
Big Package Harem

Book 3

by Myra Dusk

All rights reserved ©2024 Myra Dusk

All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, transmitted, or distributed by any means or in any form without the prior written permission of the author, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical review and certain other noncommercial uses permitted by copyright law.

Note from the author: This book is a work of fiction. All characters in this story are 18 years of age and older.


Table of Contents

Title Page

Copyright Page

Big Package Harem: Book 3

Sign up for Myra Dusk's Mailing List

Also By Myra Dusk

No matter how many nights passed, Matt still found it hard to get the thought of the women he'd been with out of his mind. Not just Becca and Alicia, although they had been the most recent, but Susie and Carla too. And who could blame him? All of them were gorgeous, and all of them had been part of the most unforgettable sex of his life. The real wonder was how he got to sleep at all, with those memories running behind his eyelids every time he closed them.

Even here, working a bartending shift at the Bedlam Lounge, he couldn't quite maintain his focus. He poured drinks, chatted with people, wiped down the bar, fitted new bottles, and still found himself drifting back to those nights. The music and the lights pulsed and throbbed around him, and the more he thought about Becca's gaping asshole or Carla and Susie eating each other's pussies, the more the same thing happened in his pants. 

And considering what he was packing down there, an erection actually made the job of tending bar pretty difficult, not to mention awkward if he bumped his coworker the wrong way, which happened when you had people moving behind a bar. So he did his best to pull his mind away before any more blood could march down there.

His coworker, Claire, was working the other side of the bar, collecting hefty tips from people who liked her pretty face and petite, perky breasts. It was too loud to have much of a conversation, so the relationship between patron and bartender was especially reduced to physical attributes in this place. Not that Claire was complaining as she emptied out her tip glass over and over again.

Matt was doing okay on tips, but Claire still poked fun at him.

"Turn on the charm, Matthew," she said, a flash of a green wad in her hand.

"Can I borrow your tits?" Matt asked her, not for the first time. It always made Claire laugh, and it did again.

"Sorry," she said, giving her chest a little thrust outward. "I'm using them right now."

Matt snapped his fingers in mock frustration and shook his head. His tip glass was half-full, and that was better than half-empty. And he remembered Carla, straddling him, completely full of his cock and then his cum, and then all of a sudden something else was feeling half full.

He tapped Claire on the shoulder. "Be right back, two seconds."

She waved him off to his alleged bathroom break. Matt dipped out from behind the bar, not fighting the horniness any further. It just had to be taken care of, like a mechanical problem. He got into the bathroom, where the noise of the nightclub wasn't so loud, but plenty loud enough to cover any sounds that he might make. The bathroom was empty, so he slipped into a stall and acted quickly. He was mostly hard, and he couldn't believe how horny he was. He pulled out his huge dick and got to work, leaning with one hand pressed against the back wall, his eyes half-closed as images of the women he had been with danced behind them and his ears stayed alert for anyone coming in. His breath tightened in his chest and throat as he came, no more than a minute later, and he bit his lip to keep himself quiet, pumping at the length of his cock with his cum splashing into the toilet. His aim was pretty good, but there was only so much you could do while you were in the middle of cumming. Thankfully, he'd had the foresight to put the seat up, so he quickly wiped up the spots where he had splattered, dropped the seat back down, and gave his hands a good wash before heading back out to the bar.

Did he feel great about it? No, but it had to be done. Besides, not 300 feet away, he fucked people in the back rooms for money, so whatever. He got back to work with a sense of relief and a thank-you to Claire for covering for him.

Finishing out his shift, which ended pretty soon at ten PM, he considered the idea of approaching Marcy for another hook up. It had been a little while, and obviously he couldn't get the thought off his mind, but also he knew Marcy and Jessica were aware of his intentions, and they stood to gain a little money from arranging a meetup as well, so if anything was on the radar they would surely tell him. There was no reason to be annoying about it. If it was this bad in his head, maybe he just needed to go out and get laid the old-fashioned way.

