
        
            
                
            
        

    
[image: ]

Our other authors:

 

Marissa Reed: Provocative female POV pretend date hotwife stories

Laura Llyles: Scintillating female pov hotwife and friend stories

Sandy Laine: Jaw-dropping male POV college-age harem stories

JL Sanders: Incredible male pov cuckold stories

Dylan Chase: Dark-themed cuckold stories 

Suggestions for scenarios, character types and descriptions, and locations of

scenes, will be considered and potentially worked into forthcoming stories! Stories are generally being worked on one month ahead of release. Either  post ideas to reviews, or write to immedian@gmail.com, indicating the book title you were reading!

Interested in recieving emails when new releases come out? I won't use your

addy for anything other than to share the  link to the new title. Across my currently active 4 pen names, there are usually  2 releases per week. Simply email to immedian@gmail.com




I got a text from Reed Saturday evening. I had tucked myself safely away — finally — up in my attic grotto behind the locked closet door at the bottom of the ladder. I needed time to myself. Claire, Jessica, and Kiera were killing me.

“Got  one  last  box  of  your  stuff,  driving  it  over  for  you,”  he  wrote.  “I  know you don’t have my car to use anymore.”

He  had  kicked  me  out  of  our  shared  basement  apartment  the  week  before when  he  found  out  I  left  the  weekend  party  at  the  cottage  early  with  the  girls downstairs, each of whom had been his alpha-man target at one time or another that year. He had the right to kick me out, I guess. He — or more accurately, his parents — were paying for the apartment.

I went downstairs. “Hey you!” Claire shouted from the kitchen. I put my head down and skirted along the wall through the kitchen, speeding up to the hallway and not looking up.

“Get in here!” Jessica shouted. “We need you!”

They  all  tittered  and  shrieked  and  elbowed  each  other  over  the  double entendre of the need they had of me. I glanced over my shoulder at the steaming pot they all crowded around stirring. All that was missing was some incantation.

I  rushed  through  the  hallway  and  stepped  out  onto  the  porch,  squeezing through the door and shutting it behind me quickly and securely. Downstairs had become a danger zone for me. I worried that so much could be too much.

Reed  handed  the  box  to  me.  It  was  light.  I  peeked  inside.  It  had  only  a  few things that I’d actually meant to throw away. I thought I had thrown them away, to be honest.

“Just wanted to apologize,” he said. “I overreacted — putting your stuff out in the  driveway  like  that.  Leaving  you  out  in  the  world,  all  cold  and  alone,”  he joked, and he shrugged and snorted.

I shrugged back at him. “I deserved it,” I lied. “I guess.”

“You got a new place to stay yet?” he said. “You can probably move back if you wanted.”

“Using  the  attic  here,”  I  said,  gesturing  over  my  shoulder  with  my  hooked thumb. “For now.”

“You’re actually gonna stay here?” he said, and he popped his eyes wide open and screwed up his face. “With the girls?”

“It’s  a  bit  .  .  .  “  I  started,  but  I  thought  better  of  telling  him  anything  about how it was going since I moved in with them. The fact was, I was hardly getting any sleep and my body felt like a prize fighter taking too many punches in too many bouts.

“Show me!” he said, and he tried to push past me.

“Just an attic, but it locks,” I said, biting my lip for offering that strange fact as though it was the key feature. “Which is good,” I murmured to myself.

“I got to see this!” he said with a smirk, and he pushed his much larger frame harder past me and got into the hallway.

“Girls!”  he  shouted  from  the  old-fashioned  arched  kitchen  entrance.  “Your dreams have come true!” he said, and he held his arms out widely, hands palms up.

Claire, Jessica, and Kiera were getting ready for what they called a “three-way date at home!” they told me earlier. It involved getting made-up and dressed up like a real date, doing their hair and make-up and dressing as though they were going  clubbing,  but  the  night  was  going  to  be  making  a  fun  dinner  for themselves and piling onto the couch to watch rom-coms all night.

“You have to join us!” Kiera said, pulling at my wrist. Her brass-toned mid-length hair flew around her almond face.

“Yeah!”  Claire  moaned  sensually  at  me,  and  she  flung  her  long  blonde  hair around her face and clenched her teeth at me. She dug her nails into my waist.

“We’re going to be want to be served,” Jessica murmured at me, playing her fingers  through  her  black  bob-cut  hair.  They  all  laughed  and  threw  their  heads back  and  stuck  their  tongues  out  at  me.  That’s  when  I  booted  it  up  to  my  attic and locked the door.

When  Reed  came  through  the  hallway,  they  all  looked  up  together  from  the huddle  they  formed  around  the  large  steaming  pot,  poking  at  their  Chinese dumplings  and  trying  to  decide  when  to  take  them  out.  “Oh  hi  Reed,”  Jessica said, and she turned back to the pot.

“I  make  girls  nervous,”  Reed  said  to  me  dropping  his  arms  back  down.  He used the back of his hand to block the side of his mouth in the manner of a coach giving secret instructions to his quarterback.

