all of her fingertips pulled at the top of my abs. “Fine, if that’s what you want.” Then Kate gasped when she had me all the way in again.

I rested my hands on her hips, grasping for the sides of her ass. Nodding at the hidden talent for riding a guy, I did wish like hell I could have gone in raw. Even without the glasses and being a dirty blonde, she had that Velma vibe about her. Because sometimes nerdy girls are the best kind of hidden freaks.

The full surge of her cunt grinding on my shaft knocked my legs straight. “You look like you’re about to come.” She dragged further down my stomach.

My jaw fell open and my neck bent. “Hell yeah. Don’t stop now.”

Kate dropped forward and swept her hips. “Before we check out,” her voice trembled into a whimper for a second, “we’ll do this again.”

Or as it would turn out, yet again, and then a fourth time thanks a late checkout call.

Wherever she’d learned that wiggle, it needed to be holy ground. Kate shimmied until I had to start bumping my hips into her from below.

She licked under my chin. “Oh yeah, you’re about to come. Just think how much better it’d feel if I could get your load inside me.”

I fought to unclench my jaw. “Don’t fucking tempt me.”

“But I want it...” She pouted in a way that’d break a psychopath’s heart.

My fingers stretched out and I slammed both hands against the bed. “Fuck!” Even behind a sleeve of latex, I couldn’t force myself into her hard enough.

“That’s it, come for me!” Her rhythm didn’t stop. “But I hope you just broke it.”

If I had, it was too damn late to do anything about it. Just thinking about the possibility tore a few extra loads out of me.

But as I pulled my rubber off and tied the open end, the makeshift balloon held up to the old squeeze test.

Kate was still on the bed, curled up and looking innocent, like she hadn’t just fucked a complete stranger. She frowned a little. “At least I know what gets you off. You’re screwed.”


Exhausted like the trip had gone long, I pulled into my garage. Kate had been something else, like she was getting off on the fact that I was married. It explained the non-stop begging for me to go in without a condom, kinda.

If Jamie was in the mood when I walked in, she’d have smelled the hotel strange on me. Kate had ambushed me after my shower, forcing me to drill her stupid against the mirrored doors on the closet. By the time I finished her off, we had maybe five minutes until the late checkout time.

Chasing tail hadn’t been a priority since Jamie kept me satisfied. Even though I had permission and some clear boundaries we’d put down together. But walking through the door, a line from the last page of that book stood out to me.

When you receive what you want, beware the natural consequence: You will only want more.

But it couldn’t have been speaking that line to Kate that made her turn into a kinky chick on the prowl... Right?

I dropped my keys in the bowl right inside kitchen. “Hey, either of you home?”

The only one who came running was Hannah’s French bulldog, Luna.

“At least you’re glad to see me, Bullfrog.” Nicknamed by me for the smooshed face, giant eyes, and a French stereotype. After she’d proven housebroken, the butt-ugly critter had grown on me, though. “Where are your moms?”

She ran through the dining room and back living room. Straight for the sliding doors.

“You just wanna piss, don’t ya?”

Luna hopped her front legs up as much as she could, which wasn’t even halfway up.

“There’s no way something that looks like you came from a wolf.” I opened the door and let her go bolting out.

But she stopped halfway between the pool and the grass and looked back. Which she never did.

“What?”

Tearing out that growly whine straight out of The Exorcism, Luna bounced from front to back on her legs.

“Alright, fuck.” Jamie and Hannah had to be in the guest house. The li’l bastard was smart, at least.

Luna shot for the grass the instant I got past her.

If those they were in the two bedroom, one bath house around back, that could only mean one thing: There was one hell of a show I was missing. Because they’d never care when I watched, so long as I didn’t get involved. Hannah was that strict, ‘no guys, no way’ kind of lipstick lesbian.

The noise of my wife probably getting edged to death hit me before I even got inside. Opening the door, it was a good thing the neighbors were all at work.

Jesus, what’s Hannah doing to her?

