






Here’s a sneak peek at Matchmaker Harem, Book 1…






I dialed Cynthia's number right then and there, since it was Saturday around noon and I didn't have anything more pressing to do. It felt strange to be calling her, after a few days of regular messaging back-and-forth. Like we were taking our business relationship to the next step.



It only occurred to me that she might not answer the phone on a Saturday after it had begun ringing. But she had emailed me earlier that morning, so why not
 ?



The ringing stopped, and a voice came on.



"Hello, this is Cynthia."



"Hi, Cynthia, this is Mark. This is...Bird and Stone, right
 ?
 "



"Yes, you've called the right number, Mark." Cynthia had a businesslike quality to her speech, though her voice was still warm. "Thank you for your prompt call. Emily and Sandra are both eager to meet you."



"Yeah, that's one thing I wanted to ask about," I said to her. I paced through my apartment, holding my cell phone up to my ear. "First of all, thank you for setting me up with them, they both seem lovely. But, uh..."



I struggled, figuring out how to phrase the question. "Am I supposed to tell you who I'd like to go out with first
 ?
 Or is it up to them, or...?"



"Nothing to worry about there," Cynthia responded. "The date will be arranged for all three of you. No choices necessary in that regard."



"All three of us," I repeated. "You want me to go out with Emily and Sandra at the same time?"



"No," she said, "I want you to go out with Emily and Sandra."



"I don't understand."



"That is quite alright," she said. "The nature of our service is surprising to most. Some suspect it, some do not, but we don't come out and put it so plainly during the screening process because it's a matter of romantic compatibility, not modern sensibility. It's preferred to address it...well, at this stage, over the phone."



Cynthia cleared her throat. "Bird and Stone arranges groupings of multiple people. It is an unusual setup in the modern world, which is why our screening is so extensive, to ensure people are the right fit for such a thing."



I blinked, hardly believing what I was hearing. "You set up throuples
 ?"



Cynthia cleared her throat again. "That is not my favorite term," she said, "but yes. Or in some cases, groupings of more than three people. Our favored vernacular is poly, or harem."



"Harem," I repeated. And then, since the idea had only just occurred to me, I blurted out, "Wait, is this a joke?"



"It's not a joke, Mark." Cynthia quashed that quickly. "Emily and Sandra are looking for a man in their lives. I think you are the right man for them.



"Let me ask you," she continued, seriously, "Mark. Are you turning down a date with two beautiful women?"



"I..." My mouth hung open. I snapped it shut. "I just need a second to think."
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Chapter 1






Moving sucks.



I don't care if you're moving into your dream house. I don't care if you have your entire family and every person you've ever met helping you. Moving sucks.



These were the things I whispered to myself as I banged my feet against unfamiliar stairs, bringing boxes up to the second floor of my new apartment building. There was an elevator, but it was so incredibly slow that a lot of my trips from the moving truck to my new front door had taken place via stairs just out of impatience.



The good thing is, when you move across the country, you tend to become a temporary minimalist. I didn't have a whole lot of stuff to bring with me after Alyssa and I had broken up.



Regardless, that didn't make it more fun to carry up the stairs.



After the end of a four-year relationship, I was ready to change everything. The first thing had changed against my will and despite my best efforts, and that was of course the relationship itself. Mark and Alyssa, together forever, or so I had thought.



I had been mad at first, but mostly after that it had just been sadness. Sadness I was getting over, but that still came back in waves. Maybe I had started our slow peeling apart by talking to Alyssa about moving to another state in the first place. That had been, what, almost a year ago now?



I didn't blame her for what happened. You need two people to have a fight. Our fight was so big that it should have had three or four people. But it had just been the two of us, screaming...



I looked into the back of the moving truck and saw that there were two boxes left. I was doing this alone, so even though there wasn't much stuff for a big move, for one man with two arms, it was plenty. I didn't feel like taking another trip, so I stacked the two boxes on top of each other, dragged them to the edge of the moving truck, and loaded them into my arms.



I'm not in bad shape. I'm an engineer, and while a lot of my work is done behind a desk now, I had spent years working labor at construction sites up until recently.



But anyone in the trades will tell you—there's no undoing a back injury. I'd herniated a disc a few years ago. I was able to get back to form without surgery, with a lot of time spent in the gym strengthening my core and all that, but even so...one bit of overdoing it can make it flare up. Those two boxes weighed probably eighty pounds together, and human beings aren't meant to be used as moving dollies. I made it to the apartment just fine, but upon setting the boxes down, something tweaked.



And that was why I spent the first two days at my new place lying down in bed, icing and heating my back, and watching movies on my phone since I didn't have the internet hooked up yet. I was only 28 years old, but those two days, I felt like I was in my sixties.



Thankfully, by the third day, I was feeling spry and most of the pain was gone, so I set about doing the significant unpacking and making my apartment look less like a squatter's den.
















I'm going to fast-forward now to today, about three months after my move, because today was the day I found the flyer for Bird and Stone on my car.



(Unless you really wanted to hear about my orientation at work, or the mixup
 at the dealership where I got the wrong windshield wipers installed, or the fascinating saga of trying to figure out what the good pizza places were in my new city, there's not much else to tell you)



I was leaving the office. I spent about 75% of my work time in the office, and then once a month I would be out at a job site as the field engineer for a building project. Usually. I wasn't used to having such a sedentary job, and I noticed I'd put on a couple of pounds my first month in the new place, so I'd made a new habit of going to the gym. I had never really needed to work out before, but that was the price you paid for getting a cushy new job.



