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HAREMLIT FACEBOOK GROUPS


Check out these Facebook groups that support the Haremlit community to find your next favorite harem tale!
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	Romance for Men - https://www.facebook.com/groups/1324476308314052 





ABOUT FRESH START


After my last assignment, the client is happy, and I’m ready to reunite with my harem. 

While I immersed myself in work, Paige and Leah thrived in Eugene, and Amy expertly managed her cozy mountain resort. As I bid farewell to my stunning client, I felt a rush of anticipation—reuniting with my three lovers promised a thrilling new chapter! 

First, I’m off to the airport to pick up Ginny, my former assistant. Her flirty texts have my imagination buzzing with tantalizing what-ifs. I already have three incredible women in my life who excite me to no end with their libidinous desires. Yet, Ginny and the happy client's flirty smile pull at my thoughts. Focusing is difficult because I can’t help but envision the wild adventures awaiting us!

Will our reunion and new beginning change our lives forever?  What does fate have in store for us now?


To those that start something new, not knowing the trail or path but courageous enough to take that first step


Stop being afraid of what could go wrong and start being excited about what could go right.

TONY ROBBINS


FRESH START


ONE
CLOSE OF BUSINESS


My final week of work went smoothly. The class went well, and everyone learned the required objectives. The client was happy but disappointed that I was resigning.

“It’s too bad you’re leaving, Kurt,” Beatrice, the coordinator for the client, says as I pack up my backpack. “We have a few more teams to get up to speed on this platform.”

I didn’t like disappointing clients, and my discussion with Wayne, my boss, left the door open for some contract work. I chew on my lip and then lean against the desk.

“I’m resigning my position, Beatrice,” I say, shrugging like there is no other option. “I’m not willing to keep traveling as much as the job demands.”

“That’s understandable.” She crosses her arms over her ample chest. “Where are you going to live if I might pry?”

“I’ve decided to relocate here. Near Eugene, to be precise.” I shoulder my backpack, and she walks beside me as I leave the classroom. “Right now, I’m staying with friends until I find my place.”

“Sounds like a challenge.” We keep walking toward the front desk, and she grabs my elbow. I slow and stand beside her, raising a brow. Her smile intrigues me, and she looks at me differently than she has all week. “Is it okay if we keep in touch? Since you’re the expert on this platform, we may need more assistance as we spin up our processes.”

“I’d like that.” I nod, and her green eyes sparkle as she smiles, and her grin projects she has something more personal in mind. I pause, deciding not to flirt back because a professional relationship is all I can promise. “I may need to add some contract work to keep things on track toward retirement.” I pull out my phone, unlock it, and hand it to her. “Why don’t you give me your number, and I’ll contact you when things are more settled.”

“I’ll just send myself a text,” she says, biting her lip and glancing at me. “I’ll put my name as Bea. It’s what my friends call me.” She looks back down at the phone as she types in her number.

Standing so close, I can’t help but admire her beauty, but I need to keep this professional. She is younger than me and has brown hair with amber highlights that catch the light. The green knit sweater dress she wears hugs her curves, falling to mid-thigh and sparking my curiosity. As she hands me her phone, our eyes meet momentarily, and I notice the tip of her tongue brush across her lip—a playful expression that quickens my heart.

“Getting to know each other better might be nice since you’re staying local.”

I’ve been flirted with before, but this feels different. Maybe it’s the confidence I’ve gained after last weekend with Amy and her friends. My lopsided grin makes her eyes light up, and she slowly lowers her gaze before bringing it back to my face.

“I’d like that, Bea,” I reply, trying to remain noncommittal. My hands are already full, and I’m picking up Ginny at the airport in a few hours. I need to navigate to Paige and Leah’s house since they offered me a place to stay now that I’m homeless. “I’ll call you back in a week or two once things settle down.”

“I’d like that.” Her smile is warm, but her expression shifts to her more familiar professional demeanor. “Thanks for the class. It was a great first step on this platform.”

“You guys are going to do great.” I smile, offering my hand. When our fingers touch, electricity flashes up my skin, and her eyes flash. Maybe she’s felt the same zing? I keep my cool and say farewell.“I enjoyed meeting you and your team.”

Letting go of her hand, I turn to the security guard, pulling my temporary badge from my pocket. I concentrate on signing the log and conversing with the guard. When I’m done, I glance back to see Bea standing and watching me. When our eyes meet, she raises her thumb and pinky finger to the side of her pretty face, mouthing, “Call me.”

She turns and walks away, and I can’t help myself from watching her ass sway under her dress, her thighs stretching the tightness of her skirt. She glances over her shoulder, grins, and wiggles her fingers at me. I lift my hand, waving back, then turn and walk out the security gate. When I glance back again, she’s gone.

What just happened?



My phone buzzes in my pocket, and I pull it out. I’ve missed a couple of messages, and I scan the list to catch up.

Amy:




See you soon at Leah’s! I’m on my way down the mountain for the weekend.




Leah:




I’m sending you a pin so you can find us. What time does Ginny get in?




Bea:




Thanks again. I look forward to getting to know you better.




*Ping* Another message flashes under the final one.

Paige:




I’m near you. I can swing by so you can follow me home. Would that work?




I text Paige first, saying it would be great. I’m still not used to the roads around the city yet. Next, I tap out a message to Leah, telling her the new plan and the time of Ginny’s arrival, a quick reply to Amy that I’m excited to see her, and then, finally, I stare at Bea’s message.

I’m anxious about what to type. The attraction I feel for her is entirely out of the blue, and the spark between us is palpable—the electric touch of her fingers wasn’t just static electricity. If it weren’t for last weekend, I’d reply with a flirty message, but it’s not about me anymore. I need to put my harem first.

Kurt:




Nice to meet you and your team. I’ll be in touch.




I cringe at the message after I send it. I don’t know how to flirt anymore. I need to find out what the girls expect from me; I don’t want to fuck this up before we’re even out of the gate. She sends a heart emoji back, effectively ending the conversation, so I swipe to the Find Me app to check on Paige.

She’s only a few blocks away, and the parking lot for the building is across the street. I look both ways, then jog across the empty street. Getting to my rental, I pop the trunk, toss in my backpack, and slam it closed. My phone rings as I get in my car.

“Hey, Paige,” I say after the call connects. “I’m just leaving the parking lot.”

“Okay. I’m in the Prius we drove up to Amy’s in,” Paige says, and I remember what it looks like. “How was the class?”

We spoke each night after my classes and their work this past week. We’ve started a group text so everyone is in the loop. I’ve been focusing on my final assignment and the paperwork for my resignation from the company, so I didn’t make any plans. To be officially unemployed, I only need to return a box with my laptop by FedEx.

I feel anxious without a place to call my own or a regular paycheck. I calm myself by reminding myself that I have money in short-term savings and more available to liquidate from retirement accounts if necessary. Everything will work out. But without another trip planned, my schedule is empty for the first time in years. For a moment, I think back to Bea and the possibility of contract work. It’s another thing I don't need to worry about immediately.

“Class went well,” I say, then pause. “It’s weird. I’m unemployed, and I’m not sure how I feel about that.”

“Yeah, I can understand that, babe,” Paige says. “Let’s stay connected and talk on the way home. I’m a good listener. Get this off your chest while it’s fresh.”

“Okay, thanks.” I back out of my parking space and then drive to the gate. I pass the guard my parking pass for the day, and as it slips from my fingers, it hits me again that I’m unemployed. I see Paige’s car across the street and wave. She waves back, then pulls out into the street, and I turn left and follow her.


TWO
QUICK COMMUTE


I follow Paige through the downtown streets, and we stay quiet even while connected via phone. I’m unfamiliar with the route, and it’s busy where we are. I notice she’s heading to the interstate and see Leah’s pin north of us. Taking the freeway until we’re closer to their house makes sense.

“I need to get a new laptop,” I say when I’m ready to start talking. “I need to send this one back to corporate, but I should back up all my files.”

“There’s an Apple store up in Tigard,” Paige responds. “Are you an Apple or a PC guy?”

“It doesn’t matter. I can use both. I was thinking of switching to an Apple machine. It would work better with my phone and watch.”

“That’s what Leah and I use,” Paige responds as she turns left, taking an onramp onto the highway. “I think Amy is also a Mac person.”

“I can probably order one, so we don’t have to drive to Portland,” I reply, recalling Tigard is south of the big city.

“It’s kind of fun to make a day trip,” Paige says. “You can back up your files to cloud storage and then send back your laptop.”

“Gah, I should have done that last night at the hotel,” I grumble. “I’ve been a bit distracted.”

“Yeah, you’ve made a big life change, babe.” Paige turns on her blinker, and I follow her over a lane. “We’ve got your back, though—no hurry to find a place. Leah and I have a spare room and a sofa.”

“Have to see what Ginny’s plans are. All she gave me was flight information.” I scan the traffic behind me and grip the wheel a little tighter. It’s not too congested, but I’m still uncomfortable driving in Eugene. “I get the feeling she has her own money. She implied she worked as my PA to stave off boredom.”

“She’s a bit of an enigma, yeah?” Paige asks.

“We barely interacted,” I say. “We had a no-contact routine; I dropped off a bag from one trip, and she cleaned and repacked while I was on the next. We rarely met face to face.” My mind recalls her profile photo on the site we used for coordination.

“So Ginny could be a dude living out of his mother’s basement.” Paige laughs, and I join in.

“No, I have seen her once or twice; she matches her photo. The freelance site did all the due diligence, but I never peeled back the onion. She did her job, and that was enough. We have a good working relationship, but I don’t know her well.”

“She seemed eager to come to where you’re living. Think she has a crush on her boss?”

“I have no clue. I feel a little responsibility to help her land on her feet,” I say to explain my offer to Ginny. “It sounded like a bad situation with her ex, and she needed a place to go. She was already considering moving to Eugene, but I don’t know why.”

“We’re back to the weird coincidence or fate line again?” Paige giggles. “Don’t get me wrong, I love my wife. But she can get a little woo-woo hippie chick sometimes. I’ll admit, whatever brought us four together seemed to have our number.”

“Yeah,” I say and follow Paige toward the off-ramp. “Another weird thing happened as I was leaving. I don’t know how I feel about it.”

“Spill it,” Paige says, and her cheerful voice makes me smile.

“The gal coordinating this last visit seems to find me attractive.”

“She has exquisite taste. You don’t realize your innate hotness is paired with solid character and a fantastic dick.”

“She gave me her number and wants me to call her when I get settled,” I continue. “Does that seem odd?”

“Not really, not if she felt a connection. Did you find her attractive?”

“Yeah, she’s pretty,” I admit, then snort. “But perhaps you forgot, I’m taken. Happily.”

“Did you tell her about our situation, harem master?”

“I didn’t, but I won’t hide it from her. I left it on a professional note. She runs the program, and my platform knowledge might get me a consulting gig with her recommendation.”

“That sounds proper. What’s got you worried?” Paige stops, and her left blinker flashes.

“Kind of a gut feeling,” I say. “The tone of her voice, the look in her eye.”

“What do you think would happen?” Paige asks, then continues. “Without us in the picture, what does your gut think about your chances with her?”

“I’d see where it would go,” I admit. “But I’m not doing that unless everyone’s okay with me seeing someone else.”

