

A sneak peek at Matchmaker Harem, Book 2…

I felt frozen. I hadn't expected things to turn this way. I had to go by what Emily and Sandra were saying. And apparently, the idea wasn't alien to them. One man and three women?

Well, if one man and two women could work, why couldn't this?

"I'll be blunt," Sandra said. "Amy, you were always very...hm. You always had a high libido. If I must be polite. Still, Sandra grinned a wicked grin, while Amy blushed and I let out a surprised cough. Sandra continued, "Are you sure you want a relationship? Are you sure you're not just lonely physically?"

Amy gaped. "Sandra—"

"Nothing to be ashamed of," Sandra said, before Amy could protest too strongly. "You can't change that sort of thing on willpower—and why would you want to? I'm not admonishing you for it."

"I was wondering..." Emily began. "Not in a bad way, Amy. I think it's obvious that we all still have feelings for each other, feelings beyond sexual. I can't say right here right now whether going into this fully as a relationship is a good idea, but..."

"You think I just want to fuck you?" Amy said.

"I know that you want to fuck us," Sandra said. "And it might be that it would help these feelings of longing to fade away. If they were to persist after we did the deed, well, there would be something else to talk about."

Emily nodded. "I think you're horny, Amy. If you didn't get laid enough while we were dating, it made you act out."

Amy hung her head. "I would disagree with you if you were wrong," she mumbled. "But I wouldn't say I acted out. I just got...passionate."

"Well," Emily said, "we can ignore it and pretend it doesn't exist, or we can be adults and acknowledge it. Maybe it would help. Mark?"

I felt all of their attention turn towards me. Time seemed to slow down as I considered what was being asked.

"Just to get it straight," I said, "you're not asking me if I want to be part of a four-way harem."

"Though you could keep it on your mind," Amy said, and Sandra and Emily agreed.

I continued, "You're asking me if I think we should all have sex?"

"Very succinct," Emily said, laughing. "Yeah, that's what I'm asking. Sandra, Amy? Any rebuttals?"

"No-o," Amy said, drawing out the word slowly and darting her eyes towards me.

"None," Sandra said.

"No pressure, Mark," Emily said, with an overly-sweet smile as she nudged my shoulder. "But the three of us seem to be in agreement.

"It's up to you."
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MARK

CHAPTER 1

It was probably the weirdest phone call I had ever made in my life. Calling my point of contact, Cynthia, at the matchmaking service that had set me up with Emily and Sandra, after the three of us had slept together.

It was morning at Emily and Sandra's shared apartment, the morning after the three of us had fucked. The two women were up and about, showering and getting ready for the day, and I was pacing around the apartment, my phone in hand.

"You just manned up and went on a date with two women, and sealed the deal," I told myself. "You can't make a phone call?"

"Are you talking to me, Mark?" Emily called from the next room.

"Uh, no, just calling Cynthia now," I said. I pulled up the number from my recent calls and pressed on it, dialing Cynthia.

Apparently the woman worked seven days a week, answering the phone on this Sunday morning. "This is Cynthia."

"Hi, Cynthia," I said. "This is Mark."

"Oh, it's great to hear from you, Mark," Cynthia said. "How was the date?"

"The date was...the date was great."

I thought I heard a smirk in Cynthia's voice. "Are you at their place right now?"

I laughed nervously. "How could you tell?"

"Something in your tone," Cynthia said proudly. "I'm glad the three of you had a good time. I'm assuming you slept together, but it would be helpful if I could have a confirmation."

I gritted my teeth. As weird as this all was, it kept getting weirder. But I had talked to Emily and Sandra about this, about what to expect from Cynthia. Things such as, questions that might be uncomfortable or frowned upon in normal social circles.

Apparently, those frowns turned upside down with Bird and Stone.

"Ah...we did," I said.

"Wonderful," Cynthia responded. "I'll save you the embarrassment of asking how it was."

"Is that—is that something you need to know?"

"No," Cynthia said simply. "That's just for me."

I didn't know what to say to that. Cynthia moved on.