So that was my plan that evening. Out the office doors, into the parking lot, hop into my car and go straight to the gym. I had my gym bag in the backseat, ready to go.



But something stopped me: A flyer under the windshield of my car.



Not the craziest thing in the world, but I noticed two things. One, my car was the only one with a flyer on it. I would've thought I had somehow gotten a parking ticket, except that this flyer was very colorful, glossy, and the paper was thick, almost card stock. It had a stylish pink border, and the rest of it was solid black except for the writing. People didn't usually spend a lot of money on flyers they tucked under windshield wipers, since 99% of them ended up blowing through the streets.



So my interest was piqued. I pulled the flyer out from the wiper and got in my car, looking at it.






BIRD AND STONE







In search of men for matchmaking services





There are women waiting for you!





Visit our website

















 
Chapter 2






The paper listed the website, and then—which I found much more interesting than the weak ad
 copy
 —the fact that they specifically serviced the city area, and had done so for over 90 years. Well before the age of the Internet. Had they once had a shop on a city block, taking walk-ins and appointments
 ?
 Some complicated Dewey-decimal type system of paper matchmaking
 ?
 Was it just a series of friends hooking each other up with other friends
 ?



I smiled at myself, but it was small, and it was short. Seeing the paper just made me feel lonely. I had been three months here now, and it had been six months since Alyssa and I had broken up. I had expected to take a much longer break from dating, but the past month or so I'd found myself wishing I had a girl to spend some time with. There weren't a lot of women who worked in my office, and the guys I had met here were fine and all, but socialization could only do so much.



Truth be told, I felt like there was a hole inside of me. A hole growing bigger. I was scared, because I was starting to recognize waves of the same feelings that had almost drowned me back when Alyssa and I had broken up.



I couldn't stand to go through something like that again.



I drove to the gym and did my workout, forgetting about it, the paper sitting on top of my work
 bag
 in the passenger seat.



When I got home, I grabbed my work bag from the seat, and the flyer crumpled into my fist along with the handle of my bag. I ended up bringing it inside and throwing it onto my small kitchen table, where it sat next to my laptop. I hadn't gotten around to finding the right desk yet.



So when I ate dinner at the kitchen table, idly scrolling online as I chewed, the flyer was sitting right there. If I had found it even a week ago, I might've just tossed it in the garbage.



But there were those feelings. That loneliness. That worry about what awaited me, and the person I might be a couple months from now. I didn't want to go to bars, or to singles nights at the YMCA. The last couple of weeks, I had been toying with the idea of using the popular dating apps and finally delving into that world, a world which I had not needed to pry open while I was in a relationship.



But now...



I really didn't want to download some app and become one of those people who swiped here and there. I had resigned myself to the idea, but oddly, this strange flyer had given me a little hope. Or, at least, a distraction. Why not try this local website first, see if it was any good? If it ended up being a waste of time, then fine, I would go hunting for an app.



So with the scraps of my dinner pushed to the side on the kitchen table, I centered my laptop in front of me and went to the Bird and Stone website. I found it surprisingly restrained. It wasn't ugly or poorly made, but neither was it garish or annoyingly modern with those popular minimalist features I had grown to hate. It was a welcoming screen with readable text and warm colors, simply stating their name and their short mission statement: Creating happiness by bringing people together.




Simple. Effective. I moved on to creating my account.



I had never done anything like this before—used a dating website—so I wasn't sure if the screening process on the website was typical for the industry. But to my virgin eyes, it seemed extremely methodical and detailed, with some of the questions feeling like they belonged on a college philosophy exam. I was surprised at the amount of times I had to type written answers to a question. Was someone really going to read through all of this?



There were questions I expected, things about hobbies and where I grew up and my dreams for the future. Favorite movie, favorite food. Where I had traveled to. As well as what kind of women I might be interested in—was hair color important? Height? Age? The usual.



Then there were questions like...






How often do you have trouble coming to a decision

 
?






That was a written one, and it stumped me for a while, which perhaps was an answer all on its own. But really I think I was just caught my surprise.






Would you describe yourself as a leader

 
?

 
Give examples, if so.






What was this, a job interview? Then, on the flip side of that one:






How do you deal with things that are out of your control?






And more.






Give examples of times you were between sides in an argument and how you handled it.







Have you had strong friendships that you've maintained throughout your life?







Has there been a time where you were unable to reconcile a difference with someone you cared about

 
?






I hesitated on that, then started typing.



Alyssa and I had started to grow apart when I had expressed interest in moving. To a new city, to a new state, whatever it might be. There were better job opportunities out there in contracting and development, things I couldn't get in our hometown, which wasn't exactly a bustling metropolis.



I had known it wasn't going to be an easy conversation. I had been prepared to give her time, and I did give her time. I had thought things would change, and so had she.



Now here I was, and there she was, two thousand miles away.