“We are,” Paige says and then hums happily. “We love you, and we aren’t threatened by anyone new. We are loyal to you, but the harem kink is about expanding your harem any way you’d like. You’re thinking right, not starting something without talking to us first. But I would vote to go for it.”

“I’d want her to understand everything about us,” I reply, tightening my jaw. “I don’t want to just wave my harem master status publicly without getting your okay. I don’t think that’s cool.”

“That’s why you’re perfect, babe,” Paige says, turning onto a side street and into a long driveway. “We’re here. Just park behind me.”

I look past her car and see a cozy, two-story bungalow set back from the street and against a tall hill. The neighborhood is spread out along the base of a small butte. We’re at a high enough elevation that the house looks out into the valley along the freeway. I put the car in park, get out, and embrace Paige, who walks quickly to meet me.

“Mmmm, I missed your arms around me, babe,” She says, tilting her head to smile into my eyes. I kiss her, and we enjoy a short bit of closeness.

“Same,” I say and smack her bottom, causing her to shriek in surprise. “Let me grab my bags.”

“Need a hand?” Paige asks, following me to the trunk.

“Yeah,” I say, looking inside the trunk and scanning for all my things. “I have two bags from this trip since I stayed the weekend. Plus, the box for my laptop and backpack with all my gear.” Pulling up the handle, I lift out one roller bag and set it on the ground. “If you could roll that, I can manage the rest.

“I’ll take the laptop box, too,” Paige grins, snatching it from the trunk. “You know, we harem girls like to serve our master.”

I laugh as I pull out my other roller and my backpack. “Is that how this will be?”

“Oh yeah, babe,” she says with a wink. “I’m seriously in love with you, but you know I’m also full of nonsense half the time.”

“Only half?” I ask as I slam the trunk shut.

“Yeah, you and I will get along just fine.” Paige kisses my cheek, then walks past her car to their entry.


THREE
HOMECOMING


Before we can open the front door, it swings open, and Leah rushes out and leaps into my arms. I let go of the roller bag handle to catch her with one arm, then bend to the side to lower my backpack onto the sidewalk. Leah holds on to my neck, peppering my face with her kisses.

“I missed you,” Leah says, holding my jaw and looking into my eyes.

“Oh sure, you missed him!” Paige laughs as she picks up my backpack and continues inside.

“He has a magic dick, babe,” Leah calls over her shoulder,

“When is Amy getting here?” I ask, gripping and squeezing her ass as she grinds herself against me.

“She drives too slow,” Leah says, dropping to her feet and grabbing my hand. “I’d fuck you right here, but the neighbors don’t want that type of show.”

I snag my roller bag handle and drag it behind me as I follow the feisty redhead into their house. Paige sets my things down beside the roller she drags in, and I push mine alongside the stack. She looks at me as Leah lowers her hand to my belt and works it open.

“I missed you, too,” Paige says and kisses me hungrily as Leah lowers to her knees, dragging my pants down with her. My cock springs free, and she grabs it, stroking fully. “I want my turn with your magic dick, too.”

The loud honking from outside clues me into the door being wide open as Leah wraps her lips around my dick. Her eyes widen in surprise, but as she pulls her mouth off, she keeps stroking me. Paige busts up laughing as I glance outside and see Amy hurrying up the walkway.

“Don’t start without me!” she says, then laughs at the scene inside the open door. “Leah, you’re so impatient, honey.”

Amy comes in and closes the door as Leah looks up at me. Her cheeks are flush as she keeps massaging my cock, and she shrugs with a giggle. “I know what I want, Amy.” She side-eyes her friend before rising to her feet. She keeps hold of my stiffness, stroking as she turns toward their living room. “I suppose we can find a more comfortable place than the entryway. My knees were starting to hurt anyway.” Amy leans and kisses me quickly before Leah pulls me towards the enormous corner group sofa with a large square ottoman in the middle.

Paige is still laughing, slumped down against the wall of the entryway. “Babe, your face,” she says to Leah, then glances at me. “Yours too, Kurt. God, that was funny.”

Leah shakes her head, laughing with her wife. “Hey, I’m needy, okay? I own that shit.” She turns me around and pushes me down to sit on the edge of the ottoman.

My trousers are still around my ankles after shuffling from the entryway, so I kick off my shoes and work my feet free. Leah kneels and rests her ass on her heels as she pulls off her faded AC/DC t-shirt. Her breasts bounce as they fall free without a bra to corral her generous boobs. Before they are still, she shifts back between my legs, grips my cock, and lowers her mouth to continue where she left off.

I glance at Amy, who’s pulling her shirt off. She tosses it aside, reaches back to unclip her bra, then tosses it at me. I grab it, lift it to my nose to inhale her scent, and then throw it in the growing pile of clothes. She shimmies out of her shorts and then sits beside me in just a pair of underwear. She turns my head and kisses me. “I missed you, Kurt,” she says against my lips, then pulls back. “I missed you bitches, too.”

Paige laughs and sits on my other side in her sports bra and panties. I turn and kiss her, moaning at the feeling of Leah’s suction around my throbbing crown. “It’s crazy; it’s only been like four days, but I’ve missed you too,” Paige says, rubbing her thumb along my scruffy jaw.

I open my mouth to reply, but she kisses me again. Amy pulls me down until I’m lying on my back on the square ottoman. She starts unbuttoning my shirt, kissing me as she exposes my chest. Paige reclines next to me after pulling off her sports bra and starts kissing me again, pushing her tongue between my lips.

I can’t see Leah, but I can feel her moving her mouth up and down my rigid shaft. My head spins with the sudden arousal and lust from my three harem girls. I pull from the kiss and look down at Leah, running my fingers through her hair. Paige helps Amy pull my shirt off my shoulders before pushing me down on my back and sharing kisses as their hands run along my abs and rise to pinch my nipples.

“Wait,” I manage to say between moans. “We need to pick up Ginny…”

I can’t concentrate with Leah’s fingers tugging on my sac while trying to suck my cum straight from my testicles. Amy nuzzles against my neck, kissing along my jaw. “We have a while before we need to be at the airport to pick up Ginny,” she assures me. “Just relax and let us pleasure you, babe.”

My mind clears with her response, but I can’t check my watch. “What time is it?” I manage to say before Paige’s lips mold to mine, pushing her tongue back into my mouth. She pulls back and grins at me.

“We got this, babe,” Paige says, pecking my lips. “You don’t need to worry. We’ll be at the airport with plenty of time to spare.”

She kisses me again as Amy kisses and sucks my neck, nibbling across the top of my chest, and starts teasing my nipples with little bites. I groan, feeling my cock begin to throb in Leah’s mouth. I sigh, push the distracting, busy thoughts from my mind, and focus on pleasing my girls.

Raising my arms, I stroke Paige and Amy’s sides, drawing my hands under their breasts and squeezing. The difference in size between them is such a contrast, but their nipples are both sensitive as I pinch their firm tips lightly, rolling them between my fingers and thumb. Amy moans, pressing her breasts against my hands.

Paige rolls away from me, and I turn to focus on kissing Amy. I sense Paige’s movement as her thigh swings over my head, and I focus on her gleaming, pink pussy, wetting my lips with my tongue as she lowers herself against my mouth.

Amy presses her body against me, kissing along my chest and sucking one nipple and then the other. My hips tighten and rock as Leah tries to deepthroat me until her bobbing head hits the right angle, and she swallows my cock. I lick between Paige’s musky pussy lips, sucking off her tasty dew and wrapping my arms around her thighs to hold her against me. I’m rewarded by her moan, followed by a whine as her hips grind against my mouth.

Leah pulls off my cock, and I feel her push my shaft forward. Another mouth sucks my head, licking around the crown, and I imagine what it looks like to have my two amber-haired goddesses taking turns sucking my cock.

Paige’s hands drop to my chest, leaning so she can grind her pussy against my mouth at the perfect angle. Moving my hands up, I trace my fingers up her firm abdomen, then cup her small breasts. She moans but keeps rocking. “Fuck, yes,” she sighs. “Pinch them, pull them.”

I reward her request appropriately, tugging on her stiff, rubbery tips, tightening and pinching until her sighs turn into whines. I shift my head, finding her clit and battering it with the tip of my tongue, trying to push her to a peak.

My cock pulls from one of the other girl’s mouths; I’ve lost track of whose. But when warm thighs press against my hips, I reckon it’s Leah’s slick pussy grinding up and down my shaft. I moan at the friction of her sliding herself up and down my length, trapping the shaft against my belly.

Surrounding Paige’s mound with my mouth, I suck her lips inside and drag my tongue between her trapped folds. She whines, and I feel her thighs shake against my cheeks. Leah rises, and her pussy lifts from my rigid rod, a hand—Amy’s—lifts my cock and holds it upright as Leah drops her hips and lowers herself down my shaft while I moan into her wife’s pussy.

“Fuck,” Paige’s voice is muffled as her thighs shake, then her hips buck as she gushes her release, flooding my face with her hot juices. She grinds against my hungry mouth, riding out her blissful peak. When she slides to the side, curling beside me, Amy looks down at me. She kisses me, licking the sticky honey coating my cheeks, then rises. “My turn.”

She straddles my head as Leah rides my cock, moaning as she pushes herself toward an orgasm. Her sweet cries and whimpers fade as my eyes focus on Amy’s smooth pussy. I lift my head, growling with hunger to lap at her slick, glistening folds. She leans forward, her hands against my chest. Another set of palms push against me, and I can only imagine Leah and Amy kissing above me as they ride my cock and face.

Everything happening has kept me distracted from my needs, and only now do I feel the compulsion to increase the delicious friction around my cock. With two wicked women grinding against me, I start lifting my hips, thrusting into Leah and slapping my thighs against hers as I drive deep inside her.

“I’m going to come,” Leah gasps.

“No, no. Wait,” Amy replies with a needy whine. “I’m so close,”

I hear Leah groan, her thigh trembling as she struggles to hold back her orgasm while I thrust up into her.

“Now,” Amy says, then screams as her thighs tighten against my cheeks and her juices coat my tongue and lips. Leah arches back, her pussy clamping down around my cock. I jam my hips up as she screams out. My balls tighten and pulse, jetting my cum deep into her pussy.

My hips continue to jerk until I’m wrung out, and my arms fall to my sides. Amy slides off to my side, away from Paige, while Leah shifts to curl between her wife and me.

Paige rises and leans over her to kiss my cheek. “Welcome home, babe.”


FOUR
FRESHEN UP


We all lie tangled together, catching our breath. Amy nuzzles against my neck, her hand running over my chest as she leans and kisses me. I feel Paige and Leah shift and hear their sighs between their kisses. I close my eyes, feeling the calming peace of our connection for the first time since I drove down the mountains early Monday morning.

It feels like coming home, but my brain reminds me I don’t have a home. My apartment’s been packed up and loaded on a truck, which will drive from Dallas to Eugene next week. Spinning away from that thought, I’m reminded that Ginny is on a plane, getting close to landing at the Eugene airport. Our professional relationship took priority in the small amount of time I’ve spent with her. But I often felt zaps of arousal the few times we met.