Another ripping shout and the shake of a bed frame told me where they were. And ducking my head in the front suite confirmed what I suspected.

Jamie was strapped to all four corners, ass down and spread eagle.

While Hannah kept pulling that wand off at the last second. No, she wasn’t interested in me. But I’d have fucked a tall, fit brunette like her dead, given half a chance.

I stood there for no telling how long before going all the way in. Before the sound of the hinges had them turned around, I asked, “You gonna let her get off before she strokes out? Goddamn.”

Hannah flipped the switch, leaving Jamie squirming in denial. “Hey Arn. We got into an argument, and she admitted she was wrong. So we’re working it out.”

“Well, carry on then.” I leaned my back against the wall, watching them in those almost identical sets of black lingerie. I can’t lie, there were parts of sharing my wife with Hannah that really kicked ass.

Jamie’s voice shook, and she probably didn’t even know I was there. “Please... I’m about to fucking die down here!”

Hannah turned her head my way. “It was that bad an argument.”

Just to myself, I answered, “Guess so.”

That poor, tiny blonde I’d married wasn’t getting off easy. Held on the verge of madness, Jamie bent the posts on the bed frame in a little more. Like she had been lezzing it up with a damn good personal trainer or something.

The buzzing stopped all of a sudden. Hannah stood up and circled the Hitachi around. “Alright, your turn, but don’t you fucking come in her.”

Which always meant their fun would be over. Hannah had never been with a guy, and she was happy to keep it that way. Cleaning up my mess was equally out of the question.

As I got over there, Jamie kept breathing like a fish out of water. Almost as if their reconciliation wasn’t her idea at all. “You’re home. Thank God...”

I mentioned having a third person in a marriage feels like a crowd. Now imagine that your wife’s lesbian girlfriend is kind of a bitch in the best way possible, her pushy domme, and personal trainer. Sometimes their workouts got this intense.

But I’d already been fucked out. “Sucks for you. The girl who sat next to me on the flight back was down for whatever.”

Jamie gasped up, “Condom with her?”

“Like always.”

She forced a not really fake grin. “Good. Then you’ll fuck me long enough to end this shit.”

I started to lean over her. Then I felt like being an asshole. “Nope. I don’t have a dog in this fight.”

Hannah was already giggling behind a hand. She chucked the wand at my wife’s hand. Which actually landed on target.

Jamie gripped at it, but it didn’t take long for her to realize that Hannah was fucking with her. Pulling at the webbing, she almost spat out, “It doesn’t do me any good if I can’t get it down there, you bitch!”

They usually argued like this. A lot. It’s how I knew Jamie wasn’t about to divorce me, so long as Hannah kept making me seem like the hero.

I couldn’t help turning around and smiling at Hannah. “We could always get some wings or something. Think we should give her what she wants, but duct tape it to her thigh before we go?”

“Alright.” Just because we were sharing opposite ends of my wife’s bisexuality didn’t stop us from being good friends.

“It probably needs to be the shitty wing place right out of the neighborhood. She’s fucked this bed up enough already.”

“And you know I don’t let her skip leg day.” Hannah reached into the nightstand. Pulling the tape out, she asked, “Can we keep it on after we get back and you start fucking her?”

“Now that’s just mean.” I pressed the bulb against Jamie’s clit. “But maybe, if she’s yelling hard enough.”

“I’m buying this time.” Which was rare for her. “You don’t even wanna know what we got into it about.” Meaning she wanted me to hear every detail.


I sat down the bones of another stripped wing. “Really, over your newest workout shoes not matching your eyes?”

Hannah kept pace with me, wing by wing. Swallowing before she moved on to the next one, she laid out the obvious. “She helped me pick the shoes out, so I think it’s a setup.”

Jamie wasn’t subbie-as-shit like that with me, but it wasn’t a shocking revelation. “How loud do you think she’s cussing us right now?”

“Hell if I know.” After slipping that dress and a jacket on, you couldn’t tell Hannah was still in the getup underneath. “Thank me for the chance to play hero, later.”