I pushed him through the kitchen  making sure not to make eye contact with the  girls.  They  use  their  eyes  to  ensnare  you.  They  use  them  to  arrest  you.  To overcome  you.  They  like  to  bring  them  close  to  your  eyes,  especially  when they’re  on  top  of  you,  holding  you  down,  pressing  you  into  the  couch  or  their bed.  I  had  quickly  learned  their  tricks.  But  I  wasn’t  able  to  warn  Reed  about them.

“Callum!” Kiera shouted. “Test one for us!”

I glanced through the corner of my eye. Kiera stepped toward me cupping her hand under the wooden spoon on which wiggled a glistening white mound. She blew on it to cool it with her pink frosted lips. “Taste me,” she said, imitating the voice the dumpling might have. She tittered at her joke.

I pushed Reed harder and put my head down.

“Oh,  come  on  Callum!”  Jessica  called  from  behind  Kiera’s  back.  Her  black pleated skirt flared out wider than Kiera’s white skirt and her heels were higher. She pushed her face against the side of Kiera’s face from behind and lashed her tongue out at me and half-lidded her eyes. “Taste it, you know you want to,” she groaned at me.

But it was Claire, in high platform pumps and a green-and-red schoolgirl skirt, that made me stop and stare. “Don’t you want something warm and wet in your mouth?” she said, stepping out separately and curling her fingers up around the bottom of her skirt as though ready to fling it up at me. She bit her lip and tilted her  head  and  pouted.  They  loved  doing  that  to  me,  flashing  me  and  killing themselves laughing.

They  all  laughed  when  Claire  threatened  to  do  it  with  Reed  in  the  hallway. Kiera  drew  locks  of  her  hair  through  her  lips.  Jessica  scrunched  her  fist  in  her groin and twisted on her knees and ankles like she was in pain.

I ducked out the other side of the kitchen and sped Reed to the closet door. I gestured for him to go up the ladder ahead of me and I nodded my reassurance to him. I shut the closet door behind me and locked it and went up behind him.

He stood in the middle of my new triangular peaked space with his hands on his hips, turning slowly around, taking it in. “I guess it’s okay,” he said. “But I’d be downstairs getting it on with the girls to be honest. But you’re not like that, I get it,” he said. 

“It works for me,” I said. “More or less,” I wavered.

“Invite Reed to stay for dinner!” I heard  Jessica’s voice cry out from below the floorboards.

“Fuck,” I muttered, and I sat on the edge of my bed and buried my face in my hands. All I wanted was sleep.

“Fucking excellent!” Reed said. “Party at the henhouse!”

“No,” I quickly said. “Quiet night at home.”

“Buddy,” he said. “You got to strike when the iron is hot. I’m going to give you some advice on this,” he said.

“I’m fine, really,” I said, and I waved him off and shook my head and popped my eyes wide open at the floor.

“I’m going to show you how to talk to them, okay?” he said, and he nodded sympathetically  at  me.  “You  just  follow  my  lead,  say  what  I  say,”  he  said. “Which one you want? I get Kiera.”

I  looked  up  into  the  bare  wood  rafters  of  my  sloping  ceiling  and  puffed  my cheeks out. “No,” I finally said. “Just going to . . . “ I trailed off, and I gestured with my face at my desk, lit dimly under my lamp. “Early night,” I said. “For  a change,” I added under my breath.

“You  shouldn’t  be  afraid  of  them,”  he  said.  “Just  come  down  with  me.  I’ll look after you,” he said. “Just like at the cottage.”

I  hadn’t  told  him  or  anyone  what  actually  happened  at  the  cottage.  “I’m probably not hungry,” I said. “Maybe you should just leave now.” To be honest, I  wouldn’t  have  minded  if  the  girls  were  distracted  by  a  different  target  for  at least one night. But the safest thing was to get out while there was still a chance.

“And  leave  that  bevy  of  beauties  all  alone?”  he  laughed.  “They  need  a  real man to tell them what to do with all their make-up and skirts,” he said, and he raised his eyebrows at me. “You  got  to  get  in  there.  I  can’t  believe  you’re  just hiding out up here the whole time.”

I  turned  away  to  evade  his  eyes  to  not  show  him  the  wide-eyed  and  drop-jawed face I was making. “You haven’t found someone to rent my room out to yet, have you?” I said. “It’s kind of hard living here, to be honest.”

“Living here with those three wild chicks right downstairs?” he said, popping his  eyes  out.  “Someone’s  got  to  teach  you  what  to  do!”  he  said.  “No  way  I’m letting  you  move  back.  This  is  just  what  the  doctor  ordered  to  get  you  out  of your shell, my man!” he said.

I groaned. “I feel I’m man enough, lately,” I murmured. “Could use a break, just saying,” I said.

“You don’t know what a goldmine it is that you fell down into over here!” he said.

“Believe me . . . ” I said, and I nodded, but I didn’t finish the sentence.

“Get  down  here!”  we  both  heard  Jessica’s  voice  call  up  from  outside  the locked closet door. We heard the other two girls laugh, too. The handle jiggled violently.

I  took  a  big  breath  and  stared  over  my  shoulder  at  the  ladder  going  down. There was nothing for it. We came down together and I slinked into the kitchen with my hands buried deep in my pockets and my shoulders up high around my ears.