Ginny is British but attended school in the United States—a lower Ivy League school, which is another hint that she comes from a wealthy background. She primarily masks her accent, but the few times we’ve spoken, she’s slipped into what’s natural as our conversations become less formal. I know she’s at least ten years younger than the four of us. She has long blonde hair and stark blue eyes. Her figure is slim, with tempting curves I recall from the few times we’ve met in person.

“How long does it take to get to the airport?” I ask aloud, still catching my breath.

“About forty-five minutes to an hour,” Leah says, then exhales a long sigh before inhaling slowly. “Oooh, I need to catch my breath.”

“She’s supposed to land at 6:30,” I say, blinking my eyes, trying to shake off the wooziness I feel. “What time is it?

“5:30,” Amy says, lifting her watch to look at it.

“Oh fuck,” Paige says with a laugh. “We lost track of time again.”

“I should shower,” I say, my cheeks still sticky from Amy and Paige’s joy juice.

“We all should.” Amy laughs and presses into my side. I turn to look at her, grinning at her blush.

“Okay, Paige and I will shower in our bedroom,” Leah says, slowly sitting up. “You two can use the bathroom up the stairs. Just follow us down the hall at the top of the landing.” She points and glances over her shoulder to the staircase opposite the entry. “Your room is just past the landing, so take your bags with you. Ginny will be past the bathroom in the den.”

Paige stands up and pulls Leah to her feet. I roll to my side and push up as Amy watches me, grinning. “What?” I ask, offering my hand after standing.

“I’m still amazed you’re here and not flying back home.” She blushes, then wraps me in a tight hug. “It doesn’t feel real to me sometimes.”

I smile and wipe some of the stickiness from my cheek. “Oh, it’s real,” I quip, grinning. “Come on, help me with my bags.”

“Man! Ordering me around already.” Amy laughs but grabs my backpack and the empty laptop box. “My bag is still in the back of my rig. I’ll wear what I drove down in; it’s casual, right?”

“Yeah,” I say, picking up my two suitcases to climb the stairs. “I’m going to change into some shorts and a Henley. It’s warmer here than up at your lodge.”

“At least it’s not Texas hot,” Amy says as we walk down the hall.

We hear water running, so we know the other girls are taking a shower. I glance at my watch as we drop off my bags in the guest room.

“We gotta hurry. No funny business,” I say, opening the bathroom door for her.

“You’re no fun.” She winks and grins, reaching in and turning the faucet on in the shower. We step into the warm water, still naked from the ad hoc orgy upon our reunion.

I prefer to take my time and treat Amy to an indulgent shower, but we share the soap and scrub ourselves quickly because of our limited time. Amy lifts her chin to keep her hair dry, but I lower into the spray and rinse my short hair. Amy shuts off the water, and I slide the door open, grabbing two towels and handing one to her.

“Look at us, working as a team,” Amy says, drying off. “Having you here makes me so happy. I never expected that you and I would be together.” She looks up at me, and her eyes gleam as she smiles.

“I’m happy too,” I say, stepping out of the shower and offering to help her step out. “It’s challenging knowing that I’m jobless, but I’m glad I don’t have to get on a plane when we get to the airport.”

“I bet.” Amy walks naked out of the bathroom and back downstairs to the entry. I watch her move to collect the clothes she scattered in her rush to get naked. When she disappears down the steps, I walk across the hall, holding the towel around my waist. Tossing my bag on the bed, I unzip it and pull out some shorts I’d packed for the mountains last weekend. A new shirt comes next, and I pull out some old boat shoes, dropping them on the floor and pushing my feet into them.

By the time I walk back out and down the stairs, Amy is dressed and picking up the rest of the clothes we left in disarray. Leah and Paige come back in, holding hands.

“I need my wallet out of my pants and the keys to my rental,” I tell Amy. She fishes them out of my pocket and hands them to me.

“Here, I’ll take these clothes.” Leah grabs the armful from Amy. “I’ll start a quick load of wash, then meet you guys outside.”

“We can all fit in my SUV,” Amy says, taking my hand as we walk outside.

“I need to drop off the rental first,” I say, walking down the drive. “I’ll follow you to the airport. Just take the signs to the rental return.”

“Roger.” She gives me a half salute.

“Can I drive with you?” Paige asks with a shy grin.

“Sure, hop in.”

I click the fob to open the doors and slide into the driver’s seat. Amy climbs into the back of her large SUV and reaches over the console to open the passenger door. Leah exits the house and hurries down the drive, leaps into the seat beside Amy, and slams the door closed. The SUV backs into the street as I start my car.

“Seatbelt,” Paige says with a smirk, pulling her belt across her lap.

“Always,” I say, fastening mine with a click, and then put my arm around the back of Paige’s seat, twisting around as I back out.

“You don’t use this fancy backup camera?” Paige teases, pointing at the display.

“Old habits,” I say as I back up, looking out the back window.

Amy’s SUV idles just down the street and starts moving forward as I shift the car into drive. We caravan to the freeway, then head toward the highway.


FIVE
QUESTIONS


“Tell me again what the deal is with Ginny. What’s her real name?” Paige says as I follow Amy along the highway toward the airport.

“Imogen; she’s British. She went to college here and never returned. I think she formally immigrated last year.” I turn and look at Paige. “I don’t know a lot about her. She was my personal assistant, and I hired her through an online service. What I know are the bits I remember from her CV.”

“How long has she worked for you?”

“Almost three years.” I squint, trying to remember precisely. “It was shortly after everything began ramping back up after the pandemic. My company ramped up travel, and I needed help keeping my travel schedule, laundry, and other sundry things.”

“How did that work?” Page asks. She’s sitting sideways in her seat, focusing on me with a curious look.

“She managed travel reservations, flights, and hotels, which was a huge time drain on me. Then, she recommended that I have a two-bag system, as she called it. I keep two complete weeks of luggage packed. I drop my bag at my flat when I’m done with travel, take a day to unwind in my apartment, and then take the second bag when I leave for my next trip.

“That sounds efficient.” Paige grins. “Do you call your apartment a flat?”

“That’s what she calls it.” I laugh. “I guess I picked that up talking to her. After I leave, she comes and collects my laundry, takes care of dry cleaning, cleans my apartment, and repacks the bag.”

“Wow, that sounds like white glove treatment,” Paige says, leaning over the console to rest her head on my shoulder. “You’ll have to learn to do your chores now.”

“I’m looking forward to that,” I say, turning and kissing her temple. “I want to be more active, take care of things, take care of Amy, and you two.”

“Do you think of Leah and me as a couple or individuals?” she asks, peeking at me.

“Sometimes both,” I say, as my forehead wrinkles. “You’re married. I believe that means you are both individuals who are a single couple.”

“But that’s changing now,” Paige says, shifting and sitting back in her seat, looking out the windshield. “We are all part of a larger whole now. I don’t want to think of us as two pairs—you and Amy are on one side, with Leah and me on the other. You know?”

I think about that as I change lanes behind Amy. “Okay, I think I see what you mean, but expand on that.”

She turns back toward me, lifting her legs and hugging her arms around her knees as her heels rest on the seat. “I want to be yours,” she says, shrugging. “I know we’re a harem, all in this with you in the center. I love that idea. But being loyal to you is essential to me. I’m married to Leah. I love her, and I love you. I don’t want to split us into two distinct couples. It should be a star, not a box.“ She pauses and bites her lip. “I’m not making much sense.”

“No, I think you’re making a good point.” I reach for her hand and squeeze it when she interlocks her fingers. “What does Leah think? Have you talked to her about this?”

“Not really, or at least not in depth.” Paige shrugs. “We communicate well, but I’m scared that if I voice my thoughts to her, she’ll see it as a betrayal of our vows or something.” Paige shakes her head and laughs. “It’s crazy because I know Leah would be fine with the idea so long as we stay together as part of this new whole.”

“I’ll be honest, I’m still trying to wrap my mind around the harem concept. Like what we discussed on the way home, the woman I met at work. Bea is her name, short for Beatrice.”

Paige grins. “You seem to have a kink for fancy, old-fashioned female names.”

I shake my head, grinning and rolling my eyes. “Yeah, I don’t know about that. What I’m asking myself is, if I’m happy with the three of you, why am I thinking about Ginny or Bea at all? I don’t want to fuck this up. You are too important to me. If this is fate, why do I feel a pull to women outside the circle?”

“Leah is the one to ask about the metaphysical fate stuff,” Paige says with a shrug. “I think just follow your gut. You have a good sense of right and wrong. Before this weekend, I never thought about a guy, much less admitting love for a man. But then you popped up, and I’ve got all these girly feelings for you. It’s fucking weird, but it’s how I feel.”

“What do you feel if you think of me with another woman?” I ask, squeezing her hand.

“I think about shopping for shivs.” Paige laughs. “No, thinking of you and some random woman feels sour. But you’re not talking about a random hookup. You’re considering your connections with two girls you may develop or already have feelings for. You’re not going to go wild and fuck around, right?”

“No.” I shake my head firmly. “I have no desire to barhop or start a hookup lifestyle. I didn’t like how it felt to meet a new woman in a different city every week.”

“Yeah.” Paige nods. “You’re not that type of guy. You care for Imogen, at least enough to feel a small connection worth exploring. And it sounds like there is a spark between you and Beatrice.”

“Ginny and Bea,” I reply, smirking at Paige’s mercurial grin.

“Nah, I’m going to call them by their full names. It’s more fun that way.”

We both laugh, and then we fall silent. Ahead of us, Amy signals for a right turn, and I notice that we’re at the exit to the airport. I inhale a deep breath and let it out slowly. I’m digging into how my core and gut feel as I imagine myself with Ginny. I smile at the thought of holding her, though I’ve never touched her.

I take another cleansing breath and imagine her with Amy, Leah, and Paige. My lips curl into another grin. I can imagine her being happy within our circle, and my three lovers are delighted, too.

“I guess we’ll see what happens,” I say, breaking the silence. “No reason to make plans without consulting Ginny first.”

“No, you’re right.” Paige leans and kisses under my ear, then bites the lobe. “I feel that she might fit, though. Call it intuition. I don’t know the gal, but I’m not feeling dread at meeting her. It’s exciting. Maybe she’ll be another sister.”

“I guess we’re about to find out.” I pull into the rental return, and Amy drives to wait near the exit.


SIX
SHORT TERM PARKING


Eugene is a smaller airport than DFW, so the demand for a rental car is much lower. It makes dropping off the rental very simple: park the car, drop the key in a slot, walk out, and climb into the back seat of Amy’s SUV with Paige. As we climb in, Amy turns and grins at me, checks behind her, then accelerates and pulls back into the loop, heading to the airport parking lot.

Paige shifts over into the middle seat before fastening her seatbelt. She winks at me and then latches my belt before leaning against me. Leah turns and grins at me while Amy peeks at me through the rearview mirror.

“What?” I ask with a grin. “Didn’t we just have wild sex back at your house?”

“Something about having you here with us; it’s like you’re made of fuck-me pheromones,” Leah says as Paige cups my swelling package and uses her fingers to straighten out my shaft. “You’re in for a long night, babe.”

“He’s already hard.” Paige looks over her shoulder at Leah.