I finished the screening portion I found myself exhausted. But it was in a good way, like after a good workout, or more accurately, a strong, intense massage, one that left you feeling worn out and at the same time, like a new person. The questions had been unexpected, and the process had been long, but I leaned back in my chair with a smile on my face. It had been nice to have something to focus my efforts on besides work. And this particular exercise had been like digging around inside of my own mind and through my past with fine archaeological tools. Healing, in a way, even though some of it had hurt.



And, nice of the Bird and Stone people—no payment until they found you a match and
 you had a date. The last part (a date? How would they know?) struck me as odd, but I was happy enough not to have to put my credit card down after already baring my soul. From what I could tell, that was pretty much all the site had to offer. No profiles. I had uploaded a picture as part of the screening process, but there was nowhere for me to look at other people and their pictures, no obvious social component to the site



"They definitely do things differently," I said to myself, pushing the laptop away. Different was fine with me. My life needed different.














 
Chapter 3






After a day went by with nothing from the service, I figured it would take them a while to get back to me. After all, I had given them a lot of information to work through. Plus, that section of the site with all the questions was described specifically as a 'screening questionnaire.' It was possible I had gotten screened out of consideration, though I hoped they would at least let me know if that was the case.



I got the email from them while taking lunch at my desk at work, so it was as good a time as any to read it.




Two days to get through all that and reach out,

 I thought. Not bad turnaround.




Opening the email, the last thing I expected was more questioning. But there it was.






Mark,





Thank you for your interest in Bird and Stone. Please allow us some time as we work through your application, and be on the lookout for messages like this one so that we can gather information to find you the perfect arrangement.





Keeping in mind your handling of the previous assortment of questions, please reply to this email with an answer to the below:







How do you handle jealousy in a relationship?







Thank you,





Cynthia






More questions? I could hardly believe they could come up with anything else.



And so out of left field. Jealousy? I hadn't even met this potential future girlfriend yet. Wasn't it too early to worry about things like this?



Well, I did
 want different. I forgot about my lunch and gave them an answer, then finished up and got back to work.



Two hours later, a text message. I pulled out my phone and saw an unknown number advising me that it was Cynthia from Bird and Stone, and could I please answer the following: How much time do you typically dedicate to a relationship?




These questions weren't easy, that was for sure. But I answered it, amazed at the process of all this. I was in deep enough as it was. No sense backing off now.



Over the next two days I got five messages from this Cynthia woman, between both email and text. Why she bounced between the two of them, I didn't know. But I was into it now, responding promptly each time, wondering what else Bird and Stone might try to dig out of me.



It was the next day, Saturday, where I received an email thanking me for my participation and, quite unexpectedly, the email contained pictures of two women. It listed their names, Emily and Sandra, and some information about them. Apparently they had both seen my picture and profile (the latter of which Bird and Stone must have created for me) and were interested in me.



"Wow," I said to myself. They were both beautiful, Emily brunette and Sandra blonde, both of them right around my age. Emily worked in sales management for a fashion line, which was impressive. Sandra was a professor of biological sciences at a college just outside of the city. Also impressive.



I was already thinking about how I would choose. I was sure I could eventually get a date with both, if something didn't work out. Or at least, I hoped
 so.



I read on to see a message from Cynthia.






Emily and Sandra are both looking forward to having an evening with you. Because of the nature of our service, Bird and Stone will act as the intermediary to set up your first date. We have a number of restaurants and reservation times we can recommend, as I know you are new to the city.





This is best arranged by phone. Please call me at my number below whenever is convenient for you, ideally within 24 hours.





Cynthia






I read her message over a couple of times, because I was sure I was interpreting it the wrong way. 'Both looking forward to having an evening with you'? When I had first read that sentence, the idea of taking them both out to dinner at the same time immediately jumped into my head, but of course that was crazy. She must've just phrased it poorly. Maybe it was their intention that I go out with both of these women in turn, to help see which match would be better.



I tapped my finger on my chin. What if this was some kind of thing where it was almost like, dating a panel
 ?
 Multiple women, and at the end, one of them
 would choose me?




No way. I'd heard of speed dating, and I'd heard of blind dating, but never anything like that. I shook the idea out of my head.



I had to call this Cynthia woman to get this set up anyway, so I would just ask her to clarify how exactly the three of us were going to arrange our dates.



Surely I was misunderstanding something.














 
Chapter 4






I dialed Cynthia's number right then and there, since it was Saturday around noon and I didn't have anything more pressing to do. It felt strange to be calling her, after a few days of regular messaging back-and-forth. Like we were taking our business relationship to the next step.



It only occurred to me that she might not answer the phone on a Saturday after it had begun ringing. But she had emailed me earlier that morning, so why not
 ?



The ringing stopped, and a voice came on.



"Hello, this is Cynthia."



"Hi, Cynthia, this is Mark. This is...Bird and Stone, right
 ?
 "



"Yes, you've called the right number, Mark." Cynthia had a businesslike quality to her speech, though her voice was still warm. "Thank you for your prompt call. Emily and Sandra are both eager to meet you."



"Yeah, that's one thing I wanted to ask about," I said to her. I paced through my apartment, holding my cell phone up to my ear. "First of all, thank you for setting me up with them, they both seem lovely. But, uh..."



I struggled, figuring out how to phrase the question. "Am I supposed to tell you who I'd like to go out with first
 ?
 Or is it up to them, or...?"