"I appreciate you making this phone call even though you're uncomfortable, Mark," Cynthia said. "It shows you're invested in our process and believe in a future with Emily and Sandra. Am I right about that?"

That, I could answer. "Yes, you are."

"Of course, the first date is just that," Cynthia said. "The first step. And since you're the one calling me and not one of the girls, we must be moving on to the second step. The three of you moving in together."

"We had talked about that, yeah," I said, pacing around the large, mostly-unfamiliar apartment as I spoke. "I don't hate the idea, but it's complicated."

"It is most definitely complicated," Cynthia agreed. "That's why it helps to have a guide such as myself. You may or may not be pleased to know that I've officially taken on the role of your relationship mentor. Think of me like a couples therapist, but with very specific expertise. I'm here to help all three of you."

"Really?" I asked, picking up on the implicit question she had inserted into that announcement. "Well, I am pleased. I appreciate it, Cynthia."

"It's my pleasure," Cynthia said earnestly. "So let's talk arrangements. Your place, their place, or a new location?"

Diving right into it. "We've discussed it," I said, "and this place—their place—is more suited for housing three people. So, probably this apartment."

Emily walked out into the living room, where I was. She smiled at me, still wrapped in a towel from the shower. Her dark hair was wet, trailing down her shoulders and upper back. She walked over to the coffee table, making a show of bending down to pluck something off of it, and let her white towel drop to the floor.

My breath caught in my throat at the angle of her sexy naked body from the side, her big breasts bouncing slightly upon release, the curve of her ass. She didn't even look at me. She just picked up the empty glass from the coffee table and walked naked to the kitchen, tidying up while leaving her towel on the floor.

But I saw a glimpse of a smile as she rounded the corner into the kitchen.

"Yeah," I said. "I'll be happy here."

"Are you leasing somewhere else currently?"

"I am..." I went on to express my concerns about terminating my apartment lease early, and Cynthia surprised me by advising they knew the execs at the property agency and they'd be able to arrange a termination with nothing out of pocket for me.

"You're serious?"

"Of course," Cynthia said. "We've been in this city a long time, Mark."

"You guys are like...the harem mafia," I mused.

"Harem mafia," Cynthia repeated, tasting it. "You know, we could sell that merchandise...but that's not my department."

"As long as I get ten percent," I said.


CHAPTER 2

I had to admit that the ease with which Cynthia could void a property contract had me concerned about the kind of people I was getting mixed up with. But knowing that Sandra and Emily were among those people made me feel better.

Once the call was over, the two women were quite happy that I had decided to move in with them. We'd talked it over the night before, so the verdict wasn't much of a surprise, but it was still cause for celebration.

"I'm buying us breakfast," I told them. "What's good around here?"

We ended up at a Greek diner around the corner from their place, and I picked up the check for the delicious pancakes, hot coffee and fresh orange juice. We were all ravenous and in need of a hearty breakfast after the night before, and for strength for what lay ahead: moving.

But honestly, it wasn't nearly as bad this time. First of all, Bird and Stone were able to arrange movers the very same day, which helped immensely. No tweaking my back again. And this time, I had company. Some of the best company I'd ever had. Emily and Sandra, happy to help carry boxes up to their place, commenting on my choice of decor (some compliments, some teasing), excitedly showing me where various things could go. I got the official tour of their place—our place—and set my stuff up in one of the extra bedrooms.

"You can have your own room, of course," Sandra told me, setting down a small box on top of my dresser, which the movers had placed in my chosen room. "Sleep in here, sleep with me or Emily or both of us...whatever we feel like doing that night."

"I like these options," I told her.

Everything got done very quickly thanks to the help of the two-man moving crew as well as Emily and Sandra, compared to my last move. I made sure to give the guys a generous tip since the cost of the move wasn't coming out of my own pocket.

"Are you guys sure I'm not going to end up owing Bird and Stone my soul somehow?" I asked the women after we had bad farewell to the movers. "Because I asked Cynthia about the whole payment for the service thing, since it had said I wouldn't start paying for Bird and Stone until after the first date, but she told me there was no payment, and that they just said that to make people comfortable. I guess people are used to paying for things. And now a free lease break and movers?"