“Yeah.” I inhale as she tightens her fingers, stroking me through my shorts. “You three are putting out wild amounts of pheromones into the air, too,” I groan as Paige slides her hand down to my thigh, then under my shorts, wrapping her warm hand around my stiffness and stroking.

“Want me to relieve the pressure?” Paige asks, rising to nibble under my jaw. “I can do it fast.”

The airport is much smaller than DFW, and the parking area is near the main—and only—terminal. Amy has tinted glass on her side windows, but it’s clear out the front window, and I can see people walking along the sidewalks. “We could get caught,” I say roughly, noticing Leah watching Paige’s hand moving inside my shorts.

“Here,” Leah says and leans across the console to block the view from the front. “You don’t want to be sporting a huge woody when she gets here.” I nod at her, and she grins back,

Paige’s moan draws my attention, and I look down, my cock pulsing as she unsnaps my shorts and pulls the zipper down while still gripping my cock from the bottom of my shorts. “Mmm, look at that. A little drop of cum just for me.” She lowers her head and laps at the tip of my dick, swirling her tongue around before closing her lips around the base of my crown and pulling her mouth off.

“Want some, honey?” Paige manages to say while holding my precum in her mouth. Leah nods, and Paige leans toward the front, kissing her wife with passion as she circles her palm over my head, spreading my leaking slickness and her saliva down my shaft. I watch the pair kiss, giving me a show of thrusting their tongues in each other’s mouths. “Doesn’t he taste good?”

“I wish I could join you,” Amy says, glancing at me in the rearview mirror and then at the pair kissing beside her.

Paige drops back and lowers her mouth over my cock, swirling her tongue as her hand strokes me from the base to her lips. I comb my fingers through her short, black hair, then grip it tightly and work my hips as I control her head. She moans in lust as I take control, moving her hands to the small of her back. It’s hot and quick, and too soon, my balls tighten, ready to blow.

Paige’s eyes widen when she feels my cock swell, but her quick nod tells me she’s ready. I glance at the two in the front, twisted around to watch now that we’re parked. Their cheeks are bright red; their eyes glazed over with lust as my hips jerk up into Paige’s mouth. Groaning as my cock pulses, I jet my cream into Paige’s mouth while she swirls her tongue, lapping across my crown between spurts. As my ardor fades and I relax into the seat, Paige works her mouth up and down, suctioning all of the drips into her mouth.

She turns, her cheeks puffed like a squirrel storing nuts for winter, and twists to face Leah and Amy. The three of them swap kisses, snowballing my creamy load between them. My flagging dick throbs as I watch them savor my seed. “Fuck, you’re all insatiable,” I mutter, pulling my shorts back up and carefully pulling up the zipper.

They hum as they savor the remnants in their mouths, then make a show of turning to face me, swallowing, then opening their mouths and wagging their tongues to show me they all swallowed my load as one.

Releasing a long sigh, I run my fingers through my hair, knowing it’s a mess again. Paige sits up, combing my hair with her fingers and grinning at me. “You look fine, babe.”

“Okay,” I say, just to fill the quiet in the cab. The windows are slightly fogged, which brings back a memory of Amy blowing me at the old drive-in theater on the bench seat of my stepdad’s truck in high school. “I guess we should meet her at baggage claim. Ginny said she’d text when she landed, but the luggage area is all in the same place.”

“Sounds like a plan. Let’s do it,” Amy says, shutting off the car. Leah, Paige, and I are already out of the vehicle. So I open Amy’s door. “Such a gentleman,” she smirks as she raises on her toes, and I meet her for a kiss.

“Those fogged-up windows reminded me of⁠—”

“Shh… Don’t say it.” She twists toward the other two. “Me too, but I want to keep that moment between you and me.”

“It’s a vivid memory for me.” I grin, tucking a lock of red hair behind her ear. “More than anything we did in your mom’s living room.

Amy’s blush deepens. She smiles at me, lifting her hands around my neck, and pulls me in for another kiss. “I’m glad we can create new memories,” she says, blinking into my eyes. “It’s like we’re getting a second chance.”

“I want to make the most of it,” I say with my arms around her waist. I can feel her breasts compressing against my chest as we smile at each other. “I don’t want to waste any more time. Not when I know we belong together.”

“Yes.” She drops her head to my shoulder and kisses under my jaw. “I love you, and I love sharing you with my best friends.”

“Me too.” I grin, my mind spinning with the possibilities.

We hold hands, fingers intertwined as we walk with Leah and Paige. They’re conversing, and I’m happy to be beside Amy. It’s not just the possibility of torrid sex with the three of them; I genuinely love each of them separately. As a whole, it’s incredible how easily we fit together. No jealousy or games. Sharing is part of our dynamic, and I hope it stays that way.

My phone buzzes, and I pull it out of my pocket and glance at the screen.

Ginny:


Just landed. Meet at the baggage claim?




Kurt:


We’re here. We’ll meet you there.




Sliding it back into my pocket, I retake Amy’s hand. We increase our pace to rejoin Paige and Leah, who are waiting for us outside the entrance.

“This is such a tiny airport,” I say as we walk through the automatic doors, then shift to the side of the main walkway and look for the sign for baggage claim. “They only have one baggage claim, and it’s downstairs.” Spotting an escalator, I point in that direction. We all head toward it and descend to the lower level.


SEVEN
PICKING UP GINNY


I’ve spent too many hours in airports. While Eugene’s airport is tiny compared to mega hubs like DFW or Atlanta, it still brings up the same tired memories. I don’t think it’s PTSD; traveling is not like living in a war zone, but it’s not fun walking through the door.

“Crap,” I say under my breath. I want to spend the least amount of time in the terminal. Amy’s fingers tighten in mine and I glance at her. “I hate airports,” I say, laughing. “Let’s find Ginny and get the fuck out of here.”

“Deal,” she says, stepping off the escalator into the broad open space of the baggage claim.

The fluorescent lights buzz and seem to flicker. I’d grown numb to the constant noise, but now it’s sharp, and I grind my teeth. Inspecting the signage, I check the listing of arrivals. Ginny changed planes in Las Vegas. So I find the flight from there and double check her flight number.

Just as I’m getting my bearings, I hear my name.

“Kurt! Kurt Darby?” The four of us swing around, and she waves her arms above her head, her blonde ponytail swishing across her shoulders. I wave back, and we head in her direction; it’s not far away.

Ginny is almost as tall as Paige, wearing form-fitting capri pants and a simple, halter-style tank top with some white runners on her feet. Her pert breasts strain the thin cotton as they sway unencumbered by a bra. She waits until we’re closer, then hurries away from her carry-on bags with her arms stretched wide.

I grin and hug her tentatively, not expecting the display of affection. But Ginny hugs me tightly and rubs my back before leaning away to smile into my eyes. “Wow, I like the scruff. You like not being on the road, yeah?”

“I’m learning to relax.” I grin, then wave to the girls around me. “Let me introduce you. This is Amy, Paige, and Leah. Everyone, this is Ginny.”

The three of them forego handshakes as Ginny leans in, hugs each of them, and then steps back. She twists to check on her bags, grabs my hand, and pulls me next to the backpack and roller bag. The rest of them follow behind, watching us. I glance back with a raised eyebrow and a shrug.

Ginny bends down at the waist, and I’m greeted with a close-up of her round ass while she looks through her bags. She grabs four small boxes from inside her backpack, then stands up and hands me one.

“What’s this?”

“A thank you gift for picking me up and allowing me to stay with you.” She smiles at the three girls again. “Whose house are we going to?”

Leah raises her hand. “We’re staying at our place,” she says, glancing at Paige.

Ginny passes a box to her and another to Paige, then she gives the last to Amy. “Open them,” she says, grinning.

Paige rips open hers, revealing a pair of limes. Leah snorts, and rips open hers—a small bottle of lime juice. Finally, Amy and I tear into ours, finding a mini bottle of tonic water and a small flask of gin.

“Don’t fret. I have a whole bottle of Hendricks in my checked bag,” Ginny says. “I find traditional G&Ts help with breaking the ice.”

“Oooh, I love gin and tonics!” Leah says, nodding at the limes in Paige’s hand. “We have a large thing of tonic at the house.”

“Oh, nice! Yeah, it’s the Brit in me.” Ginny laughs. “The traditional drink of the British Empire when traveling. For medicinal benefits, of course.”

“Leah hooked me on them back when Covid started,” Paige replies. “She was convinced the quinine or whatever it’s called would help stave off the virus.”

“Did we get sick?” Leah says and shakes her head. “You’re welcome.”

“I like a little pine tree in my liquor, so everything worked out.” Paige winks at Ginny.

Amy giggles and leans against me as the luggage belt rumbles and starts to move. Bags begin sliding out of the opening in the wall, and the belt pulls them along a windy path through the space, allowing people to line up as the bags travel down it.

“What color?” I ask, but Ginny points to the opening.

“What luck. The first two out are mine.”

“I’ll grab them,” I say, walking quickly toward the bags with Paige shadowing me. When the other three catch up, we’ve hauled the bags off the belt and onto the floor.

“Follow me to my car, Ginny,” Amy says, pointing toward the exit, and Ginny walks with her. The two of them chat like they’re old friends. Leah falls back between Paige and me.

“She’s cute,” Paige says.

“How old?” Leah asks, watching the pair ahead of us. “Twenties, thirties?”

“Just over thirty, I think?” I say, trying to remember what her profile says.

“Oh good, only twenty years younger than us.” Paige laughs, winking at me.

“Yeah, there’s a bit of an age gap,” I admit with a shrug. “She worked for me the last few years. We never crossed any lines. I’m not even sure she’d want to join our little group. I feel responsible for her and to help her land on her feet since she worked for me before I … What? Retired?”

“You’re exploring your options,” Leah reminds me with a grin. She tilts her head and smirks. “Oh, she wants in. I won’t force anything, but I can feel the vibes.”

“Might be good to have a young one,” Paige says, chuckling. “Someone to do all the chores for us.”

“I love chores,” Ginny calls, twisting around to smile at Paige. “Ask Kurt how good I am.”

“How good is she, Kurt?” Leah asks with a laugh.

I shake my head, grinning as we walk out the sliding doors and head to the garage and Amy’s car. My body relaxes as we stride into the fresh air, and I hope that’s the last time I exit an airport. Amy’s taillights blink when she presses the keyfob, the back hatch rising automatically. Ginny bends as she pushes the handle of her roller bag down, then lifts the bag into the back of the SUV. I can’t help but admire her ass and toned legs as she walks around the side and climbs into the passenger seat.

Paige and I load up her two large suitcases, moving some things to make room in the back while Leah climbs into the back seat. She turns around to watch us, grinning at me.

“Take the middle seat, Kurt.” She grabs her seatbelt. “Easier for you to talk with all of us on the drive home.”

Paige tilts her head and shrugs. “So much for another serving of road head,” she whispers.

I open the passenger door, and she waves me in, so I sit in the middle next to Leah. Paige climbs in beside me and shuts the door. We twist around in our seats, trying to find the lap belt in the middle seat. Paige sees the end first and passes it to me before pulling hers across her torso and lap. I have to lengthen the lap belt but manage to get it strapped around my waist.

Amy’s looking back while I get settled, grinning at me. “All set?”