"Nothing to worry about there," Cynthia responded. "The date will be arranged for all three of you. No choices necessary in that regard."



"All three of us," I repeated. "You want me to go out with Emily and Sandra at the same time?"



"No," she said, "I want you to go out with Emily and Sandra."



"I don't understand."



"That is quite alright," she said. "The nature of our service is surprising to most. Some suspect it, some do not, but we don't come out and put it so plainly during the screening process because it's a matter of romantic compatibility, not modern sensibility. It's preferred to address it...well, at this stage, over the phone."



Cynthia cleared her throat. "Bird and Stone arranges groupings of multiple people. It is an unusual setup in the modern world, which is why our screening is so extensive, to ensure people are the right fit for such a thing."



I blinked, hardly believing what I was hearing. "You set up throuples
 ?"



Cynthia cleared her throat again. "That is not my favorite term," she said, "but yes. Or in some cases, groupings of more than three people. Our favored vernacular is poly, or harem."



"Harem," I repeated. And then, since the idea had only just occurred to me, I blurted out, "Wait, is this a joke?"



"It's not a joke, Mark." Cynthia quashed that quickly. "Emily and Sandra are looking for a man in their lives. I think you are the right man for them.



"Let me ask you," she continued, seriously, "Mark. Are you turning down a date with two beautiful women?"



"I..." My mouth hung open. I snapped it shut. "I just need a second to think."



"Take your time." I heard her start to move some papers around, humming to herself. Like this was just totally normal to her. Like she did this every day.



I lowered my phone from my ear, looking down at it but not really seeing it. She wanted me to go out with two women. To date two women. Which also meant...



Two women wanted to date me?
 Together? What the hell dream was I having?



Cynthia's humming, tinny, came through the phone.




Okay, let's assume this is real,

 I told myself. Do you want to? Apparently they think I'm right for it. Am I? They would know better, right, if this is what they do? Shit, Mark, is this not every guy's fantasy?




Yeah, but usually it stayed a fantasy. Dating two women...I could see that getting complicated.




You wanted different.




Fuck. Yes I did.



I brought the phone back up to my ear.



"Cynthia."



"Yes, Mark."



"Are they...are Emily and Sandra, are they already dating? Each other?"



"That's a smart question," Cynthia said. "No. Some of the women in the service are, but not Emily and Sandra. They are friends, they do know each other."



"Okay." I considered this. That seemed easier than...than joining in
 on an established couple. Unless she was lying. But Cynthia had seemed very candid so far.



"Okay," I repeated, getting my head straight. "I'm interested. I mean, I'd like to go out on a date with them."



I could practically hear Cynthia's smile. "That's great, Mark. They'll be very excited. I've spoken to them already and taken their restaurant interests. Can you go out with them tonight?"



"Tonight," I echoed, blinking. "Tonight...yeah. Yes."



We chose a restaurant, Altoine's
 on Elm. We chose a time, eight-thirty PM. Cynthia explained that with more than two people on a date, with this many moving parts, it was simpler for everyone if Bird and Stone set up the date. I agreed with her.



"Cynthia," I asked her. "The name, Bird and Stone. It's...a play on two birds and one stone?"



Cynthia laughed, amused. "Yes. Yes it is."














 
Chapter 5






I parked my car in the lot of Altoine's
 restaurant, wondering how I was going to be able to eat with my heart in my throat. Wondering if I could really handle a date with two women. Wondering, not for the first time, if this was all some elaborate set up to murder or rob me.



Well, we were meeting in a public place. I expected to at least survive the night.



I pushed away thoughts of Alyssa as I got out of my car, and looked at myself briefly in the reflection of the driver's side window. Brown hair, not too long, not too short, brushed to the side. My face was...fine. I had a great smile. I loved my green eyes. My body was great, extra-
 
firm

 , courtesy of the time I had spent in the gym doing targeted exercises. I was in a snappy blazer and a pair of slacks that weren't too formal, seeming to fit nicely based on what I had looked up about this place. I was definitely a guy who should be able to land a girl.



But could I land two
 ?



"Here we go," I said, and I walked toward the restaurant. It was a one-story building sitting on a corner, a place that seemed to stretch very far back as I walked in through the thick, fancy wooden doors marking the entrance. Inside, the restaurant was a tasteful brick, with somewhat dim lighting and ceilings that seemed higher on the inside then they did on the outside. I walked past the expansive bar on the right side of the entryway to reach the hostess.



"Hi," I said. "Mark, for three
 ?
 "



The hostess perused her list and then nodded, motioning for me to follow her as she grabbed a single menu from her stand and led me over to the table. We wound our way through a restaurant floor that was separated into different, huge rooms, until we reached our destination. The hostess set my menu down on the white tablecloth in front of my seat, and stepped away.



And it was just the three of us.



I stayed standing, walking around the table to greet the two women. They were just like in their pictures, which I had spent a lot of the day looking at.



Not knowing exactly what to do, I offered my hand.



Emily took it with a smile. She was the brunette, and she had a strong grip. She was beautiful, wearing a very stylish dress that was dark blue in color with silver trim in certain spots, her dark hair falling over her shoulders gracefully. The dress did well to accentuate her tits, which needed no help being noticeable, big and inviting on her chest.



"
 Mark,
 " I said, "though I guess you already know. It's nice to meet you."