Sandra patted me on the shoulder. "You'll be safe, don't worry."

I grinned. "With you two for protection? How could I not be?"

With the big stuff out of the way, we decided to let the little details of the move sit for another day—unpacking the boxes, getting my clothes into my closet, stuff like that—and thought it would be nice to get a little time outdoors in the park. The park wasn't quite within walking distance of the apartment, but I drove the three of us over and we spent some time in the sun.

Elliot Park was a sprawling green patch nestled on the east side of the city, and its size had surprised me when I'd first moved here. It hardly took very long to drive around the park, but if you were walking straight across, it would take you about an hour to go from one end to the other. There were paved paths winding past tennis courts and cookout shelters, up and down hills and leading to the patches of forest that remained standing there, where they transitioned into hiking trails.

It was a nice place to spend some time, and we made our way down the paved paths in no rush, talking. It was our second date, really.

"What do you think about the word 'harem'?" I asked Emily. She was to my immediate right, and Sandra was to her right, as we walked three wide on the path but moved to make space for others and bicyclists as needed.

"When I first talked to Cynthia, we had a little discussion about it," I continued, "I had used the word throuple."

Emily laughed, a pleasant titter like a glass wind chime. "Oh, she must've loved that."

"She corrected me immediately," I admitted. "She mentioned the word poly, but it seemed like she was in favor of harem."

"Do you not like it?" Sandra asked me, looking over.

I shrugged. "It just seems so...I don't know, tawdry? If it's meant to describe a relationship and not like, a brothel, or some king and his concubines. I've never really heard it outside of that kind of context."

"I wouldn't go by the biblical context," Sandra said, rolling her eyes. "Back then it just referred to the women only. They were the harem, and the man was their king, or lord, or whatnot."

"Yeah, think more modern," Emily said, giving me a playful push. "Today it just means one man and multiple women. Or just multiple women." She tapped her finger on her chin. "So I guess it can still refer to only the women. But it's all about context."

"So then a reverse harem is one women and multiple men?"

"Yup."

"Huh." I had heard the term and never really thought about it. Once it was pointed out to me, it was obvious.

"I like it," Sandra said, answering my original question. "Poly is fine. Throuple is fine, I have no issues with that one."

Emily wrinkled her nose. "Throuple isn't my favorite."

"But harem is fun," Sandra said, a devious smile on her face. "You're right. It's more tawdry. A little more naughty. It gives me a little spark of life just to say it out loud."

"Harem," I said, making eyes at Sandra, and she mockingly put her hand over her heart.

We stopped at a cart in the park and got ice cream. It couldn't have been a more perfect day if I had written it into a book.


CHAPTER 3

The three of us came home giggly and happy and handsy, and we hadn't even been drinking. By the time the door closed behind us, Emily was kissing Sandra, and Sandra had her hand up my shirt, rubbing across my chest.

We moved to my new bedroom, where I banged the door open with my knee and we started taking clothes off. Less than twenty-four hours after being with each other, we were all lustfully ravenous for more. Naked, Emily fell onto the bed first, beckoning me forward. Her dark hair spread out around her on the comforter. I dropped myself between her spread legs and pressed my lips into her pussy. I plunged my tongue into her and tasted her, and Emily squealed with delight and put a hand on my head, pushing me down into her cunt.

Sandra came up behind me where I crouched at the side of the bed, teasingly drawing a finger down the crack of my ass before reaching down between my legs and grabbing my hardening cock from behind and below, stroking me from an interesting angle.

I dipped my tongue into Emily's hole, then drew my tongue up to tickle at her clitoris while my hands crept over her stomach and found her breasts, squeezing them and rolling her nipples between my fingers. Sandra kissed the side of my neck, surprisingly limber as she jerked me off from below and ran her tongue up to my earlobe.

"Give me some of that," she whispered in my ear.

I pulled myself from Emily's pussy and got up onto the bed beside her, Sandra taking my place and burying her face in Emily's snatch. Emily moaned and grabbed Sandra's blonde hair. Her other hand reached out for me, found my dick, and pulled me closer to her. She guided me up to her mouth, where she took my dick in her lips and started sucking me while she lay back on the bed and Sandra ate her out.