Ginny nods beside her as Amy checks out the back window, backing up when the coast is clear and then checking the backup camera on the console. She stops, puts the transmission in drive, and, with the roar of the SUV’s powerful engine, we head toward the exit.

“Nice car,” Ginny says, looking around and back to us. “I thought here in Oregon, you’d have a small hybrid or electric car.”

“I need the four-wheel drive and storage space for hauling things to my lodge,” Amy says. “We usually get a few feet of snow in the winter, and the extra horsepower and torque are handy. Most of us who live up in the mountains have a big truck like this. Only valley dwellers like Paige and Leah own those tiny sedans.”

“Hey,” Paige says. “Don’t shame my Prius! I get almost sixty miles to the gallon.”

“I don’t even own a car,” I chime in before the pair get into their good-natured teasing. “I haven’t for the last few years. It’s easier just to Uber or rent a car for a longer drive.”

“I can’t imagine,” Leah says. “We love our little cars. Paige’s hybrid is on long trips, and my Tesla is ideal for tooling around town. I can make it to Portland and back with a full battery.”

“As if you’d let the percentage drop under 50% without stressing about finding a charging station,” Paige chides her wife. “Hybrids are the way to go.”

“When they start making reliable hybrid trucks, I’ll think about it,” Amy says. “And fuck that Cybertruck monstrosity, What an ugly vehicle.

I lean back in the car and enjoy the banter between my girlfriends. Ginny looks back at me as she talks with the gabby girls, smiling at me when she catches my eye. I start to think that maybe Leah is right about her wanting in, but I push the idea out of my mind and relax as we return to the highway.


EIGHT
DRINKS AND DINNER


It’s close to eight when we return to the house, but the sun is still well above the horizon. Between the teasing spats between Paige and Leah, they managed to order Thai for us to pick up on the way back. After a short stop, we continue to their house and park behind Paige’s Prius.

Leah gets out when we stop, and Amy joins her to help sort the takeout in the kitchen. Paige and I meet Ginny at the back and sort out who’s taking which bag. Paige hits the auto-close button, which is another thing that surprises me. Automobiles are expensive, but they also include all sorts of creature comforts.

Ginny checks her watch as we walk to the front door. “It’s eight?” she asks. “The time change is weird, but it should be dark, right?”

“Change in latitude,” I explain as Paige opens the front door. “During the summer, days are longer the further north you go. We’re almost at the 45th parallel, halfway to the North Pole. It gets dark later, and the sun comes up earlier.”

“You’re such a nerd,” Paige says, laughing and shaking her head. “How do you know all of this?”

“Goes with being an educator,” I say without any shame. “I just remember passing the highway sign for the 45th parallel when I drove to Portland back when we were in high school. My mind makes connections like that. I don’t know why.”

“No shade, babe. Nerds are sexy.” Paige stands at the entry and sweeps her hand toward the stairway. “We’ve got Imogen in the den,” she explains. “It’s the door past your room, Kurt. We had to fold down the futon, but you have the entire room yourself.”

“Please.” Ginny laughs as the three of us climb the stairs. “Call me Ginny. You make me think of my mom when you call me Imogen.”

“Are you calling me old?” Paige asks, grinning. Ginny laughs as we walk down the upstairs hall past the guest room. “You three will have to share this bathroom. Here’s the economy suite.”

Paige opens the door and steps back while I follow Ginny into the smaller room. An empty desk is pushed against the bookshelves with a flat futon made like a bed. A small table with a lamp sits between the futon and the desk.

“Best we have, with the honeymoon suite taken.” Paige grins at me, then points to the shelves. “A few towels. You’re sharing the bathroom across the hall with Kurt and Amy. Did I already say that?” Paige blushes as she watches Ginny plop her suitcase on the empty desk, glancing at me and nodding at her pert ass.

“This is perfect,” Ginny says, unaware of our ogling, as she hefts one of her large rollers onto the desk. Unzipping it, she folds it open and hands me a brown paper bag. “Hendricks.”

“The most important thing.” I grin, tossing the suitcase in my hands on the futon and grabbing the bottle.

“I was thinking we could all have a nip before dinner,” Ginny explains, shutting her case. “It will help settle me after the flight. I know it sounds weird, but it’s what I’ve always done when I’ve traveled.”

“Whatever would make you feel at home,” Paige says, reaching into her pocket and showing her the two limes she pocketed in the airport. I pull the small flask of gin from my pocket and hold both bottles in each hand. “Amy knows where the tonic is.”

“You all have made this very welcoming,” Ginny says as we walk downstairs and toward the kitchen sounds. “I hate that I feel so nervous.”

“We understand,” I say. “I just moved my things in before we came to pick you up. I stayed in a hotel while I finished my last assignment.”

“So you’re free, then?” Ginny asks, looking over her shoulder at me. Her smile is hard to read, as is her blush. Is she asking about my job or personally?

“Well,” I say, then pause, considering my response. “I’m with these three, but we’re open. I told you that, right?”

My gut tightens at being presumptuous, but Ginny’s blush and slight bite of her lip indicate she’s not bothered. “I’m madly curious how you make it work, Kurt.” She turns back and grins at Amy as she looks up from the kitchen counter. “Three gorgeous women and you? Are you sure you have enough stamina for one more?”

Paige giggles. “He’s already thinking of yet another one,” she confesses, and I shrug, feeling my cheeks heat up.

“We’ll have to see how it goes,” I say. “I’m part of the whole; everyone has to agree. I’m not looking to increase the size of our family, but I’m not opposed to it.”

“I got out the tonic and some ice,” Leah says from behind the counter beside Amy. “We’re having a toast, right?”

We all pause, looking at each other. I place the gin bottles next to the tonic and ice, and Amy sets out five tall, slim glasses. I notice all the girls looking at me.

“Absolutely,” I say, then wave Ginny forward. “Let’s let the expert make the drinks. Can I help with the food?”

Ginny ducks her head as she steps forward, tilting her head to nod at Leah. “I love how you all work as a unit.” Amy starts dividing the ice between the glasses while Leah uncaps the bottle of tonic.

“The food is already on the table behind you,” Leah explains, pointing at the dining area. “We’re just using paper plates and plastic forks or chopsticks. It makes clean-up easier.”

Ginny uncaps the bottle of Hendricks as Amy lines up the glasses and then starts slicing one of the limes. Ginny peers up at Leah. “I usually do one-to-one.”

“Sure, we can start strong.” Leah laughs and nods for Ginny to pour.

Starting on one side, she fills each tall glass halfway with the liquor, and Leah follows the topping off each glass with the tonic. Amy passes out the slices of lime, and we all line up around the counter’s edge.

“Just rub the lime along the rim, then toss it in your glass,” Ginny instructs as she performs the action and raises her glass. We all follow along and lift our drinks.

“Welcome to Oregon, Ginny,” Amy says, grinning.

“Slàinte,” I call out, and Ginny twists and giggles.

“That’s Irish, Kurt. Cheers!”

We all repeat the toast and tip back our glasses. The crisp tonic mixes with the tart juniper flavor of the gin, and the bit of lime makes it a cool, refreshing drink. We clink glasses and take another sip before going to the table and finding places to sit. I end up with Amy on one side and Ginny on the other.


NINE
OPENING MOVES


The atmosphere around the dinner table is cozy, with many smiles and light conversation between bites. I feel relaxed for the first time since I walked out of Bea’s building. Amy rests her hand on my thigh and squeezes as we eat with forks while Leah, Paige, and Ginny masterfully use chopsticks. The food is spicy but not overly so, and I allow myself a moment to appreciate the warmth I feel.

“What will you do now that you’re out of work?” Ginny asks.

“I’m not going to worry about it much.” I shrug. “Or at least try not to. It’s been so long since I had a week off—it’s like a vacation.”

“If you wanted to come to the lodge, I could use your help with some repairs.” Amy winks and grins. I grin back, remembering her enormous bed on the top floor of her cabin resort. The last night I stayed, we all enjoyed the extra space for our first passionate night as a harem. “You could join us, Ginny—explore the cool mountain air instead of sweating down here in the valley.”

“I should look for a new place and find a job.” Ginny tilts her head and shrugs. “It’s like, I don’t need the money. It’s more about finding something productive to do. I don’t like being idle.”

“Neither do we,” Paige adds, tipping her chin up at Leah. “With everything that happened with Kurt and Amy, we’ve been thinking of trying something else. Maybe up in the mountains to be closer to them.”

“I just do some counseling work,” Leah adds. “Working for the university, I can do most of my work remotely, but Amy’s lodge is only a couple hours away if I need to be here for a meeting.”

“Wait, you guys always move so quickly,” I say, looking around at my three companions. “I don’t expect everyone to change their lives to accommodate my mid-life crisis.”

“Remember the deal about fate?” Paige asks, raising a brow. “Leah and I have been talking about making a change for months. We reconnected with Amy before you arrived. We enjoy her vibe, and meeting you up at her resort last weekend was just another signal that it’s time.”

“Our house is paid off,” Leah adds. “It’s close enough to campus that we can rent it out to graduate students while we figure out the next chapter for all of us.”

“You all just started seeing each other a week ago?” Ginny asks, her mouth hanging open. “Now you’re all just going to figure out how to live together?”

I look around because I sympathize with her amazement, but all three of my girls grin at me and nod.

“Kurt and I dated briefly in high school,” Amy explains. “When I moved away, he stayed friends with those two, but they weren’t especially close.”

“No, he was cool, but we never hooked up back then.” Paige nods, then grins at me. “I don’t know. Something clicked when we saw him at Amy’s place. It was like finding the final piece of a jigsaw puzzle.”

“I have a strong sense of a larger purpose in the universe,” Leah adds, catching my eye and grinning. “We’re supposed to be together. I’ll be frank with you, Ginny. I’m getting the same vibe with you.”

“What?” Ginny asks as her cheeks redden. “You see me joining this circle. You hardly know me.”

“That’s true.” Leah nods, watching her as she slowly bites her lip. “I’ve been told I have a keen perception of the cosmos. Tell me I’m wrong—that you aren’t drawn to being with us.”

Ginny shifts in her seat, glancing at me, before replying. “Okay. You’re not wrong. I don’t know; this is fast. I just had a breakup.”

Leah gives her a comforting smile and nods. “That wasn’t so sudden, though, was it?”

Silence hangs in the air as we all stop chewing to watch Ginny. She glances around the table, then shakes her head.

“No, it wasn’t sudden. I was comfortable with the distance between us, but she wanted more of a commitment from me. There was enough conflict between us that I hesitated to deepen our connection. It was my fault we broke up; I couldn’t be who she wanted me to be.”

“It’s good you recognized that,” Leah says, reaching across the table to offer her hand. Ginny slowly slides her hand closer until Leah grasps her fingers. “We’re not in a rush, Ginny. I can’t speak for the group, but I resonate with you. You harmonize with us. Do you feel it?”

Ginny’s free hand lowers to my thigh as she stares into Leah’s calm gaze. She nods as she squeezes my thigh. “I feel something. It’s calming, like… I can’t put it into words.”

I feel something, too, as my cock swells in my shorts. Amy rubs her hand along my thigh, and I force myself not to move an inch. Amy glances past me at Ginny, holding Leah’s hand across the table, then moves her hand up and cups my package.