“How much do you need, plus the cost of the wings?”

She tossed her beer back and put three fingers up. Swallowing again, Hannah looked away. “It might take a little while to pay you back.” But she’d always managed it.

“At least you stopped.” Or so I hoped.

“The last time, I fucked up and got greedy. I knew better than to hit after getting dealt a nineteen.” And Atlantic City loan sharks had enforcers on-call in this half of New York state too.

“What’s Canoli or whatever the fuck he’s called charge in interest? You should have paid that off five times already.”

She turned red at the cheeks. “Ten percent.”

Which wasn’t too bad for a Jersey Shore scumbag to offer. “So it’s not the last one you took out, is it?”

“Well, he’s got these fees and—”

I could put up with a lot from her, but I had to give her the fuzzy eye. “Crooks don’t do fees, because they leave a paper trail.” The illegal crooks, anyway.

“You’re one to talk, Mr. Consultant.”

She had me there. “Hey, you like to gamble, and I hate to do real work. We’ve all got our vice.” Or seven. “You don’t see me getting ripped off by someone whose mom probably cooks the meanest lasagna in Jersey, though.”

“If you want to work out something that could save us both some trouble, fifteen-grand would pay it off and stop the interest.”

Even if Jamie reversed personalities and tried to run off with Hannah, I had the leverage to keep it from happening. She wouldn’t hold the sharks at bay if The Bank of Arn closed. “I’ll do it, but if you ask for a loan again, I’ll start charging interest on it.”

“Fine.” Hannah snatched a wing. “And thanks.”

I knew she was trying. For some people, like Hannah, gambling was as much a crippling addiction as heroine. At least she was just blowing the money like it was a drug habit, and not doing them.

Picking up where we’d left off, she dropped another bare chicken limb on the plate. “When you start eating your real estate agent, move in with her, and the hubby does favors like this… Trust me, I know how much I lucked out.”

“Like I told you, miss one payment, and you’re cut off. So far, you’ve always come through.” But I had to know I wasn’t pissing in the wind. “It’s a new condition for the bailout. Take it or leave it, as is.”

Hannah’s face went pale. “You think I’m crazy enough to turn it down?”

If I give out that kind of loan, you should worship the ground I walk on. For shits and giggles, I tried the mantra on her. “Loyalty, devotion, and mutual service. These are what we share.”

The whole look on her face changed instantly. “Arn, you’re right. It should piss me off that I’ve thrown so much money away.”

I took hold my beer. “What I’ve been telling you this whole time is starting to make sense, isn’t it?” If only you’d give in and try a threesome too. But I stopped barking up that tree after the first ‘fuck no.’

“Mario ready to save the princess? You already know which castle she’s in.”

Full enough, I put a hand up as she offered the last wing. “Go for it. If I don’t wash that sauce off my hands while I’m thinking about it, Jamie will finally do that bed frame in.”

“Oof. Good point.”


With a hand washed three times over, I tried to open the door so Jamie couldn’t hear us. Not that even I could make out the hinges in all that racket.

Hannah patted my shoulder from behind. “Yeah, I think she’s learned her lesson.”

Jamie had drenched the bed in sweat, among other sources of wetness. And she still hadn’t noticed me as I stared down.

“Hi there.”

Like it had barely filtered through her head, Jamie cracked her eyes and rolled them back all at once.

“You look like you need some help.”

The constant moan broke into a plea, complete with nodding that had to give her whiplash.

And as much as I wanted to after seeing my wife getting worked up like that, I knew it had to hurt. “It’s your lucky day.” Plus, I’d had my dick wet enough just hours ago.

I turned the wand off and watched her entire body twist and pull against all four cuffs. The shake in her knees and elbows rattled out, tensing the webbing until it was about to snap. No telling how many forced, nonstop orgasms does that to someone.

Hannah stripped off that dress as I turned around, back to the same dark lingerie Jamie was in. But something about the color of her cheeks shifted. Like they were almost glowing pink.

Starting on one of the restraints, I told her, “Jamie’s had enough, don’t you think?”