"Emily," she told me with a smile.



Then it was Sandra. Blonde and beautiful, with her hair up in an attractive bun, showing off her neck and creamy skin. She had a little freckles on her cheeks, and her dress was short, tight around her body in the best ways, hugging her breasts and showing the curve of her hips, naturally drawing your eyes to the shapely thighs revealed at the bottom. She took my hand with a giggle, and I could see that she was brimming with excitement.



"Thanks for coming tonight," she said.



Practically stunned by the fact that this was all real, I said, "I...wouldn't have missed this for anything."



We sat down at the table. It was circular, with the two women sitting a little closer together opposite me.



"You're new to the city," Sandra said, not asking, but pointing it out. "What made you move here
 ?
 "



"Work," I said. "I'm an engineer with the Halwell
 firm."



"Oh, that blue building on 41st, right?" Emily asked. "I always loved the color of that place. So pretty for an office building."



I smiled. "That's the one."



The dinner conversation was surprisingly easy, looking and sounding exactly like a typical first date except for the fact that there were three of us. Altoine's
 specialized in Jamaican cuisine, which I wasn't terribly familiar with, but Sandra had some recommendations that turned out to be excellent. It was my first time trying oxtail, but I had a feeling I'd be back for it.



W
 
hile

 we did talk about the usual stuff, I found myself steering the conversation toward the topic of Bird and S
 tone.



"I have to say, I was pretty shocked when I talked to Cynthia for the first time," I told them. The restaurant was loud around us, clinking glasses and conversation. "Maybe I should've gotten the
 hint
 , thinking back on the site's language. But it took me by surprise."



"It's funny," Sandra said, putting her spoon back down into her soup. "Cynthia says that most of the guys who end up matching and talking to her have no idea about the harem arrangement. Some of them treat it like it's a porno or something, but they're pretty good at weeding those types out."



"Have the two of you been part of the service for a while
 ?
 "



Emily and Sandra looked at each other.



"About two years
 ?
 " Emily asked her.



"That sounds right," Sandra said.



Emily looked back at me. "It's definitely not like other matchmaking services. You don't get set up on a date every week. It's very exclusive, and there's only so many people they deem to be the right fit. In the two years that we've been on their list, this is our, what, sixth or seventh date?"



"Wow," I said, fascinated. "Were the other ones...bad
 ?
 "



Sandra shook her head. "Not bad. Well, I guess one was bad, if you had to say. He was all right at first, we had a really nice dinner and sat at the bar afterward. but once
 he
 'd had a couple of drinks, he kept trying to get us to his hotel room..."



"Not that I'm above some hotel room fun," Emily said. "But he was being gross."



Sandra rolled her eyes. "Cynthia took him out of the roster pretty quick after that."



"They take this really seriously," I commented.



"Yeah." Emily nodded, a quick dip of her head. "I've found out what I could from Cynthia, but the whole thing is fairly private, for everyone's security. They've been around a while, though."



"The impression that I get," Sandra said, leaning over the table like she was sharing a dangerous secret, "is that it's funded by a legacy of women who have had polyamorous relationships going back decades, all the way to the 1930s. And they were so happy with the lives they'd built, that they wanted to help people see that this could be the right sort of thing for them."



"Cynthia won't confirm it," Emily said with a smile. "It's not like she owns the place, she's an employee. But I like the idea of that, these women—"



"Men too, maybe," Sandra cut in.



"—and men," Emily agreed, "helping give people an opportunity to experience something society at large might frown on."



"Yeah, good luck going onto a dating website and asking for two women," I said.



"Exactly." Emily took a sip of her water, shaking her dark hair back. "Not to mention the people who have no idea it might be perfect for them."



"Like me," I said.



"Like you," Emily said, with a warm smile. Sandra's hand touched mine on the table.



I felt color rising into my cheeks. I expected to feel tense, uncomfortable in some way...but I didn't feel that way at all. I was...actually having a great time with the two of them.



They were fun. Happy, and easy to talk to. Emily was a huge fan of this obscure show that I loved, that I thought practically nobody had ever heard of. Sandra talked about moving to Toronto, something I had given a lot of thought to. She hated mushrooms, which I learned when she was ordering, and she had gotten them on the side of her dish anyway and given them to me and Emily.



After being in a relationship for four years, and finding the things we had liked together, I realized that I had started to ignore the things that just I liked. And it hadn't occurred to me that there were more people out there, people who might sit down and watch my show with me, people who might not push me away if I talked about a change of scenery.



"You know," I said, "I think this date's going really well."



Sandra and Emily smiled, and Sandra said, "We do, too."














 
Chapter 6








Toward the end of the night, when dessert had been considered but ultimately declined, Emily put it out there.



"So we don't have a hotel room," Emily said, touching my hand across the table just like Sandra had done, "but if you wanted to come to our place tonight, I wouldn't say no.
 Sandra
 ?
 "



"No argument from me," Sandra said. They looked at each other, smiled, then looked at me.



The shock on my face must've been cartoonish. I struggled for something to say. "You...you live together
 ?
 "



Sandra nodded. "Just as roommates. Really. After previous living arrangements in a poly relationship, neither of us felt like living alone. So we shacked up together."