“There he is!” Claire groaned to Kiera. They all flashed their dark-lined eyes at me.

“The back deck,” I said to Reed, and I flung the back door open and gestured outside  with  my  arm.  He  stepped  past  me  and  stood  in  the  middle  of  the  deck with his hands on his hips, turning slowly around, taking it all in like he does.

Kiera  caught  me  by  surprise  and  pushed  me  behind  the  open  back  door  and against the wall. She cupped her delicate hand around my balls and pushed her body  up  against  me  on  her  toes.  She  licked  my  neck  and  poked  the  tip  of  her tongue into my ear. “So horny, baby,” she groaned. She pushed her hand down the front of my pants and under my shorts. “Fuck me tonight?” she whispered in my ear and she tittered. Her fingers were cool around my cock. “ I want to try new tricks on you,” she whispered in my ear.

I  pushed  her  back  from  me  and  slipped  out  from  between  her  pressing  body and the wall behind me and went out on the deck after Reed.

“It’s  pretty  sweet  here,”  he  said,  nodding  and  scanning  around  the  enclosed yard.

I wiped  Kiera’s lipstick off my neck with the back of my hand. “Living room is okay, too,” I said, when he went back in through the door. I was struggling to avoid the kitchen.

“Oh yeah!” Reed said, when he came to stand in the middle of that room too with his hands on his hips. The TV was on with no volume. Music was playing for the girls in the kitchen. He found the remote on the coffee table and switched the  channel  to  a  football  game.  There  was  a  loud  chorus  of  boos  from  the kitchen.

“Fuck, bro,” he said over his shoulder, “you got to show them who’s boss and watch whatever football you want,” he said.

I hadn’t seen or heard a second of football in the week since he kicked me out, and it was still too much.

But I wasn’t behind him in the living room. Jessica had pulled me backward and out of there and pushed me against the wall in the dark hallway. While Reed droned on about how watching football would make me a man while he stared lock-eyed  on  the  big  screen,  Jessica  pulled  her  skirt  up  around  her  thighs,  slid her body down hard over mine and fell to her knees. She yanked my pants down enough to fish my cock out over top of the stretched waist.

She  was  hurried  and  frantic  about  it.  She  moaned  and  breathed  through  her nose  noisily.  She  lapped  at  the  head  of  my  cock  with  her  messy  and  flicking tongue and she pushed her tightened and natural-toned lips down over my shaft. She pumped me fast and loose into her mouth with her hand.

I  rolled  my  shoulders  into  the  wall  and  spun  myself  away  from  her,  though she tugged hard on my hips to stop me. I eased her face from my hips and she groaned  and  snorted  with  frustration.  Reed  came  out  into  the  hallway  still droning on about football. Jessica quickly spun around and stuck her head inside the  hall  closet  behind  her  and  came  back  out  with  a  can  of  mushroom  soup. “There  it  is!”  she  said,  and  she  hopped  up  and  giggled  and  high-stepped  back into the kitchen with the other two.

I  pulled  Reed  further  away  down  the  hallway,  struggling  to  avoid  the  girls. Claire  came down the hallway and grabbed my wrist in her hand. “Callum, see if you can fix my door,” she said, dragging me into her bedroom.

I tried to pull my hand out of her grip but she pulled me through and shut the door  on  Reed  where  he  grinned  in  the  hallway,  staring  at  the  back  of  her  legs under her skirt he bent over sideways to see up under.

“What’s  wrong  with  your  door?”  I  said  to  her,  knowing  full  well  there  was nothing wrong with it.

She  leaned  against  the  back  of  it  and  pushed  her  hands  down  hard  on  my shoulders.  “It  sticks  at  the  bottom,”  she  said.  “Have  a  look  —  something’s making it stick,” she said.

I jutted my jaw sideways at her and glared with my eyes. She bit her lip and grinned  sheepishly,  but  she  pushed  harder  down  on  my  shoulders,  too.  “Just look?” she said in a softer voice.

We both heard Reed on the other side, down low. “I don’t see anything on this side,” he said through the closed door.

I dropped down to my knees. Claire pulled up her skirt and held it around her waist.  She  pulled  the  fabric  of  her  shining  thong  silk  panties  aside  and  pressed her shoulders into the door behind her as she jutted her hips forward and into my face.

“I think something’s stuck in there,” she said in a tiny voice and she tittered and wiggled on her hips side to side.

I held her bare thighs in my hands like a prisoner grasping the bars of his cell. She pushed her straining fingers down through my hair and cupped the back of my head in her palm. She pulled my head as she pushed her hips out from the door further.  I pushed my mouth against the lips of her pussy, all glistening and wet and sticky and hot.

“What do you see on your side, Callum?” Reed said through the door.

“Can’t see anything,” I said, when I pulled my face away from Claire’s pussy.

She squirmed and moaned and chased my mouth with her groin. I licked her up through the cleft of her pussy lips.

“Something hard down there?” she said and she giggled.

“I’m not getting anything,” Reed said.

I  licked  her  up  over  her  clit  and  she  shook  and  grunted.  I  pushed  back  from her  body  and  stood  up.  She  glared  through  narrowed  eyes  at  me  and  tightened her lips. “You’re no fun at all!” she said.