My fingers stopped when Hannah grabbed my wrist with one hand, and traced a line up my arm with the other. “Sucks to be her.” There was something hungry in her eyes, and I’m not talking about food.

The urge to make the dream come true made me forget about the marathon Kate had put me through. “Funny. You’d never do this.” Even though her look made it fucking baffling.

She drew her brows up and made me sit on the edge of the bed. Straddling my lap and scooting close, that heat in her thighs felt eager enough. “I don’t know what it was, but something made me rethink where I stand with you.”

I let my hands rest on the back of her calves. Sliding up to the crook of her knees, I expected her to jerk away. But when she didn’t, you couldn’t have told me that there was a more beautiful woman on earth.

Hannah nipped at my bottom lip. Easing away and pulling it with her, she grinned when it snapped back in place. “You take care of both of us, but I’ve never returned the favor.”

And I never expected you to.

Raking her fingers down each of my biceps, Hannah was forcing the steel back into my dick. Whatever it was about her look, I knew she suddenly thought I was god-like.

I was tempted to just surrender to it. Without Jamie bound up a foot away, it would have felt a lot more dangerous. Like we were violating some unspoken rule between the three of us.

Hannah rocked back, forcing that soft mound against me. “I’ve got an idea.”

“Oh hell.”

She grinned and pushed that wetness against me even harder. But the girl was sincere. “Put me in those cuffs too. You can be the dom.”

‘Too’ meant only one thing. “If that’s what you want.”

“If I’m handing you the title, you can at least act like one.” She pulled back, leaving the soaked front of my pants to cool off. But I was already firm enough that it didn’t matter.

Hannah crawled over the mattress and got on her knees. Right between Jamie’s legs, Hannah started working a cuff loose and bound her left ankle to Jamie’s right.

I had to walk around, helping with their other ankles. Then a pair of wrists. By the time I had them immobilized and smashed front-to-front, Hannah and Jamie were going at it with the only parts of their bodies free to move.

Mouths pressed together and cunts ground hard as I took a step back to look. It was perfect. Jamie still on the bottom, and Hannah taking charge over the only one of us she outranked on the totem pole.

Their globes tried to spill over the sides of their chests when I scrambled behind their asses. Leaning in, I had to slip the fabric off their muffs. Which only gave those two license for a harder grind.

The moaning and whimpering started before I could push my face in the middle of it. Giving Jamie the first bit of attention, she jerked like the overload still hadn’t faded.

So I moved up an inch to Hannah’s clit. Bathing the slick texture of her bean, she tasted as amazing as I’d always figured. And out of all people, I knew she was safe to mess around with.

Circling my tongue in an ever-tighter spiral, it was all the fuel she needed to come unhinged.

Hannah cried out, “No, just fuck us...”

Us…

Working my belt loose and my shirt off, it felt like I had to get in before the dream ended. But watching their fingers twine together and hearing the gasps kick up, it wasn’t some excuse to stay asleep. I’d either lost my sanity, or some new reality had taken hold.

Snatching my pants down, I fought to kick them the rest of the way off as I scooted forward. Their chests heaved together like they were breathing in sync.

The only question was, who was gonna ambush with the first round?

Jamie spasmed as their pussies crushed together. If I was about to have my way with Hannah, finally, it needed some build-up.

Feeling the gush as I pushed into my wife’s cunt, her legs tried to wrap around me. Falling way short thanks to the straps, the walls inside her tensed hard enough that I barely forced myself all the way in.

Which only gave Hannah permission to come unleashed. Feeling the tip of her hood graze at my hilt, I could tell she wasn’t going down without a fight.

I grabbed each side of Hannah’s ass. Dipping my thumbs under the backside of her corset, I pulled that fabric into a thong.

Jamie tried wiggling herself into another thrust. It broke the spell, pulling enough of my attention off her girlfriend. But one hard rush had left the poor thing tapped out. At least for the moment.