"Shacked up." Emily laughed. "You're going to give him the wrong idea. We really are just roommates."



"Yeah." Sandra flashed me a smile. "We save the naughty stuff for company."



Now they both had their hands on mine. I felt feet under the table, pressing against my own. Only an idiot would say no.



"I'd love to come over," I told them, my heart back in my throat after I had just gotten it settled down.



I saw the glee light up both of their eyes. When the check came, I reached for it, and Sandra smacked my hand away.



"None of that," she said. "I don't want to establish some precedent where the man is paying for everything."



"Not even on the first date
 ?
 " I asked her.



"My treat," Sandra said, pulling the check away from Emily as well. "Maybe one of you can buy breakfast."



"Sandra!" Emily gasped.



I couldn't believe what I was hearing.



Sandra did pay the check, and then Emily gave me their address just so I would have it, but also told me: "Just follow us, huh?"



Yeah. I could do that.



In a daze, I got behind them as we pulled out of the parking lot and just kept my eyes on their tail light. By the time we got to their place, I didn't remember a single thing about the drive. It was the purest case of highway hypnosis I had ever experienced.



I met them in their lot and we walked into their fancy apartment building, the two of them leading me through a nice lobby to the set of elevators.



"We're on the seventh floor," Emily told me.




Ding.

 The elevator was here. And then, at light speed compared to the crappy elevator in my building, we were at the 7th floor, stepping out and turning left to reach their apartment at the end of the hall.



"
 We
 'd at least like you to see the place," Sandra said, opening the door. "Nothing more if you're not comfortable."



I wondered what would have to happen for me to not be comfortable. Maybe if somebody dumped a bucket of ice water over my head. Even then, I would've just asked for a towel and stayed.



"Nice," I said appreciatively, walking around. "This place is huge."



"Well, we used to have three people living here," Emily commented, hanging up her keys near the door. "But we haven't for some time. Still, we liked the place a lot, so the two of us decided to keep it."



They gave me a short tour, taking me through a sitting room with a gorgeous view of the city, a modern and sparkling kitchen that was probably twice the size of my own, and three branches of short hallways that led to the three bedrooms and two bathrooms of the place. The ceilings were high and white and made me feel small, but in an impressive way.



The place was warm and comforting, not sterile and modern like a lot of apartments I had seen. Sandra painted, apparently, and her work hung in a few places throughout the apartment, soft and beautiful watercolors. Emily, Sandra told me, was a potted plant fiend when the two of them had first met, and she had toned it down some when she and Sandra had moved in together. The ferns and succulents and potted canes around the place were tasteful and added bright splashes of lively color.



"Can I offer you a drink
 ?
 " Emily asked me, putting her hand on my arm. "Or would you like to see the bedroom?"



"Bedroom," I said quickly, the tips of her fingers warm on my skin. "I'd love to see the bedroom."



Emily giggled, brushing her fingers down my forearm. Then I followed the two of them down to the master bedroom at the end of the hall.



I followed Emily into the room, and Sandra closed the door behind us. It was a big bedroom, with a window on the far wall and dark blue curtains drawn over it. An en
 suite bathroom cast a light out of the wall to my left. A big bed took up most of the wall opposite the bathroom.



Sandra step
 ped forward and put her hands on my shoulders, bringing her face up close to mine.



"I hope it isn't unseemly," she said. "How fast we're moving. But Bird and Stone encourages it. Sexual compatibility is crucial."



Her voice was surprisingly sexy for being so technical. She leaned in a little closer.



"Plus, I think you're really hot," she breathed, and then my hands were on her waist and feeling the fabric of her dress and the heat from her body underneath, and she was kissing me, and I was kissing her, and it was hot and wet and wonderful.



Sandra pulled off, and then Emily took me by the arm and led me over to the bed, sitting me down. She leaned over me, planting her hands on either side. Her ample bosom was practically an inch from my chin, and her face was even closer. She kissed me too, immediately diving in with her tongue as her dark hair fell around us.



"Hot and a good kisser," she breathed, pulling away.



"If you two think I'm hot," I said, breathing heavily, "then you're even more out of my league than I thought. You're probably the two most beautiful women I've ever spoken to."



Emily gave me a sly grin. "Flattering. Are you really so modest, with those abs I felt under your shirt
 ?
 "



"Uh..." I really had gotten in better shape, but I still hadn't been with anyone since Alyssa. Having the woman you loved no longer want you tended to make you think that no woman could ever want you.



I shoved those thoughts out of my mind. Now was not the time.



"Let's hurry up and get naked," Sandra said playfully. "I know I look good in this dress, but it isn't the most comfortable thing in the world."



So we did. And with the help of Emily's compliment about my body, I didn't feel too abashed about slipping my shirt and blazer off and following with my pants, though my boxer briefs stayed snug on my hips.



The two women had no such qualms. Sandra unzipped Emily's dress, and Emily did the same for her, and then they were pulling them off, expertly. I could see the relief on their faces, free of the constrictions of a nice piece of clothing. I hardly had time to admire their lean bodies and smooth thighs before they were deftly undoing their bras and sliding their panties off, Sandra reaching up to let her hair down, blonde and long, shaking out over her shoulders.