I turned the door knob and Reed came tumbling through the doorway on his knees.  Claire  barely  noticed  him  as  she  stepped  over  him  in  her  loud  clacking pumps  and  she  left  her  bedroom.  “You  can  look  again  later  tonight,  and  you better fix it this time!” she said scoldingly to me.

“You  just  take  that  shit?”  Reed  said  as  he  pulled  himself  up.  He  swung  the door  both  ways.  “I  don’t  even  see  what  she’s  talking  about,  door  opens  just fine,” he said.

“It’s not about the door,” I said, and I rolled my eyes and went out.

He  stayed  a  moment  behind  me  examining  it  closer.  “Girls  don’t  know anything,” he concluded, and he followed behind me.

“Make your special dressing?” Kiera said to me, when she passed me by and went  into  the  dining  room.  Jessica  had  already  been  setting  things  around  the small table. We didn’t usually eat so formally, but it was a special date night and they wanted to ham it up not just with make-up and clothes, but with the whole dinner, too.

Kiera gestured with her face toward a big bowl of salad they’d made. I stood in front of the passthrough to keep an eye on things as Claire grabbed wine from the fridge, snuck a slap on my ass as she passed, and joined Reed and Jessica at the table. Her eyes were on fire over her shoulder at me. I had no idea what she was thinking.

I started to mince garlic and stir olive oil with cider vinegar. Kiera came back into the kitchen. She peeked at Jessica and Claire animated in conversation with Reed at the table.

Reed glanced over his shoulder and through the passthrough at me. “I’ve been trying to get this guy a girlfriend since forever,” he said, and he laughed. “It’s a challenging  mission,”  he  said,  and  he  laughed  harder.  “Just  kidding,  right, Callum?”  he  siad.  “Got  to  get  the  guy  laid,”  he  went  on  to  them.  They  both nodded  with  serious  and  innocent  expressions  on  their  faces,  their  eyes  wide, their chins resting on the backs of their hands, the both of them.

Kiera  slid  down  between  me  and  the  counter  I  worked  at.  I  rolled  my  head back  and  sighed  at  the  ceiling.  She  pulled  my  pants  and  shorts  down.  “Yeah, something like that,” I said to Reed, and I scooped the crushed salt into my hand and dusted my palms into the oil.

“To  getting  that  man  laid!”  he  said  again  louder,  and  he  held  his  wine  glass out to the other two girls to clink with him.

Jessica  peered  over  her  shoulder  at  me  and  grinned.  “Do  you  think  he  ever gets  any?”  she  said  to  Reed  as  though  privately,    but  with  her  narrowed  and grinning eyes on mine. She said it loud enough for me to hear.

Kiera eased my cock out over the waist of my shorts and closed her warm, wet mouth lightly around it. I could feel rather than hear her moan.

“He just needs confidence,” Reed said privately to Jessica and Claire. “Am  I right?”  he  added  louder,  chuckling  over  his  shoulder  at  me.  “He’s  my  work  in progress,” he said. “It’s my mission to get him laid at some point this year,” he said and he laughed loudly. It was his theory — I know because he told it to me over and over — that if you talk with girls using language laced with words like “laid” and “screw,” you’ll prime their minds psychologically into thinking about having sex with you.

Kiera  moaned  too  loud  as  she  sank  her  mouth  more  deeply  down  my  raging hard  shaft.  She  adjusted  herself  between  the  cupboards  below  the  counter  and my body pressed into the edge of the counter above her head and she looked up at me with desperation in her eyes, pulling on my cock that she poked into her neck. She drew the head around the cleavage of her breasts. She tugged her top down and dabbed the tip of the head of my cock at her nipples and tittered.

“Don’t need or want help, thanks,” I said to Reed at half volume. Kiera buried me  deep  in  her  mouth  and  pushed  hard  enough  to  drive  me  into  the  top  of  her throat. I winced at the sensation.

“You don’t have to be afraid of girls,” Reed said. “Right girls?” he said with a sideways grin to them.

“Do you think he’s afraid of us?” Jessica said with a crooked grin right back at him. “Is that what his problem is?”

“He  just  doesn’t  know  how  to  handle  girls,  or  what  to  say  or  do  to  them,” Reed said. He oozed confidence. It came out of him like a ruptured tar pipeline.

“Do  you  really  not  know  how  to  handle  girls  like  us?”  Claire  said  up  to  me with a grin on her face.

I  pulled  my  hips  back  from  Kiera’s  face.  She  groaned  angrily  and  lashed  at my saliva-wet cock with her protruding tongue. But I twisted away from her and tucked  it  back  inside  my  pants.  I  poured  my  frothy  semi-transparent  white dressing over the salad and carried it out to the dining room.

“Where’s  Kiera?”  Jessica  said.  “Kiera!”  she  called.  “Dinner  is  on,  girl!”  she cried out louder.

Kiera popped up from behind the counter where I’d just been standing. “Just getting salad forks!” she said.

Claire  and  Jessica  frowned  with  suspicion  at  her.  Reed  twisted  his  face  and squinted  one  eye  at  me.  I  put  the  salad  down  in  the  middle  of  the  table.  “You guys look terrific,” I said. “You seriously do. Those outfits are hot,” I said.