Pulled out and stroking Jamie’s wetness down my length, my shoulders lurched forward as my heart skipped a beat. I can’t believe this. I’m gonna fuck her.

Like Hannah knew what was on-deck, she tried inching herself closer.

I had to slam a palm down, keeping the pressure on with some follow-through. You know, to leave a mark. “First time with a guy, huh?”

Her fingers gripped harder around Jamie’s as she tried to look back. “Yeah… Just don’t make it hurt, alright?”

From what Jamie had told me, Hannah could take three fingers. Four, if things got really hot and heavy.

I didn’t bother saying a word. As my tip barely grazed at her folds, Hannah gave her first tug at the webbing.

Safe, soaked, and beyond ready to go. Just the way I had to have them. One more tease took Hannah of her guard.

Then Jamie asked, “Wait, you’re really gonna let him fuck you? I thought this was a joke.”

Like I wanted it all along, something forced to grin, if only to myself. “Three’s a crowd unless everyone has the same deal.”

Hannah backed herself up as much as she could. Maybe half an inch. But that was enough to push the very end of my tip through.

Right on the verge, I had that flash of doubt. “If this was all a stunt, this is your last chance to tap out.”

Shaking her head, our newly shared brunette didn’t say a word.

Alright then, fuck it. Grabbing the base of my cock, I jammed my way in. The rush of breaking through those tight, hesitant walls was hot sauce for the brain.

Fighting every merciless inch, Hannah squeezed Jamie’s hands until their fingers went pale.

Then my wife nuzzled up to Hannah’s ear, but didn’t whisper. “I told you dick feels great.”

Another push breached me the rest of the way in. Holding steady, I was eager to keep feeling that shifting hold in her cunt. Tensing and crawling over my shaft, Hannah’s pussy kept shifting around.

One good rear back had me primed for more action. Crushing through, I almost passed out from the blinding greatness she’d been keeping from me.

Throbbing from hilt to tip, another swift crash brought the full gravity down on her.

Hannah bent her neck, trying to look up. “Oh God!”

Jamie pushed her hips up, driving Hannah against me at a different angle. “If he’s the new top, you’ll get to feel this all the time.”

Which only put a vicious streak in me. And so long as she owed me money, I wasn’t about to take it easy on her.

Another thrust bounced Hannah’s ass and made her scream. On my way out, I felt the bottom my shaft make full contact with her g-spot. Feeling her tense up that hard, she said ‘right there’ without a single word.

Jamie tilted her head enough to look at me. “Don’t hold back. Be mean to her.” If it wasn’t for that devilish look and her command, those blond curls and sweet features would have made my wife look angelic right then. “Go ahead and really fuck her.”

I swept out, almost all the way. Every part of my body tensed when I put every ounce of focus into pushing even deeper than before. Not that it was really possible.

Hannah’s ass popped against my hips. For a kinda-tall chick, she acted fragile as a high school virgin.

Grinding hard, rolling myself inside her exactly how Jamie couldn’t get enough of, I got Hannah on the verge of falling off the cliff.

Vibrating like she was going through a seizure, her pussy raged like it couldn’t decide if it wanted me in or out. The push and pull felt active as a handjob.

It only brought out something dark in me. A quick jolt forced her to let out a hoarse moan. Then I left her gaping, close enough to the edge that it made her treatment of Jamie seem kind.

Cracking a hand down again with all the weight I could put into it, I nearly busted my palm open. ‘Be mean to her’ wasn’t a challenge from my wife. It was an invitation.

But rather than letting one watch and the other take it, I wanted something a little more out of them. Pulling the velcro loose on the first strap, I moved on to the second. Within seconds, they were exhausted, but free.

Hannah rolled off Jamie, wiped the hell out like she’d had the wand taped to her cunt. Resting with her knees bent over the edge of the mattress, her tits kept moving up and down with each breath.

Jamie’s usual energy came back. She grabbed the toy and pointed at the air over her ‘unofficial’ spouse. “You know what I wanna see. Get to it.”