Emboldened, I got up off the bed and took Emily in my arms, pulling her against me. Her big breasts squished up against my chest, the hard nipples poking at me. I kissed her, sliding a hand down around her hip and squeezing her ass. She moaned and pressed into me.



We moved to the bed, all three of us. It was king-sized, accommodating. I ended up between the two of them, all of us lying down.



"You know, Mark, I said naked," Sandra said. She admonished me with a cluck of her tongue. "Not almost
 naked."



She tugged my underwear down. My cock, hard as it had ever been, sprung out like an escaped animal. Emily finished getting my underwear off my legs while Sandra grabbed my cock and brought herself close to it.



Emily was in my face again. "Sandra loves sucking dick," she whispered to me. "Do you like eating pussy, Mark
 ?
 "



"Get up here," I told her.



Emily bit her lip, then straddled my face with her hips. At the same time, Sandra's mouth closed over my cock, sliding down my shaft. I moaned. Her tongue snaked around my cockhead.



Then Emily's pussy pressed against my face, short hairs scratching pleasantly at me, wet lips finding my own and my nose was full of her scent and my tongue plunged into her. She groaned and grabbed my hair in her fist, riding my face. I rubbed her clitoris with my nose and licked up and down her lips while she shoved her pussy against me, grinding.



Sandra had one hand on my balls, quickly going from sucking my cock to deep-throating it. She did it with passion, with intensity. She really did love sucking dick. Lucky me.



I glanced upward and I could see Emily's big tits bouncing as she rode my face, squealing with delight when my tongue plunged up into her tunnel and tasted the strong flavor she had deeper inside, like lust and iron.



I ate Emily's pussy until she was shaking against me, and Sandra put her hand on Emily's ass. I could see her fingertips poking around the brunette's hip.



"Cum on Mark's face, honey," Sandra told her, squeezing her.



"I'm—I'm gonna
 —" Emily panted, pressing into me. I made whatever encouraging noises I could from down between her legs, and moved my lips and tongue up so that I could focus on her clit. Emily humped into me, moaning, and then she came, shaking on my face and spasming against me. She wet my chin and neck with her juices as she cried out and Sandra held still, my cock deep in her mouth, squeezing Emily's side as she climaxed.



Emily pulled off my face, gasping for breath, but stayed straddling my chest. I looked up at her, and she was so damn sexy with her messy hair and her mouth hanging slightly open as she recovered. She had an incredible pair of boobs
 , beautiful and round and perky, and I reached a hand up to hold one, rubbing her.



Sandra climbed on top of me. I felt her rubbing the head of my cock against the silky lips of her pussy, and I begged her to let me inside her. She obliged.



Sandra sat down on my dick, sliding me deep up inside of her tight, wet cunt. I moaned, pushing my head back into the pillow. Emily's eyes lit up, and she turned around on me, straddling me backwards so that she could look at Sandra. Sandra started to ride me, and my moaning grew uncontrollable. She felt incredible, and I was so turned on. All I could see was Emily's ass, her pussy and tight little back door spread open in front of my face as she straddled me. But I could hear Sandra moaning, humping against me.



Emily leaned forward, and I felt my dick bend forward as Sandra leaned back, slamming herself down on me from a new angle. I craned my head to the side to see Emily lapping at Sandra's clitoris, eating her pussy even while my dick was inside her. The tip of her tongue occasionally flicked against my shaft, licking up Sandra's juices. It might've been the single hottest thing I had ever seen.



Unable to resist, I plunged my tongue back into Emily's pussy, grabbing the cheeks of her ass with both hands as I ate her out from behind. She shivered against me, but I stayed away from her sensitive clit, just licking her luscious lips and probing gently into her sweet tunnel.



Emily lifted her mouth from Sandra's vagina to tell me, "Cum inside of her, Mark. She loves it when guys cum
 inside.
 "




Fuck,

 I thought. These two women were so achingly hot. At this point, I could have cum just from one of them whispering in my ear. I rocked my hips upward against Sandra and I sputtered out something about my impending orgasm into the lips of Emily's pussy.



"Yes," Sandra panted. Emily was back on her clit, sucking on it while she rode
 me.
 "Yes!"



I think I came first. I don't have the wherewithal or the technology to be any more confident in my answer than that. I bucked my hips up to Sandra and spurted my cum into her, waves of pleasure ripping through my body and bursting out of my dick in hot shots of my cum. I filled her to the brim and when there wasn't any more room, it spilled out. Sandra, on top of me, clamped down on me with her pussy through her orgasm and cried out, Emily paying special attention to her clit as she came. She rode me and the strong muscles of her pussy pushed my cum out of her even as I shot more in, until she was slamming down onto me and grinding, making me hit those deep spots inside of her that brought her the most pleasure.



It felt so good, it was a wonder any of us survived.














 
Chapter 7






"You can feel it, if you want," Sandra told me. The three of us were lying in bed, washed up, letting our tired muscles get some much-needed rest. "You never had a girlfriend with one of these
 ?
 "



"Just the birth control pill." I gently traced one finger along the inside of Sandra's upper arm, Feeling the slim birth control implant. "Wow. It doesn't bother you
 ?
 "



"Quite the opposite," Sandra said, giving me a devilish grin. "Emily has one, too. They aren't a fit for every woman's biology, but for her and me, they are perfection. All the cumming inside, none of the pregnancy concerns. And if and when I do want kids, well, it just comes out."