Reed sneered and shook his head and grabbed for the salad bowl.

“Aw!” Claire said, and she leaned over to smooch my cheek when I sat in the chair next to her. She looked over the table toward Reed. “See? He knows what do with girls like us!” She kissed me again and dropped her hand under the edge of  the  table  to  secretly  squeeze  her  grip  around  my  cock  through  my  pants. “Don’t you,” she said, not looking up at me beside her.

I  served  salad  into  the  stack  of  bowls  and  passed  them  around  to  the  girls without  answering  her.  While  we  ate  and  talked  and  laughed,  Claire  eased  my cock out of my pants and secretly, slowly and lightly, stroked me in her hand. I just as secretly, slowly and lightly, tried to push her hand away from my lap. But she  stiffened  herself  in  her  shoulder  and  bicep  and  resisted  me.    She  even dropped her napkin ring on the floor and slid down her chair and onto her knees under the table, and pushed her mouth, hot, smooth, and wet, over my cock, and swirled her tongue maddeningly around my shaft like a water snake twisting and turning.

After dinner, Claire, Jessica, and Kiera pushed Reed and me out of the kitchen and  into  the  living  room,  telling  us  they  had  to  discuss  private  things.  “Get  a show ready!” Jessica called out and they all laughed.

I  puffed  out  through  my  inflated  cheeks  and  began  flipping  around  with  the remote. Behind me, Reed found “The Journal.”

There had been a conflict of sorts earlier that week. I had complained to the three girls, while we were all on the couch together in our underwear and under the same blanket huffing and puffing from a bout of tickling and teasing, that I was  getting  worn  out  by  them.  They  each  blamed  each  other  for  taking advantage of me too much.

The solution — it was a joke at first, but they had a lot of fun with it — was to write in a notebook when they’d each last “had” me. One of them added a few details  with  an  asterisk.  The  others  tittered  and  snatched  the  book  around between  them,  adding  details  to  each  entry  after  that,  using  increasingly  ribald and explicit language. By the end of it, they were all squealing and shrieking and kicking and laughing about it.

This  was “The Journal.” It had since been added to voluminously since that first night.

“Just  what  the  fuck  .  .  .  “  Reed  said,  flipping  through  the  pages,  his  eyes bulging, his mouth hanging.

I grabbed at it but he turned away, blocking me with his shoulder.

“Creative  writing  exercise,”  I  said.  “We  started  doing  a  co-writing  project. They’re dumb, they got carried away,” I said, and I tried again to snatch it back from his clutching grip.

“For  fuck  sakes,”  he  said,    glaring  at  the  pages.  It  did  go  on  at  ridiculous length, I had to shrug and agree with him.

Claire, Jessica, and Kiera had come into the room with their glasses of wine and knew what Reed had found. “Creative writing,” Jessica said to him, and she used her eyes to arrest him and relieve him of the notebook. She sat down on the couch  and  Kiera  and  Claire  sat  down  tight  against  her.  They  all  stretched  their legs  out  straight  and  rested  their  heels  on  the  coffee  table  in  a  neat  line  of  six upward-pointing  feet.  They  laid  their  arms  around  each  other’s  shoulders  and sipped their glasses.

“Like  this,”  Jessica  said.  She  pretended  to  be  looking  up  to  a  corner  of  the ceiling to think up a scenario. “While his friend droned on about how watching football would make him a man, I pulled my skirt up around my thighs, slid my body hard against his and down onto my knees.  I yanked his pants down enough to fish his cock out over the top of the stretched waist of his pants.”

I gulped and drank the glass of wine Claire had earlier given to me. She had handed Reed a can of beer. She widened her eyes at Jessica and slowly rotated her face back to the screen on the wall and squelched a titter.

Kiera was texting on her phone and my phone suddenly pinged. I pulled it up but Reed snatched it from me. In doing so, he opened my browser. I tried to grab it back, but he was like that, always grabbing things, turning his shoulders, not giving back.

“Why the fuck are you looking up the meaning of ‘harem’ on your phone?” he shouted.

I grabbed it back. “Story takes place in ancient Egypt,” I said to him. I stuffed my phone in my pocket. Reed stared at me with narrowed eyes. I looked through the  corners  of  my  eyes  down  the  couch.  All  three  of  Kiera,  Jessica,  and  Claire were staring at me gaping in their mouths and bulging in their eyes.

“A harem?” Claire said. She dropped her jaw further open at me.

“It’s a study,” I said, trying to shrug it off.

“You  think  this  is  your  harem?!”  Jessica  said  just  as  shocked-looking  as Claire.

I shrugged one shoulder up high. “Our story,” I said, and I glared back at her, “might be in ancient Egypt, I thought. I was just getting the context right,” I said.

Claire sank back and smirked and sipped her wing. “I guess it might be,” she said, and she shrugged.

“What’s going on here?” Reed said.

All three girls at once waved him off, shook their heads, and rolled their eyes. “Watch the show,” Jessica said, and she pointed at a chair for him to sit in. I sat in  the  other  chair  and  stared  at  the  screen.  Nobody  talked,  nobody  stirred,  and nobody brought the issue up again. When the movie just hinted that it might be over, all three girls started yawning and stretching with exaggeration and looking at the time and exclaimed and acted shocked that it was so late. They kept doing that until Reed was out the front door.