I slid off the bed, stepping one foot over the other to get out of my socks. “I think she’s as done as you were.”

“Bullshit.” Jamie pushed on the switch and straddled Hannah’s face. “If she wouldn’t even let me use a strap-on with her, she needs the full experience.”

Hannah’s slit drew taut as my wife pressed the buzzing head against that tired hood. Letting out one gasp before Jamie pushed her own muff down, the wet hole in front of me practically begged to get filled again.

I cradled the backs of Hannah’s thighs and pulled her calves over my shoulders. Perfect and already whining, she wasn’t trying in the least to keep me away from that pussy. Both legs shook against my body, radiating desperation all the way through to her toes.

My one rule for the past twenty-four hours had been to take every gift offered. Barely having to aim home, I shot every bit of power into a monstrous crush back into her.

Hannah contorted in a full-bodied twist. Screaming against Jamie’s cunt, her legs pulled tighter, gripping the sides of my neck.

Bucking out and then slamming through again, the jarring thrust knocked her back a few inches. I leaned down, resting balled fists against the sheets.

“That’s it.” Jamie ducked to meet my face. “Really fuck her, just like you do with me when you get kinda jealous.”

I knew what she was talking about, a little too well. When that little nag of insecurity welled up in my head, sex was like laying siege and staking my claim again. Except this time, I was on the offensive, not just reestablishing a hold on my wife.

Another shot rippled the feeling out from my trunk. Feeling Hannah’s passage grip as I rested deep piled some kind of breathtaking euphoria on top of the rush. I’d wanted this, but I didn’t realize how much until then.

Tearing out, those ankles pushed against my neck from each side. I reached up, feeling the curl of her toes and gripping tight.

Pushing through easy this time, I almost felt the tingle jump through her skin and into mine. Bending closer to Jamie’s lips, I heard the wand start up again, sending a fresh ripple through Hanna’s legs.

That pent-up insecurity cracked me into her again. Like chucking gallons of fuel at a bonfire, it slung me over an edge I didn’t even know I’d crossed.

Jamie coiled back, just out of reach of my mouth. “You know you want to come in her… I can see it in your face.”

I always have, but now I couldn’t shove it into some closet deep in my head. The moans and my wife getting off on the idea barged the weight of it right into my face.

My teeth almost ground to dust. Seething my breath through, I gave in. Hannah’s willingness to let it happen welled up the determination I needed to get the hell over myself.

The texture of that pussy jolted hard against my shaft. Hannah tried screaming something out, but I didn’t catch a single word.

Jamie ramped the wand up to its highest setting. “Do it, deep as you fucking can!”

Hannah tried shouting again.

I crashed myself against her again and stopped. “Wait.” Then I bumped another run of my dick through. “What are you not telling me here?”

“Does it matter now?”

My hips shot back so I could drive myself in again. “Yeah, kinda. If it’s not that important, why don’t you tell me?”

Jamie gave me a peck on the lips before smiling like a fool. “I don’t want kids, but she does, someday.”

The alarms in my brain went off in unison. “Hold up!” Not that it kept me from pushing deep, again and again. “I can’t. Not like this.”

“Well, it’s not like you’re stopping.” Jamie pushed that toy against Hannah’s clit even harder, making it whine a bit louder. “If you want kids, I don’t, and she does… What’s wrong with making this a practice run?”

My hands clamped tight around Hannah’s waist. “Assuming you’re being honest about it. That’s what.” Because my wife could be a manipulative psychopath when it came to getting her way.

“Until now, Hannah just wanted you to jerk it into a cup. Do you know how many times I’ve tried to change her mind? You should be kissing my ass right now.”

I’d always had a suspicion, but I never felt like it was any of my business. “You didn’t change her mind here. Sorry.”

Jamie leaned way from me, but kept the pressure on that toy up. “So what did? She owe you even more money than last time?”

Hannah did, but that wasn’t any of Jamie’s business. I figured it was time to throw out a hail-Mary and see how things went. “Loyalty, devotion, and mutual service. These are what we share.” In fact, my face went a little smugger than I intended. “You’re coming right along with us.”