“Kurt is feeling something, too!” she giggles, squeezing me slightly. “C’mon, Paige, help me clear the table. We’ll meet the rest of you in the living room.”

Paige nods and then bites her lower lip as she catches my eye. Amy and Paige stand and start collecting the Thai containers and our empty paper plates. Leah stands, keeping her grip on Ginny’s fingers. Ginny rises, unable to look away from Leah, and I stand and follow the pair into the living room.

Leah nods at the corner of the couch as she walks past, and I sit. The two ends of the large sofa extend to either side of me. Ginny slides next to me but faces Leah as she sits down. Leah winks at me momentarily, then cups Ginny’s jaw, holding her head as she presses her lips to our new addition. They both exhale with a soft moan when they part the short kiss.

“I’m not sure what’s expected of me,” Ginny says, turning to me.

Leaning toward her, I slide my fingers behind her neck, pulling her toward me as I kiss her lightly. She kisses me back with a muted whimper but then teases her tongue across my lips. My cock swells at the feel of her lips and tongue, and I respond with a soft groan before pulling away.

“We don’t have any expectations,” I say. “We only want you to feel welcome. No pressure.”

Ginny nods at me, her breath shallow as we stare at each other as if for the first time.

“There is one thing,” Leah says, looking at me before focusing on Ginny. “We’re committed to Kurt and the collective harem. We can’t demand the same of you immediately, but are you open to making that commitment if it feels right?”

Ginny turns to look at Leah before she responds. “I’ve been hung up on Kurt since he hired me.” She glances back at me, biting her lip. “He was always gone and always acted so respectfully; I could only fantasize about what it was like to kiss him.”

“I’m right here now.” I grin.

Ginny nods, staring at me for a long moment before she leans and kisses me, her hands combing through my hair as she rubs her body against me. I moan into her mouth, kissing her hungrily as my thoughts spin, wondering why I missed all the cues. I grip her breasts through her tank top, squeezing her full cups, then pinching her nipples. She moans into my mouth, parting and blinking at me.

I glance at Leah as she presses against Ginny’s back, kissing behind her ear. “And how do you feel about us?” she asks as Amy and Paige join us.

Ginny pulls back, glancing around, her face flushed with arousal. She smiles at me, then pans to look at each of my companions and nods. “I think we’re all going to get along swimmingly.”


TEN
TORRID TANGLE


Amy settles next to me, leaning across my body to kiss Ginny. Leah shifts and slides to the floor, lowering herself onto her knees between the sofa and the ottoman. Paige sits on the edge across from me. She leans forward with her hands on my thighs as she waits for Ginny to pull away from Amy. Then, she takes her turn welcoming our newest member.

After her kiss, Amy nuzzles under my chin, and I tilt my mouth to kiss her. Her hand rubs my rigid erection through my shorts, moaning at the feel of it under her fingers. “You enjoy having us as your wingwomen?” she whispers in my ear. “Letting us attract your next harem girl?”

Not knowing what to say to that, I kiss her again, showing her how I feel about the growing lust percolating in the room.

Paige turns and kisses my cheek after parting from her kiss with Ginny, then nibbles on my ear. “On your back, Kurt. Lie on the ottoman and let your harem attend to you.”

She speaks loud enough for the other three girls to giggle as they pull back, giving me space to stand. They are all still dressed as I glance at them. They watch me with blushing cheeks and flashing eyes as I stand and start stepping out of my shoes. “You don’t want to move to a more comfortable place? Like a bed?”

“Why are you stalling when four of us want to pleasure you?” Leah says with a smirk. “C’mon, babe. Strip and show us how you feel about Ginny joining the posse.”

Kicking away my shoes, I unbutton my shorts. Amy pulls one leg down while Leah joins in from the other side, tugging my boxers to my ankles. Ginny rises, her fingers drifting along the lower hem of my shirt, then lifting it and pulling it over my head. A hand brushes over my cock as Ginny presses her lips against mine. As my head emerges from the shirt, I resume kissing Ginny hungrily. We twist in the space between the couch and the ottoman; she pushes against my chest until I fall backward on the padded cushion.

My pants and boxers are tugged off my legs as Paige twists on her knees beside me. Hovering over my head, she grins, then kisses me, her tongue sliding between my open lips. I moan into her mouth as I feel more bodies pressing against mine. Naked and hard as a rock, I turn and kiss one girl after another. Between kisses, they strip before pushing back against me until everyone is nude, undulating in a pile on the spacious ottoman.

Four warm bodies curl against me as someone’s hand strokes my cock while someone else plays with my balls. My eyes flutter open to see Ginny leaning over me, and my focus drops to her pert, bare breasts. They are soft and round, topped with lush, stiff, pink nipples. Drawn to her mouth-watering mounds, I capture one turgid bud, sucking it between my lips as she arches back, moaning.

Wrapping my arm around her waist, I pull her closer as I swirl my tongue around her sensitive tip, sucking the stiff nub with firm pulls as her fingers comb through my hair, holding me to her breast. I moan into the soft flesh as someone moves under her and licks my crown, then lowers her mouth, enveloping the head and lapping at the precum streaming from the tip.

With my vision blocked by Ginny’s boobs, I can’t tell if it’s Amy, Leah, or Paige. I twist my head, and one nipple slips from between my lips as I latch on to the next. Her fingers comb along my scalp and encourage my breast worship.

Two mouths are taking turns on my cock while hands run up and down my thighs, pressing them further apart. A slim, warm body—Paige, most likely—slides up the ottoman between my legs while the other two focus on my throbbing erection. Her mouth encircles my heavy testicles, sucking one oblong mass into her mouth. The pleasure rushing through my nerves pushes a deep moan from my lips, vibrating against Ginny’s soft, pillowy breast.

Hugging her body against mine, I grip her round ass, kneading my fingers as I continue to suck and lick her nipples. Glancing up, I see her head leaning back, her spine arched as she moans in pleasure. A body moves from my groin and presses against me from the opposite side. I pull away to peek at who it is, seeing Leah focusing on Ginny and reaching for her. The blonde lowers into her arms and slides across my torso as the pair kiss deeply, angling their bodies together.

Amy looks up at me as she lowers her mouth down my straining cock. Paige smirks as she pulls back, releasing one of my testicles as she climbs up my body. My hips tighten, rocking into Amy’s hungry mouth as Paige kisses me. Glancing to the side, I notice Leah watching us as Ginny kisses down her soft belly and between her open thighs.

“Fuck her, Kurt,” Leah hisses, nodding toward the blonde as she bobs her head over her pussy. “Make her yours.”

Her voice is loud enough for Amy and Paige to hear and pull back. Then, nodding at me, they help me twist around onto my knees. Paige slides off and walks around to the side as Amy moves opposite her beside Leah. I rise on my knees and stroke my cock, drawn to the curve of Ginny’s ass while she focuses on Leah’s pussy.

As I crawl forward, Amy and Paige grip her ass, spreading her open for me. Ginny twists around, but I can barely see her as I drag my spit-slicked tip through her slick, puffy lips.

“Oh god,” Ginny moans as she presses her hips back. “Please. Fuck me, Kurt. Make me yours.”

Paige lets a string of spit dribble from her lips and spill between Ginny’s spread cheeks. Amy grips my shaft and steers the tip between Ginny’s flowered lips, and I tighten my jaw as my cock slides into her tight passage. I rock my hips forward, gripping Ginny’s hips as I plow into her with slow, shallow strokes.

“She’s so fucking tight,” I moan as her pussy squeezes my shaft. Paige and Amy watch my cock disappear, then glance at me before kissing each other. I grind my hips, pushing deeper with each cycle, feeling Ginny’s wet heat engulf my thick cock.

“Oh fuck,” Leah moans, her fingers tight in Ginny’s blonde hair. “Right there, lick my clit. Fuck, that feels so good.”

I feel Ginny shudder as my cock sinks into her depths, my hips compressing her ass as I hit my limit. Paige rises on her knees, then leans against me, kissing me as her hand grips my ass and starts pulling and pushing, helping me fuck my ex-assistant. Amy rests over Ginny’s back, spreading her cheeks and teasing the tip of her tongue around the tight, sensitive ring.

I close my eyes and start ramming into her, robbing myself of the sight of the four women tangled together, welcoming their newest harem sister. Hearing Leah scream in passion, I blink my eyes open, watching her as she comes apart, squirting her release into Ginny’s mouth.

Fingers press along the bottom of my shaft, and I turn to find Amy watching me, her hand in motion underneath Ginny. When her finger moves back, I feel the pressure as she rubs against Ginny’s clit. My newest girl tosses her blonde hair back, whipping her head around to stare at me.

“Fuck me. God, your cock is magic. Make me come.”

Paige is behind me now, her breasts flattened against my back, gripping my hips and pushing with me as I plow into Ginny with hard, deep strokes. My breaths come in moans as the pleasure cycles through my nervous system, and everything starts to tighten.

“Oh, fuck,” I grunt. “I’m close.”

“Give it to me. I want to feel your hot cum.” Ginny says, staring back at me.

Everything fades away except her brilliant blue eyes as I grip her ass and jerk my hips. I blast my first shot deep inside her, then pump my hips, stabbing into her with each pulse of my cock. Paige’s fingers tighten around my balls, and she moans into my ear.

“Fill her up, babe. I can feel you pulsing your cream into her.”

My entire body shudders as I empty myself into her, then collapse against her back and kiss along the base of her neck. Breathless, I shift to the side, falling between Amy and Ginny, with Paige tumbling over me. I roll to my side and rest as Leah shifts and tangles with all of us while we catch our breath.


ELEVEN
AFTERGLOW


My mind feels soft and pliable as bliss cycles through my nerves. Wrapping my arms around Ginny, I pull her into my body, her back against my chest. While I’m spooning her, Leah shifts over and starts kissing her, caressing her cheeks with her fingers. Paige and Amy are behind me, kissing with lustful, passionate moans. I turn to face them, my cock still slick and shiny with a combination of my release and Ginny’s.

Paige twists, sensing my movement, her eyes tracking down my chest to my slightly flaccid cock. She licks her lips, smirking at me as she twists and moves her head down to start cleaning my cock with slow laps and kisses. Amy smiles and shifts toward me, kissing me as I moan into her mouth.

“That was so hot,” she whispers against my mouth. “Still have some left? I know we’re very demanding of our harem master.” She giggles as I smile and comb a lock of her hair behind her ear.

My cock stiffens at the idea of another round, and it’s already twitching from Paige’s talented lips and tongue. “With all of you, I’m finding it easy to be ready for anything.”

“I’m stealing Ginny for the night,” Leah says, shifting off the ottoman and holding Ginny’s hand. “We’ll sleep in the den on the futon.”

I grin and nod at the pair, not upset with splitting up. Paige slides up my body, resting her chin on my shoulder, and looks at Amy. “You two want to join me in my bedroom? I guess I’m down a partner tonight.” Her smile is genuine, and I remember her desire to not focus on her and Leah as a couple, but as part of our whole.

“You won’t run out of partners,” I say, twisting to kiss her tenderly. “We’ll be happy to join you if that’s what you want.”

“I want your dick.” Paige grins. “And I think she does, too.”

Amy nods, leaning and kissing Paige, then me. “I need to hydrate first. I’ll get water from the kitchen and meet you two there.”