He toyed with the idea while he worked, his practiced hands moving quickly. Sure, he could hook up, especially in a place like this, but would it satisfy him?

That lead to a little bit more of a daunting thought. It had been weeks since the threesome with Becca and Alicia, and it was still on his mind. Enough to send him running to go jerk off in the bathroom while he was on the clock. Was he addicted to that kind of sex now? He couldn't imagine having to fight with that urge every single time he was working, let alone in his daily life as well. 

He considered the idea, then gave a little shake of his head as he handed the drink over in exchange for the bills from the customer, some guy who might as well not have had a face for all the attention that Matt paid to him. He dumped the bills in the till and figured the idea of addiction didn't sit quite accurately with him. He was just a guy in his mid-20s who was really fucking horny, certainly not an uncommon state of being among people like him, and that fire was healthily fueled by the lexicon of gorgeous women he had filed away in his head. He had discovered a newfound joy and pleasure in sex that had almost become stale through his secret job. He wasn't addicted, but he definitely wanted it.

"I'll give it one more week," he muttered to himself, too quietly for anyone else to hear. "Maybe two, if I can stand it. Then I'll see if Marcy or Jessica have anything for me."

Ten o'clock came, and he said a quick goodbye to Claire, casting a habitual glance around for Marcy and hating himself for it, but his boss was nowhere to be found. Probably somewhere else on the floor. He punched out and headed out to the lot, getting in his car and driving home.

He didn't have a shift at the Bedlam the next night, so he had made plans to go out to dinner with a few buddies. They liked this one sports bar where the food wasn't so great, but the service was fine and the TVs were big, and there was a basketball game on, so it was a good time. He finished eating, and it was then that the text from Marcy came in.

Are you able to come by the lounge for something real quick?

He looked at the text while Steve and Eric argued about the outcome of a foul that had just happened in the game. Matt hadn't seen it, but he sided with Eric just to get Steve riled up, and he let them take over the conversation.

He texted back, Can't cover a shift tonight, which wasn't strictly true, but he didn't necessarily feel like it, so it was true enough. He put his phone back in his pocket and put his attention back to his friends, where the discussion about the foul hadn't quite ended, though the game was well past it on TV. 

His phone buzzed in his pocket again. He pulled it out and saw from Marcy, Don't need you for a shift, but there's just a thing I need you to sign into the system for real quick. Two seconds. It's a punching glitch, just want to make sure your paycheck isn't delayed.

Matt rolled his eyes, but he couldn't be too annoyed since she was just looking out for him. The bar they were at wasn't too far from the lounge, really, and he was out anyway, so he could make the trip.

Okay, he responded, I can be there in probably a half hour, just out at dinner.

Marcy replied back that that sounded good, and Matt put his phone away, watching the game with everybody else and making occasional comments on things that were bullshit and things that were impressive. Steve had hit some bet, a parlay on the outcome of this game and a few others, and his phone was passed around to show the winnings. There were jokes about him paying for everybody's dinner, to which he replied with a polite middle finger.

They split off once the check was paid (not by Steve), and Matt found himself in his car a little sooner than he had expected, so it was more like twenty minutes later when he pulled in and parked at the Bedlam Lounge. It was just before nine o'clock at night, but usually Marcy worked till midnight or later, so it wasn't unusual to be called in this late. He wondered if it was something he had done to mess up his time card, or if it was Marcy's mistake. She hadn't been specific, so he figured it was something she might have done. Not a big deal, and at least it could be resolved quickly. Two seconds, that was what she'd said.

Matt hopped out of the car and closed the door, walking toward the front door of the Bedlam Lounge at a good pace. Possible paycheck problems aside, he was in a good mood. Maybe it was that the dinner with his friends had been nice, or that he had hit a three-to-one bet on the game. Either way, he found himself moving a little bit to the music that sounded through the lounge's front door, his hips shifting as he grabbed the handle and pulled it open. The perfumed air of the Bedlam swept back at him as he entered, mostly covering the smells of alcohol and sweat. He let the door close behind him.
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