That damn wand sounded like it was about to burn out. But Jamie nodded at me, grinding herself against Hannah’s face. “You asshole...”

She wasn’t my focus anymore. Hannah’s pussy took hold, reminding me who I was buried inside. One pulse of her walls shot from base to tip.

Fuck me! I pulled halfway out, stopped by the nyloned feet wrapped around the back of my neck.

One more slap of my hips turned my knees to jelly.

Fuck... Fuck, fuck. Fuck!

Hannah let go of my waist. Then Jamie started going apeshit, barely keeping the wand buzzing at its hardest.

My nuts fizzed until I jammed myself through, one last time.

Jamie rocked forward, locking her mouth on mine. Even through the kiss, I could make out ‘Come in her!’

Every bit of air left my lungs. My eyes slammed tight, and then I groaned. There was no stopping the eruption at this point.

Fingers grazed down my sides, gripping my skin just before each shot. It had to be Hannah, because Jamie was too busy losing her fucking mind.

As much as I wanted Jamie as the mother of any future kids, Hannah milked me like a dairy cow. My neck shivered after what I thought was gonna be the final load. The girl fucking wanted it, even more than I did.


Hey, life was great for that first week home. The guest house wasn’t some place Hannah disappeared to anymore. Showers, bedtime, and just a chance encounter in the living room tended to make the day a hell of a lot more fun.

Even questioning Hannah about that whole kid thing directly, she wasn’t rolling back anything my wife had said. As far as I knew, after verifying her birth control, I had permission to throw as much gravy at or in her as I wanted.

But of course, my phone rang. Some social media company needed my help. And guess who was willing to take a ridiculous amount of money, just to tell them who to fire?

What I didn’t know, was that I’d come back home with my own side-piece, and my first employee.

It’s how I got Nikki to move into the guest-house, but that’s a story for another day.
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I was struggling to keep the family home put together, even if it was that ranch style that never falls apart. Largely because the diner wasn’t the cash machine it used to be. “What changed?”

“The waitresses.” He took another sip of coffee. “Once you came along, Ricky started hiring these tired-looking girls, and put em’ in those dumpy uniforms.”

The truth hurts. Especially when you’ve been denying it. “We’ll see how it goes. How long until you’ve got a painting done?”

“I’ll bring it around closing time, at the end of that week trial-period with her new look.”

“What difference will a painting make, by itself?”

Leaning closer, as if Brandi was still around, he whispered, “Once it’s done, you’ll get what you want out of her. I mean, I’ve always liked getting what I want. Don’t you?”

I shook my head, knowing a painting wouldn’t do that to anyone. Even to a girl as ditzy as Brandi, no matter how much she’d believe and follow along with anything.

He opened another sugar pack and let it pour in. “Now, if you’ve got time, I’ve got stories about your grandaddy and his pa you’ll get a kick out of.”

***

Brandi gave one of those fake, seductive giggles. “Even with all the guys who’ve hit on me since I started working for you, you’re the only one who's been nice without expecting anything in return.” A quick jerk of her hand darted my truck over the rumble strip.

“Hey!” I didn’t want to make Grandpa Nick’s 1955 Bel Air convertible a daily driver because of a wreck. “I can still fire your ass even if you’re not clocked in.”

Those eyes still had me locked in. “You wouldn’t, and you know it.”

“Just stop, alright? Busy as we’ve gotten, complicating things would make it that much worse.”

Brandi acted like she hadn’t heard a bit. Unbuckling her seat belt and letting it fly back, she chomped down on my zipper.

Fuck, fuck, fuck… Fuck! That old transmission shop of the McBay brothers was barely in sight, clear across enough flat land that it didn’t matter. My cock was out and getting harder than figuring the diner’s taxes.

“See?” Her fingers slid up my length until Brandi was playing with the tip. “Either it happens tonight, or I’m hounding your ass like this all day tomorrow.”