Standing up from the ottoman, where I’ve had two incredible orgies with my girls in the short time we’ve been together, I look around at the piles of clothing tossed around. I glance at Paige, and she waves her hand dismissively.

“We can tidy up in the morning.” She grins. “Come with me.”

She grabs my hand, and I follow her up the stairs and past the bathroom, the guest room, and the den. I can’t help but strain to hear the sounds of Leah and Ginny alone on the futon, then shake my head and focus on Paige.

“What do you think?” I ask, nodding toward the door. “Any feelings you want to untangle?”

Paige glances at me as she opens the door to the bedroom she shares with her wife. “You’re worried about me? Because Leah decided to spend the night with Ginny?”

“It crossed my mind,” I admit, pausing inside her room. She lets go of my hand and then crosses to sit on the edge of the bed.

The large bedroom has a king-sized bed with white sheets and mismatched quilts. A pair of chairs is on either side of a table with a lamp. The rest of the room is typical—not messy but not tidy. Books are on shelves, and art is on the walls. Everything fits what I know of Paige and Leah.

“I appreciate how you’re caring for me,” Paige says, looking up at me from the bed. “I hadn’t given it much thought, to be honest.”

I step close and settle beside her, pulling her into my arms and kissing her lightly. “I’m here for you if you need to talk it through. I’ve never been in a relationship, let alone something like ours.”

“We’ve been open for years, Kurt.” Paige’s smile is soft. “I’ve dated other people as much as Leah has. It’s not anything shocking. Knowing her, she wants to return the favor, if you know what I mean.”

“What do you want?” I ask as the door opens and Amy steps inside, holding a pitcher of water and some paper cups.

“Your dick.” Paige grins and stands to help Amy with the drinks.

Amy pours us each a cup of water and sets it on the table between the two chairs. We drain our cups simultaneously and laugh as we climb into the large bed together.

“Everything okay?” Amy asks as I lie back, the pair shifting and pressing their bodies against my side.

“Perfect,” Paige says, leaning across my body to kiss her. “Kurt was just being wonderful and putting his girl’s feelings first.”

“He’s pretty good at that.” Amy grins and kisses me. “Makes it easy to put him first.”

Paige nods, then kisses me, thrusting her tongue between my lips. Amy shifts and kisses down my torso, then cups my flaccid cock in her fingers. She tightens her grip and strokes slowly as Paige and I make out. By the time her tongue traces a circle around my crown, my shaft is inflating as my arousal takes over.

Twisting my shoulders, I roll Paige onto her back, one hand cupping her breasts and pulling on her stiffening nipple. She moans as she breaks the kiss. I smile at her as I lower my head and take the stiff nipple into my mouth, sucking deeply. My hand brushes down her toned belly, and I cup her warm, sticky mount.

The way we all flow together amazes me as my fingers slide between her lips, then circle her clit. Paige huffs as I tease her tender flower, her hips rolling as I move my mouth to her other tight bud. I love her sensitive nipples. While her modest chest is different than my other three girls, all of them are uniquely sexy.

Amy’s mouth is rocking up and down my cock, bringing it back to full strength as I curl two fingers into Paige’s slick passage. My thumb rocks across her clit as I slowly pump the paired digits in and out.

“Your dick,” Paige moans, her lidded eyes focusing on mine. “I love your fingers, but they’re not your dick.”

Amy pulls her mouth from my cock with an audible pop. “Got him all ready for you, babe.” Her seductive grin makes me smile as Paige shifts her body down and straddles my hips.

Amy’s hand strokes me slowly as Paige positions herself, leaning forward and pressing her hands against my pectorals. “Put him in, please.” She stares at me, unblinking.

“Of course,” Amy says and moves my shaft, aiming it at Paige’s opening. “There. Slide down his magic dick.”

My chuckle barely leaves my mouth before it’s replaced by a deep moan as Paige’s slick heat envelops my cock. Her lips press against mine as she rocks her pelvis, fucking herself on my cock. She pulls away, arching back and reaching behind her to rest her hands on my thighs.

My eyes drop, watching my cock disappear into her slick, glistening opening, unable to look away from the hypnotizing sight of her sliding up and down my cock. When Amy leans over to kiss me hungrily, she blocks my view.

“I want to lick you,” I groan huskily.

“God, yes! Please! I love your talented tongue.” She grins as she pulls back, twists around, then straddles my head as she faces Paige. “Fuck, you’re so sexy riding him reverse cowgirl like that.”

“Oh fuck.” Paige moans as she continues a slow rock up and down my cock. “He’s hitting all the right spots inside. I need my clit rubbed.”

I lean forward and press my lips to Amy’s pussy, wrap my arms around her thighs, and pull her back as I recline back to the mattress. I moan at the sweet, tart taste of her juices and feel her body leaning forward as I find her clit with my tongue.

“Fuck, good girl,” Paige moans, and I picture Amy stretched out over me. I can feel her tongue lapping along the base of my cock where it disappears into Paige as she keeps her leisurely pace. “Just like that, babe.”

Amy’s scent surrounds me as I lap at her opening, flicking across her clit. Keeping one arm tight around her thigh, I pull my other hand back, slide it between my mouth and her pussy, and slip two fingers inside her tight opening.

“Mmm, god.” Her thighs muffle Amy’s moan. “Finger fuck me, Kurt.”

Words fade into moans as our bodies undulate. Paige drops down faster as I buck my hips lightly to drive deeper inside her. Amy rocks her hips, moving her slick pussy lips over my mouth, lips, and tongue as I flex my fingers inside her. Her sweet flavor coats my tongue as Paige increases her pace.

“Fuck, this feels so good,” I hear her stutter out between gasps and moans. “I love your fucking cock.”

I grin against Amy, lapping and fingering her slick slit. Her muffled moans and increased breathing are like music to my ears. We all are pushing each other to our peaks, and by some magic, we’re getting closer simultaneously.

Paige’s hips tremble, and I feel her knees close as my cock is bathed with the hot stream of her release. Amy grinds her pussy back against me just as her peak hits, and she gushes over my tongue. I ride an edge as the pair crests, and their releases push me to my end, pumping Paige full of my thick ropes of cum.

After our bodies soften from the muscle-shaking orgasms, the two girls collapse, twisting and moving until they’re pressed against my side. I spread my arms around their shoulders as they rest their heads on my chest. The bliss we feel evaporates slowly into slumber as we rest in each other’s arms.


TWELVE
CONSUMMATION


The brightness in the room stirs me, and I blink groggily as my mind reconnects. The two warm bodies I fell asleep with aren’t here, and I’m alone in Paige and Leah’s bedroom. I’m about to roll out of bed when the door opens, and Ginny peeks her head in. When she sees I’m still naked and above the sheet, she blushes and starts to close the door.

“It’s okay,” I say, waving her inside. “You’re in the circle now.”

She comes back in, her eyes darting to my semi-erect cock. She closes the door, and it shuts with a clink. “I didn’t want to disturb you.”

“You’re not disturbing me.” I grin, spreading my arms out and inviting her into bed with me. “If everyone is up, I should join y’all.”

She steps closer, then turns and sits on the edge. She’s wearing a long T-shirt that seems too large for her frame. She turns and cuddles beside me, her arms up between her breasts as she rests her head on my chest.

“They told me to come wake you up, but I don’t mind resting with you.”

I smile and kiss her forehead, brushing her blonde curl away from her eyes. She smiles at me, glances down my body, and gasps when she notices my erection twitch. She looks back at me. “May I touch it?”

I nod at her, feeling a rush of arousal. “But you have to take off your shirt first.”

She grins and sits back up, crossing her arms in front of her, grabbing near the bottom of the long top, and pulling it over her head, tossing it behind her. She wears nothing underneath, and her breasts bob from the motion, and I enjoy watching her nipples tighten. She leans toward me, her breast pressing into my chest as we begin kissing. Her hand brushes down my abdomen and then lightly curls around my stiff shaft.

“Everything happened so quickly last night,” I say when we part from the kiss. “I wanted to check if you had any worries?”

She shakes her head as her fingers slide up and down my cock. A pulse of arousal makes the shaft swell, and she bites her lip but doesn’t stop or slow her strokes. “I’m not worried,” she says, kissing me again. When I cup her breast and squeeze, she moans, parting the kiss. “Everything feels natural with all of you. This feels natural, touching you, and you touching me. I’ve had a crush on you, but this … is different.”

Playing with her breast, I roll her stiff nipple between my thumb and forefinger. “Different, how?”

“It feels real, like you and I are together. I think I love you.” She blushes, leaning and kissing me again as her hand tightens around my cock. “I know I’m part of the group; I enjoy sharing you with them. I trust you. It’s hard to explain.”

“It certainly is hard,” I try to make light of the sudden seriousness, and she grins and giggles.

“It is. You’ve got a lot of stamina.”

“I have a lot of lovely women to please, including you.”

I shift back, giving her more space. She lies down on her back, and I curl myself over her and resume kissing her as her fingers glide up and down my cock. “They’re making breakfast,” she says as I part from the kiss and trail small nibbles down her neck. “I want you to myself. Is that okay?”

I nod and roll onto my knees, sliding between her thighs as she opens them for me. “I want that too. I need alone time with each of you. Not every time will be an orgy. I think I’m falling in love with you too.”

We stare at each other in silence, our eyes flicking as we absorb the tenderness of our embrace. Ginny nods and licks her lips before finding my eyes.

“Please. I need to feel you inside me again. I had so many distractions the first time.”

I nod, then shift my body and grab my shaft, moving to fit myself inside her. We keep staring into each other’s eyes as I slowly roll my hips to push inside. She moans with lust as I press deeper. “You stretch me so much. It feels incredible.”

“Mmm, you’re tight and slick,” I echo. “I like that you’re already wet for me.”

“I think I’ll want a lot more of you.” She bites her lips, lifting her legs and wrapping her heels behind my thighs. She pulls me into her with her leg muscles as I slowly thrust in steady strokes. Our bodies match tempo as we part, then crash slowly back together.

“I don’t see anything wrong with that,” I say between moans, increasing the tempo as my passion rises.

“I mean, I want more of your cum,” she says, gasping, clamping a hand over her mouth. My cock throbs at the thought of filling her with my cum as she pulls her hand away. “I want to have your baby…” Her eyes widen as she speaks her truth.

I groan, punching my cock in short thrusts. “You’re not on birth control?” I tighten my jaw, holding myself back from my peak. This isn’t the best time to have this conversation, and my eyes widen when she shakes her head.

“When you came inside me yesterday, I realized that my implant had expired.” She bites her lip, lifting her arms around my neck. “I told Leah last night, and we talked about it.”

I’m practically chewing through my lip, but I can’t help myself and the arousal I feel at the thought of breeding my ex-personal assistant and newest member of my harem. I know Leah wants to be a mother, but at our age, it’s dicey. My mind spins. Ginny is younger, and a pregnancy will be less of a risk.

“Oh god, fuck that feels good. I want it, Kurt. I want you to pump me full of your seed.”

She talks in bursts while I’m silent, hammering my hips into her with force as she whines and moans between her words. I nod at her, acknowledging her desire, and I’m surprised to realize that I want that, too.