I saw him out and we chatted briefly on the porch. “You can move back, you know,” he said. “I wasn’t serious.”

I shrugged. “Might try it here a bit longer. Kind of settling in okay,” I said.

“You’re  being  seriously  friend-zoned,  you  realize  that,  don’t  you?”  he  said. “Chicks are going to cock-block you all year.”

I shrugged and looked off into the darkened distance. “I’ll be okay,” I said.

“Seriously bro,” he said. “They’re going to turn you into a eunuch.”

I sipped the last of my wine. “I’m pretty sure that’s not happening,” I said.

“You’re never going to get laid living in a henhouse,” he said, and he laughed and shook his head.

“Try telling them that,” I said.

“What did you say?” he said.

“Nothing,” I said, and I turned to go back inside.

When I closed the door and turned around, all three girls shrieked and laughed and ran in circles.

“Oh my god, I thought I was going to lose it!” Kiera shouted. They had, while I was on the porch talking with Reed, each changed into their pjs.

Jessica  stepped  up  to  me  in  her  crop-cut  pale  pink  satin  cami  top  and  shorts and reached her arms out to dangle her wrists over my shoulders. “So we’re your harem, are we?” she said low and gravely. She bit her lip and shook her hair over her face.

“Yeah,”  Claire  said,  and  she  tittered.  She  stepped  around  behind  me  and draped her arms over my shoulders and down my chest, scrunching her fingers into  my  ribs  and  pressing  her  body  against  my  back.  “Is  that  what  you  really think?” she said.

Kiera  pulled  my  arms  out  by  the  wrists  and  pulled  me,  stepping  backward. “Come  on  then,  master  of  the  harem,”  she  said  and  she  snorted.  “Your  harem needs  your  attention,”  she  said  and  she  whipped  the  tip  of  her  tongue  out between her lips.

I stumbled forward from Kiera pulling me and Jessica and Claire clung to my front  and  back.  Like  a  clump  of  silky  humanity,  we  moved  together  down  the hallway.  From  behind  me,  Claire  opened  my  pants  and  pulled  them  down  my legs. From in front of me, Jessica tugged at the bottom of my t-shirt and drew it up  over  my  head.  Kiera  pushed  her  hands  flat  against  my  chest  and  kissed  my exposed  neck  and  shoulders.  I  had  to  step  out  of  my  pants  or  I  would  have tripped  where  they  crumpled  around  my  ankles.  Naked,  I  exhaled  and  looked with trepidation at the couch they were all mewling and pawing me toward.

“I  got  to  be  honest,”  I  said  from  inside  the  pool  of  blonde,  black,  and  brass hair that flowed around my neck and face. “You guys are seriously wearing me out.”

“You’re the one who wanted a harem,” Kiera said, and she knelt on the couch behind  her  and  pulled  me  up  to  the  edge.  She  took  my  cock  in  her  mouth  and moaned on me.

“What’s the matter?” Jessica said and she pushed the hard tip of her tongue in my ear. She pulled my hand over her pussy and pressed my middle finger down under  her  cami  shorts  and  into  the  cleft  of  her  wet  lips  below.  “Can’t  handle three single and hot young girls?” she said, and they all laughed lasciviously.

I  twisted  around  and  tried  to  get  away,  but  they  all  pushed  and  pulled  and tugged and yanked on my limbs and neck and hair and hips and I fell back into a deep  slouch  in  the  couch,  spread  out  and  defeated.  Claire,  Jessica,  and  Kiera kissed  and  touched  and  rubbed  and  tugged  on  me  all  over.  I  was  becoming buried  alive  under  a  writhing  mass  of  silk-covered  soft  skin  and  wet,  warm touches.

“I  was  trying  to  look  up  how  those  harem  masters  survived,”  I  said  from beneath the waves that flowed over and under and all around me, threatening to subsume me entirely.

Jessica,  who  continued  to  slowly,  lightly,  pump  my  cock  in  her  fist,  spoke first. “Do you guys think maybe we are being a little too greedy?” she said and she dove down over my lap and took me deeply in her mouth.

Claire    stroked  her  hair  and  pulled  it  back  from  her  face.  She  tugged  it  and whined  and  pushed  her  cheek  against  Jessica’s  cheek.  They  laughed,  but  they also  pushed  against  each  other.  They  fought  with  their  faces  trying  to  get  their mouths over my cock.

“Poor thing,” Kiera said, and she held my cheeks and sank a kiss deeply over my mouth. I protested, but managed only grunts and groans inside the kiss.

“I  have  an  idea,”  Claire  said,  and  she  laughed  and  yanked  with  exaggerated effort on Jessica’s wrist, pulling her from my lap where she grunted and pushed her mouth one last time deeply down over my cock. They huddled together away from me and peaked over their shoulders and laughed.

“Go clean up the kitchen for us,” Claire said. “And we’ll have a surprise for you.” She squealed and held hands with Jessica and Kiera and they all three ran off.