I was fucked, it had gotten through even that bunker she called a skull. My last-ditch excuse was weak, and I knew it. “What about your clothes? You gonna wear the same thing tomorrow?”

“You’ve got a washer and dryer, don’t you?” Brandi gave me a teasing lick.

Goddammit! I pulled into the nearest driveway and turned around. But even then, I thought I could defuse this clusterfuck.

***

Brandi closed tighter around me, from all sides and with all limbs. “So?”

That resistance I’d been putting up failed all at once. Upending her as I rolled over, Brandi was more than willing to surrender. Something about the girl had unraveled me, and I had no fucking clue how or why it happened.

Her arms and legs folded over me as I got on top. Feeling entitled or just insane, all I knew was, I had to have her. Right then and there.

Long nails dug through my shirt. Each line overwhelmed that nagging voice in the back of my head until I was downright mindless.

Thighs closed around me until the only thing keeping me from diving right into her was the front of my boxers. Tender and sliding against my cock, Brandi’s cunt soaked through until every one of the nerves on my shaft couldn’t tell her apart from a hot bath.

She fought back. Kinda. “What makes you think I’m that easy?”

Grabbing both wrists, I felt the blood rushing through her body. “Really, you’re gonna put up that tease act now?”

As much as her hands came to life and grabbed for any escape, she’d written a check I had to cash in. “Jim, stop!”

I was too mad with hunger to even think. “Don’t give me that now, of all fucking times.”

Brandi gripped harder around me. With a bite at my earlobe, her voice shattered that last hint of caution in my head. “Even if I tell you to stop...”

My lungs filled with what had to be an endless breath.

“…don’t stop fucking me.”

Her cheek nuzzled against my throat. I don’t know what it was about the scent of her hair, but it made Brandi that much more irresistible.

Throbbing as the folds of her pussy wrapped around soaked cotton, it was beyond tempting to rip my shorts down. Silken, burning thighs did the work for me.

I couldn’t hold it in anymore as my tip almost shot through. Leaning all my weight against her palms, what I’d thought all along came out. “You’re too damned beautiful.”

Brandi squeezed every one of her fingers around mine. “I didn’t ask you to be nice to me.”

I’d already gone vicious enough to thrust a couple inches into her. As she jerked her head back, all I saw was neck and blonde.

Totally ensnared between her arms, legs, and cunt, I didn’t fight how awesome she was inside. Like a flood hot enough to turn any thermometer into a grenade, I could hear myself ramming that passage as much as I felt it.

A kiss at my shoulder fried my senses. Pulling both of her hands down to the narrowest curve of her hips, I was ready to steam ahead and go straight for the climax.

But that slit took me the rest of the way in, roasting my shaft until it felt molten inside her. The wiggle of her hips roved me around until I had to pull out.

All four of Brandi’s limbs tensed harder. “It’s fine... You can come inside me.”

It hurt too much as I thrashed out of her. Every cell in my body wanted to spear back in.

Letting go of Brandi’s arms and rising that white t-shirt up her body, my hands felt the dangerous curves all the way to the bump of her ribs. Coaxing the last barrier over her tits, I realized they were more perfect than anything I’d imagined.

Brandi took hold of the bottom hem, ripping the shirt up her arms and letting it fly off to parts unknown. “Why aren’t you fucking me?”

My body shivered as I pushed back in. The gratifying impact as my head met her back wall forced every muscle to give out.

And the crazy bitch kept getting angrier about it. Jerking her hips front to back, she was banging me. “Don’t tell me that’s all you’ve got.”

Whipping through and pushing down on Brandi’s shoulders as hard as I could, it felt like I couldn’t get monstrous enough with her.

“More!”

Trapped deep and slamming away with all I had, I never knew sex could this damn violent. Not that it stopped me from forcing her arms up again.

I didn’t have the energy left to fight back. Not that it was about to stop me. My hand closed around her throat until I felt the air rasp through.

“Do it! Fucking harder!”

Son of a bitch..  Fighting tooth and nail to hold back, I was on the edge of coming already.
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