"One day they'll invent something like that for men," Emily said, rubbing her hand on my chest from the other side. "Then you guys can do some of the management."



"We do have it pretty easy," I said, laughing. "Is it clich

 é
 to say that this was the best sex of my life
 ?
 I don't care, because it was. I mean, Jesus Christ. I could die right now and come back as a ghost and all I would think is, that was awesome."



"I prefer to stay alive so that we could do it again," Emily said, laughing, "but I appreciate the sentiment."



"So, let me ask you something while my tits are out, Mark." Sandra got up on her knees, hovering over me on the bed. "Do you want to keep seeing Emily and me
 ?
 "



I pretended to be mesmerized by her tits. Okay, maybe I wasn't pretending. But I did look up into her eyes, moving my gaze between the two of them.



"Of course I do," I said.



Sandra smiled.
 "Good. So you should know, as great a first date as this was, it's not the end of the Bird and Stone process. They like to make sure we're a good fit, and one date isn't enough for that."



"Given the opportunity they allow all of us to have, I don't think it's too much," Emily said.



I nodded. "Sure. So what comes next
 ?
 "



Sandra and Emily looked at each other. Then they both looked back at me. Sandra spoke.



"How do you feel about living together
 ?
 "







THE END of book 1
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Matchmaker Harem: Book Two








Mark, Sandra, and Emily are officially a harem relationship. They've gone out, and per Bird and Stone matchmaking service recommendations, it's time for the next step: moving in together.

Mark is excited, he's nervous, and he's ready for his life to be
 

different

 .
 And if different means sharing a bed with two beautiful women, so much the better.

But harem life is complicated, and not just because there's more than two people. Everyone has a past, and that past comes knocking on the door in the form of
 

Amy, a petite and curvy blonde who used to date Sandra and Emily.




Will this new arrival disrupt the harem? Or will Amyfit right in?










Click here to get Matchmaker Harem: Book Two!



























 
Join me and get a free book!






Click below to sign up for my email newsletter and get your free copy of Harem in the Storm, a hot standalone harem tale.



I'll email you to let you know about new releases and deals!
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Want more?






Check out Harem Cabin
 , another delicious harem tale…

















Barry is excited to start his security rotation at Nature's Nurture, a rest stop cabin in the forest meant to give hikers a break. He's in charge of security and maintenance. What he is not ready for is Annie and Jill.

See, they came to the cabin for a very specific reason
 . For a very specific person.
 
They want Barry,

 and once they show him how serious they are,
 

he's going to want them, too.




In the Harem Cabin, work comes second.









Click here to get Harem Cabin now!










Keep reading for an excerpt from Harem Cabin…







“Oh, wow, that smells delicious,” came Jill
 ’
 s voice, rising up from her chair.



“
 It
 ’
 s old,” Barry said, finishing the pour into his mug,
 “
 but I
 ’
 d be happy to put a fresh pot on for you if you
 ’
 d like.”



“
 I wasn

 ’
 t talking about the coffee, silly,” Jill said, walking up to him.
 “
 I was talking about this sexy man standing here in front of me and not telling me how good I look. Isn

 ’
 t that crazy, Annie
 ?
 ”



“
 Yes! Totally crazy!
 
”

 Annie cried, getting out of her chair as well. And now Barry got a good look at both of them, and he wondered what the hell was going on.



The two women looked completely different. Well, not completely, totally different. It was still clearly Jill and Annie, but without a doubt, they had changed their clothes at some point while they had been here. The first thing that he couldn

 ’
 t help but notice is that both of their chests seemed huge, like what they had worn before had been hiding it, with even Jill looking bustier. The women were both sporting massive pairs of tits. Not something he could tell the size of just by looking, but he had to say that Jill was going beyond DD, and Annie was close to it. He was amazed they had somehow hidden it with their outfits before. Their new shirts could barely accommodate them, and the swooping curve of the neckline of the workout tank tops showed deep, ample cleavage, clearly made to show off their chests.



Both of the women had big, happy grins on their faces, like they both just gotten the best news of their lives and were ready to celebrate. Jill’s hair looked long and big and curly, and Annie
 ’
 s short hair had turned out to be just tied up and had been let down, flowing over her shoulders and displaying a gorgeous sheen. Even their hips had were more lovingly hugged by the pants they were wearing, hinting at the shape of luscious backsides for both of them.



“
 Jill, he looks confused,” Annie said, her former shy energy having pretty much entirely evaporated.
 “
 I think you better tell him what
 ’
 s going on. Hurry, hurry! I wanna
 ask him!”



Jill came up to Barry slowly, walking elegantly, and knowing exactly how to push her chest out and sway her hips so that Barry couldn

 ’
 t possibly take his eyes off of her. She put her hands on his shoulders and leaned in close to him.



“My friend Annie and I have decided we’re not going to be shy about what we want anymore,” Jill said to him. “Look at you. You work out. You’re a grown man. So you must know that women have needs just like men do, and sometimes, we do need to ask nicely
 for those needs to be met. Right?”



Jill leaned in even closer now, pressing her lips up against Barry
 ’
 s ear.
 “
 Now I
 ’
 
ll

 let Annie tell you what we want.”








Click here to get Harem Cabin now!
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