We had an agreement that in lieu of paying any rent, I’d do chores around the place,  which  suited  me  fine.  I  liked  cleaning  and  tidying  and  vacuuming.  It’s when I did my best thinking.

I  heard  steps  up  and  down  repeatedly  to  my  attic,  and  laughing,  and  stomps over the ceiling. A full half-hour later, I heard Jessica’s voice calling out loud for me to come up.

I  wiped  my  hands  off  and  opened  the  closet  door.  I  heard  tittering  and shushing  at  the  top  of  the  stairs.  I  slowly,  suspiciously,  crept  up  until  my  eyes crested the surface of the attic floor.

There were strings of tiny point-lights hung from the rafters. There were thin, nearly  transparent  fabrics  hung  down  around  the  bed.  There  was  soft,  distant Arabic  oasis  music  playing.  I  crept  higher  up  through  the  floor.  Kiera,  Claire, and Jessica were on my bed, but not entirely naked. They were wrapped in every piece  of  jewelry  and  chains  they  could  find.  It  was  around  their  necks,  their wrists,  on  all  their  fingers,  around  their  stomachs,  around  their  ankles,  and  on their  toes.  The  most  dramatic  part  was  the  headdresses  and  veils  they  had fashioned from scarfs and other fabrics. They had all lined their eyes as though with charcoal.

I stepped up onto the floor of my attic. The three of them chuckled and curled their fingers and hands and arms at me and beckoned me to the veil-surrounded, point-light  lit  bed.  They  writhed  there  together.  They  kissed  each  other  and rolled around and touched themselves. “If you wanted a harem,” Claire said, “all you had to do was ask.” They all laughed.

I  spread  the  side  and  climbed  in.  They  surprised  me  with  plates  of  grapes, glasses  of  wine,  and  fruits  like  strawberries  and  blueberries.  They  made  me  lie propped up against pillows and laughed and licked their lips and dangled grapes and sips of wine at my lips.

I flopped my limbs flat and widely about me. Someone took my cock in her mouth.  Someone  else  did  next,  and  then  a  distinctly  third  mouth  took  over.  I peeked  out  one  eye  and  watched  as  the  three  bodies  contorted  and  writhed  all over  the  bed,  uncertain  where  one  ended  and  another  began.  They  kissed  each other  and  me  on  the  mouth,  the  neck,  the  chest,  the  stomach,  up  the  thighs, everywhere, everyone all at once, each other and me indiscriminately.

Fingers  entered  passages.  Breaths  grew  short.  Bodies  trembled  and  moans high-pitched and catching, erupted from all over. If it began as a joke and a tease to make fun of me, it turned real soon enough. The sound of female orgasms that erupted  at  different  places  and  at  different  times  were  real  and  authentic. Something  different  was  happening  that  night.  The  girls  delighted  in  making each  other  cum.  They  played  and  laughed  and  sank  their  pussies  down  on  my cock in turns. They laughed and all got on their elbows and knees side by side and wagged their asses at me, all pushed together, all with their fingers poking through  between  their  legs,  massaging  themselves,  opening  themselves, beckoning me, wiggling at me. 

I knelt behind the row of them and   sank myself into one sopping, undulating pussy  after  another.  It  was  too  much,  and  I  began  to  ram  myself  with  abandon into the third one. It was Kiera, but I hardly could tell. Jessica laid on my back and squeezed her finger around the base of my cock where I thrusted myself into Kiera’s  pussy.  Claire  knelt  in  front  of  Kiera  facing  me  and  kissed  me  on  the mouth.  When  I  squinted  and  grimaced  and  ejaculated  into  Kiera,  all  three  girls moaned out loud and squirmed in their hips, Kiera most especially. It was like a group-shared orgasm, all four of us at the same time.

We heard the voice all at the same time, too. It was Reed. We all spun around and found his head as though cut off at the neck suspended in the floor where he had come up the ladder. He had left his phone in my attic. The front door was left  unlocked.  He  came  in  when  no  one  answered.  He  followed  the  music  and sounds,  and  came  up  the  ladder  in  the  closet.  He  had  been  watching  us  for  at least the last five minutes.

“Holy  fuck,”  he  groaned.  His  eyes  were  popping  out  of  his  face.  I  fell  back into  my  pillows.  The  girls  scrambled  their  bodies  under  the  sheets  beside  me, tugging it up to their chins. Reed held up his phone that was lying on the floor just  inside  the  ladder’s  hole  and  he  waved  it  at  me  and  sank  back  down,  his expression unchanging the whole time. We heard the front door close.

“He was probably wondering why you weren’t listening to any of his advice about girls,” Claire said, and they all started laughing uproariously.

In the morning, we had breakfast together at the same table where we had the dinner the previous night. It was Sunday. We were all in our robes, me included. “Maybe  a  harem  isn’t  such  a  bad  idea,”  Kiera  said.  “We  can  share  him  that way.”

“Usually  the  harem  master  decides  who  he’s  going  to  take,  though,”  Jessica said.

“We  can  do  it  the  other  way  around,”  Claire  said  with  a  shrug.  They  talked like I wasn’t even there. “We decide.”

They all ate and thought in silence about Claire’s suggestion.