“Fuck,” I growl when I feel my end nearing. “I’m going to put my baby in you.” She wails as she comes apart, and I jam my hips hard against her, feeling my balls tighten and my cock throb. My cum pulses out of me in jets that seem to last forever. I rock my hips, plunging into her again and again until I’m spent. Then I drop my head between her breasts, gasping for air. Her fingers comb through the back of my hair as she kisses the top of my head.

When I rise and smile at her, she smiles tentatively back. “I feel like I just sprung this on you. That’s not fair. I can visit the pharmacy. We should⁠—”

I stop her with a kiss. “Let’s leave it to fate,” I say as we part from the loving kiss.


THIRTEEN
RENDEZVOUS WITH FATE


Ginny and I quickly shower together, enjoying more kisses than words. When we dry off, she pulls on the shirt she wore to wake me up, and I follow her out into the hall, naked. When I duck into my room to grab some clothes from my bags, she heads downstairs to the girls.

I dress in shorts and a Henley and walk barefoot downstairs. Everyone is huddled in a circle near the kitchen, and I cough lightly as I approach.

“Is this a private huddle?” I ask, stepping closer. Amy hugs me first, then Paige, and then Leah, who shares a meaningful look with me.

“We’re always your huddle, babe,” she says as Amy and Paige return to the kitchen and collect platters of breakfast food. “You’re always welcome. We belong to you.”

I don’t argue, although part of my psyche rejects the patriarchal meaning. “I belong to all of you, too,” I say to heal my conscience.

Leah smiles and tips her head, acknowledging the truth that we’re in this together. “Fair,” she says. “Ginny told me last night about her implant. I didn’t think much about it, but are you okay with this?”

I sit across from her as Amy serves me a plate of pancakes and bacon. Ginny sits on my other side, Paige settles beside Leah, and Amy sits beside me.”

I pause before I answer, then grin. “Am I okay with possibly impregnating a fertile young woman who is part of my harem? Is that what you’re asking?”

Leah grins and shrugs. “We need to be clear. You know I want to be a mother, but I’m also older and⁠—”

“I recognize that,” I say, interrupting her and reaching across the table. She takes my hand and squeezes it. “I honestly never thought about being a father. But if I ever become one, I can’t think of a better group of mothers to help me raise our child. We’ve come together via fate or destiny. We can explore letting fate continue to have a part in our lives.”

“I like that answer,” Leah says as I hear the vibration of my phone.

“Oh, I’ll get that for you,” Amy says, scooting back from the table and turning to grab my phone off the counter. “I rescued it from your shorts in the living room before I tossed in a load of wash.” She hands it back to me.

I swipe and unlock the phone and see a string of messages and one call from Bea. I parse through her messages, reading the string of texts. I didn’t expect to hear from her this weekend or so soon.

“Hey, I got a message from Bea. Remember I told you about her, Paige.”

“Yeah, she may have the hots for you?” Paige grins at me.

“Possibly.” I shrug. “I’m not going to keep secrets from any of you. Let me read back her texts.”

Bea:




Hey, are you doing anything this weekend?




I’m sorry it’s early. Text me back when you get this.




I’m driving up the mountains and wanted to ask if you’d like to join me.




The last call was from her number, and she left a voicemail. I hit the button and put the message on speaker.

“Hey, Kurt. Sorry to blast your inbox with messages.” Bea’s voice sparks a tightening in my core. “I know it’s sudden, but I’m heading into the Cascades and wanted to spend time with you. It’s fine to say no. I’m just curious about what you said about being homeless.”

I glance around the table. Paige is nodding and nudging Leah beside her. Amy looks at me with a grin and shrugs. “I think you should follow your gut. It’s worked out so far.”

I turn to Ginny, who smiles, her hand resting on her belly with a spacey grin. It’s way too soon, but I can tell she’s thinking there may be a new life inside her. I smile back. Our eyes meet and trigger another tightening in my core. “I agree with Amy,” she says, then leans and kisses me. “Why not see what happens?”

“We wanted to look around for a place up the mountains together,” Leah says, tilting her head a Paige. “We can look around at places, meet this gal, and see what happens.”

“We can all stay at my lodge,” Amy says, winking at me. “It has the most enormous bed, after all. I need to check in with my team, too.

I nod as the girls start chatting and making plans. I lift my phone, and they nod as I stand and walk outside to a small patio just off the side of the kitchen. I close the glass door behind me and take a deep breath before hitting the icon to call back. It rings once before I hear Bea’s voice, and my gut tightens reflexively.

“Kurt, how are you?” Her voice affects me, but I want to be honest with her.

“I’m fine, thanks. Hey, I need to tell you something.”

“I’m already on the road, but I can circle back if you want to join me.”

“I’d like to spend time with you, Bea.” I pause to consider what to say. “I feel like we have a connection, but I should confess something to you.”

“Sounds ominous.” Her voice is clear, and hearing it makes me think of her in her form-fitting forest-green knit dress from the last time I saw her. The color made her eyes pop. My attraction for her was palpable, but I only paused because I was picking up Ginny later and staying with my newly formed harem.

“It’s just… I have a unique relationship dynamic,” I admit simply before continuing. “I’m in a polyamorous relationship with four other women.”

Bea is silent for a prolonged moment before coughing. “Did you say four other women? Are you running a harem or something?”

“Well, that’s what they call themselves,” I admit, feeling the back of my neck heat up. “I’m not completely comfortable with the term, myself.”

“Why not?” Bea asks, sounding more cheerful than shocked. “It seems to be getting popular nowadays. But you don’t seem like a Mormon.”

“I’m not. None of us is religious.”

“Oh, just a little kinky?”

“I think the term is ‘living an alternative lifestyle.’”

“That’s cool,” Bea chirps before another long pause. “So, do you want to join me in the mountains?”

“I was just talking with them, and they have some errands to run near the hot springs. We’re all going to drive up.”

“Oh, that’s near where I’m going,” Bea says. “There is a beautiful lake up there; no motorboats allowed, fun hiking trail.”

“I think I know the place.” I grin and look up into the sky, shaking my head at the synchronicity.

“Meet me there in a couple of hours?” she asks, her voice sounding hopeful.

“Sure, I’d love to. Drop me a pin when you’re there. I’ll find you. I’d better tell them so we can get moving. See you soon, Bea.”

“Looking forward to meeting your harem, Kurt.” She laughs and hangs up.

I slide open the door as the girls finish the breakfast cleanup. They look at me as I enter, eyebrows raised.

“She wants to meet me at the lake,” I say, shrugging my shoulders. I don’t need to explain further. By the look on their faces, they understand.

“Wait, was that her idea or yours?” Leah asks with a mercurial grin.

“Hers,” I say, and her grin broadens.

“Let’s pack up, ladies. Fate is calling us back up the mountain!” Paige exclaims, clapping her hands.
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SNEAK PEEK - ECHO EFFECT

Chapter 1 - Cosmic Car Ride

“Kurt, sit up front with Amy,” Leah says as we pile into the car. “It’s a long drive, babe, and we don’t need to be distracted by your magical…” She waves her hand at my groin. “Besides, you need to rest anyway, right?”

“I can’t argue with that,” I admit, stretching my hands over my head and arching my back. After two orgies and a pleasant but short sleep with Amy and Paige, followed by a morning wake up with Ginny, I ache in ways I’ve never experienced before. I can’t complain about the aches, though. I’m fortunate to share my life with these incredible women. Taking a short pause to appreciate my new life, I let out a slow breath, then open the passenger door to Amy’s large SUV and slide into the seat.

Amy climbs into the driver’s seat and smiles at me across the console. We lean toward each other and tenderly kiss before fastening our seatbelts. Leah climbs in behind Amy in the back, Ginny slides into the center seat, and Paige settles in behind me. We all settle quietly as Amy navigates through the north side of Eugene and heads east on the highway towards the Cascades.

We’ve been in a frenzy since we impulsively decided to all meet Bea near the lake on this clear, warm summer day. Scrambling to dress for a day in the mountains, we didn’t pack additional clothes. Grabbing phones, chargers, and a bag of snacks for the drive, we left the house, anxious to get on the road. Now, with nothing to do, everyone quiets and starts looking through social media or reading on their phones while Amy’s music keeps her engaged with driving.

Closing my eyes, I work through the events that have led to this point. I met Bea, short for Beatrice, only last week during my final work assignment before resigning from my professional career to start a new life with my three girlfriends. Our attraction was palpable, but I kept a professional distance. As I left yesterday, we shared our contact details so she could contact me for future consulting work.

I didn’t expect her early morning text, inviting me to join her for a hike. I called her back to explain my harem situation, but she still asked me to go. She was going to the same lake as the artesian spring where I’d cemented my connections with Paige, Amy, and Leah. That coincidence made everyone eager to ride along.

We’d only picked Ginny up at the airport last night, not expecting her to join our growing harem. She’d been working for me, but not closely. And now, with me no longer traveling and moving away from Dallas and no longer traveling, she was out of a job. Serendipitously, she’d already decided to relocate to Oregon after her breakup with her girlfriend. Wanting only to help her through a significant life change, I invited her to stay with me. That led to her discovering my polyamorous harem girls. She was so intrigued by our relationship that no one objected when she asked to join the four of us. Settling down after our meal of take-out Thai, we eagerly included her in our after-dinner tryst.

It’s an understatement to say the changes in my life the past week are beyond crazy. I’m still coming to grips with the fact that I’m in a loving relationship with four women, one significantly younger than the rest of us. Two of my girls, Leah and Ginny, have told me they want to have children with me, and I’m in favor of at least letting go and giving fate a chance. How we came together feels natural, if not predestined, with the countless fortuitous twists of fate I’ve experienced in the past week.

I enjoy each woman individually, and the four of them get along like long-lost friends as part of my harem. Amy is so down-to-earth and caring, Paige is vibrant with a sharp wit, Leah is a compassionate listener with keen insights into polyamory, and Ginny is younger than the four of us and more of an enigma. Regardless, I never thought I’d live an alternative lifestyle. But here I am, driving up a mountain to date another woman with everyone’s approval and encouragement.

Sitting in the car’s muted atmosphere, fatigue washes over me. Since leaving my security badge at the exit to Bea’s workplace, I’ve been involved in one amorous encounter after another, rising to the occasion for every lustful exchange. It’s taken a toll on my body, but I don’t have any regrets. As I relax into the comfortable leather seat, my body aches pleasantly from the physical activity.

My woolgathering, however, brings an image of Bea to the forefront of my mind. I can still see her in the snug, forest-green sweater dress accentuating her curves and generous bust. Recalling the flirty gleam in her emerald-green eyes as she signaled for me to call her as I left still affects me. As my body responds to my memories, I shift in my seat to lessen the increasing tightness in my shorts.

“Who are you thinking about, Kurt?” Amy giggles with a knowing smile, breaking me out of my reverie.

“This is nuts,” I say, adjusting myself.

“Bea again?”

“I can’t help it,” I say, reaching for her hand. We entwine our fingers, and I lean to kiss the back of her hand as she keeps her other hand on the steering wheel. “Since you all gave me the green light, she’s been on my mind.”

“Sounds normal, babe.” She squeezes my fingers. “You have a crush, and we kinda like our man being in high demand.”
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