“We have to take it easy on poor Callum, though,” Kiera said. She tussled her hand in my hair the way you would a pet, without looking behind her. “Maybe he’s right — we could be wearing him out.”

“But  getting  semi-regular  sex  is  good  for  me,”  Jessica  moaned.  “I  just  hate dating men though!”

“Me too!” Claire said. “That’s why I like him so much — he’s just . . . “ she paused looking for the word.

“He’s just there,” Kiera said, and they all  enthusiastically agreed with her that that was it.

“I like not having to worry about going on dates,” Kiera said. “He’s fun!” She tittered and turned to me and mussed my hair up more. Aren’t you!” she said.

“I just hate creepy guys,” Jessica said. “Plus I’m too busy! I don’t have time to date, check them out, look them up, be respectable . . . ” she said.

“ . .  . and wait at least until the second date to fuck their brains out!” Claire shouted,  and  they  all  laughed  hysterically.  “Plus  don’t  forget  the  alpha-males,” she  said,  and  she  pointed  two  fingers  into  her  mouth  and  imitated  the convulsions of induced vomiting.

“Like  you  know  who!”  Kiera  shouted  out  loud,  and  they  all  laughed  in shrieks. She turned to me and kissed me gently on the cheek with her soft lips. “Not like Mr. Decent Nice Guy,” she said.

Jessica and Claire both turned to me and all three tussled my hair, kissed my cheeks, and widened their eyes at me.

“Having him around sure avoids a lot of problems,” Claire said.

“We have to look after him better, though,” Kiera said.

“I think we look after him well enough!” Jessica joked.

But  Claire  cut  her  off.  “You  know  what  she  means,”  she  said.  “He  said  it himself — we’re wearing him out. It’s not fair to him.”

They all looked at me lost in deep thought.

“What if we had a quota,” Jessica said, her eyes on mine, but she was talking to  Claire  and  Kiera.  “Like,  only  once  a  week.”  She  squinted  like  she  was imagining me in bed.

Kiera ducked her face down and grinned sheepishly.

‘What’s wrong with that?” Jessica said.

“What  if  you  need  him,  like,  again  in  the  same  week?”  she  said.  “I  get  like that sometimes,” she shrugged.

“Four times a month, then,” Claire nodded.

“Scheduled like, though?” Jessica said, and she scrunched her nose up.

“Needs  to  be  more  spontaneous,”  Kiera  said.  “Scheduling  makes  it  feel  too much like a clinic.”

“I got it!” Claire said. She ran away and came back moments later with a big stuffed lion. “You put this guy in front of the attic door when you go up to the lair of the harem master!” she said and she nodded sharply.

“Oh!” Jessica cried out, and she took off next. She came back with a big box and opened it on the floor. “From that party last year!” she said, and she pulled out a green lei and hung it around the lion’s neck.

“Are there four of each color?” Kiera shouted, and she scrambled into the box and pulled them out: four green, four yellow, and four blue.

“And!” Claire siad, pushing the green ones over to Jessica and the blue ones over to Kiera. She gathered the yellow ones to herself. “Our harem master gets to  say  he’s  occupied  with  himself,  too,  and  he  gets  four  times  each  month  to himself,” she said, and she pushed the red ones to me.

We hung our leis on hooks in the closet. The lion fit snugly on the floor beside the  ladder.  The  plan  was,  when  you  want  to,  put  one  of  your  leis  around  the lion’s neck and put him in front of the door. You get four times a month, until all your leis are around the lion’s neck.

“That . . . “ Jessica said, looking up and counting on her fingers.

“ . . . is 12 visits per month,” Kiera said, doing the math for her. “Is that okay with you?” she said softly to me.

“And he gets 4 times to get some peace when he really needs it,” Claire said.

“I love it!” Kiera said. “I’m already all hot and bothered wondering when to use mine!”

“Me too!” shouted Jessica. “Have to be strategic!”

Claire continued to stare at me. “Do you like it?” she said. “Be  honest.”  She squeezed my hand over the table.

I looked up and around the table and could not stop the smirk spreading over my  face.  “I  guess  I  can  work  with  that,”  I  finally  said.  They  all  laughed  and punched my shoulders and shook their heads at me.

“What are you going to tell Reed when you see him?” Jessica said, as we all pushed up and cleared the table off and walked together to the kitchen with our plates.

“His whole theory of life got exploded last night, I think,” I said.

We all laughed together. Claire slipped her arm through my elbow and tugged me  toward  her  room.  Jessica  wrapped  her  hand  through  my  other  arm,  and tugged me toward her room. I got tugged apart and stopped walking. They both leaned over and looked at each other across my body.

“Rock-paper-scissors?” I suggested.

Jessica won and she squealed and shrieked and pushed me toward the closet door.

“That’s  one!”  Kiera  shouted,  and  she  plopped  the  lion  down  on  the  floor outside the door and threw one of the green leis around it’s neck.

“He looks cute there, guarding the door,” Claire said.

Jessica  shut  the  door  behind  her  and  pushed  me  from  under  my  butt  up  the ladder and into my attic. “No  listening!”  she  cried  out  over  her  shoulder  at  the back of the closed closet door.
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