I started to fuck Emily in the mouth, and the moans she let out vibrated down the length of my cock. I put one hand on her head, winding my fingers into her dark hair, looking down at her gorgeous face while my cock disappeared behind her lips. She looked up at me, meeting my eyes. I looked down the length of her body to watch Sandra sucking on her clit, and I wondered how many times I was going to see the hottest thing that I had ever seen in my life, and which arrangement of these two women's bodies would eventually win that title.

Sandra climbed up between Emily's legs, taking her mouth off her pussy and replacing it with her hand, shoving three fingers up Emily's twat and wiggling them. Emily screamed around my cock, and Sandra lay down almost flat against her, pressing her body up against the other woman and squishing her breasts against Emily's stomach while she fingered her.

Amazingly, Emily started to suck me more ferociously, moving her head back-and-forth on my cock even within her limited range of motion. When I told her that she was going to make me cum, all she did was suck on me faster. Sandra lifted her hips so that Emily could reach out with a spare hand and rub at her clitoris while Sandra buried her fingers deep inside of her.

Emily came, her body shaking while Sandra stretched her and her hand rubbed sloppily at her pleasure button. I watched her tits bounce as her body tensed, her muscles coiling and uncoiling while her orgasm shook through her. She paused in her sucking on me, but that only heated me up more, watching her cum while my cock was in her mouth. And when she instinctually started sucking my dick again, I could only offer her one more word of warning.

My orgasm boiled up inside of me and I let it go inside her mouth, flooding Emily with my cum. Her eyes closed, she swallowed down every shot from my pulsing dick, and when it was done, she pulled her mouth off, gasping for air.

Sandra let her recover for about half a minute, gently pulling her fingers out of Emily. Then, once the brunette's breathing had slowed, Sandra got up and straddled her, turning around and flopping her pussy right down onto Emily's face. She hissed with pleasure as Emily ate her cunt from below, reaching down to rub her own clit.

My cock still dripping, I wrapped one arm around Sandra, pulling myself close to her and pinching one of her nipples between my fingers. I found her mouth and we kissed passionately, our tongues fencing as she rocked on Emily's face and reached her own orgasm, shivering and moaning against me as she came and her juices dripped down Emily's cheeks.

That was how I learned that Emily tended to enjoy taking a more submissive role in the bedroom, with Sandra often being dominant. Not a hard and fast rule, but roles that they were comfortable in and enjoyed.

I would still need to figure out the best way for me to fit into that, but so far I felt like I was doing just fine.


CHAPTER 4

We spent that first night in the new (to me) place together in what had come to be my bed, all three of us in it. I was embraced by the familiarity of a bedspread I knew, and the warming company of two women I was getting to know very well.

When I woke up the next morning, though, I thought I might have to upgrade my bed. A queen-sized serves well enough for three people, but a king-sized would be better.

We all worked in the morning, though Sandra didn't need to be at the college she taught at until 10 o'clock, so she had a bit of a lazier morning than Emily and I did. Pretty much all of my stuff was in my room at this point still, so it was easy enough to get ready. The place had two showers,  too, so there was room for two people to be in a hurry if needed. And if three people were? Well, I guessed that somebody would have to share their shower.

In a move that felt almost more surreal than the sex had been, I kissed both Emily and Sandra goodbye and went off to work. I had a smile on my face most of the day, with no way or desire to explain just what had put me in such a good mood.

But the work day flew by in a way it never had before.

When I came back to my new home that evening after work, I paused outside the door. I could hear voices inside, and it wasn't just chitchat. It was a heated discussion, possibly an argument.

I recognized Emily's voice, but the other one was unfamiliar to me. Still, who else could it be but Sandra?

Hesitating outside the door, I reminded myself that I lived there now, and I put my key in the lock and went inside.

The front door opened into the wider living room area, and the kitchen was around the corner. That seemed to be where the voices were coming from, though they had paused once I'd opened the door and stepped inside.

Emily came out of the kitchen, looking flustered. Another woman followed behind her, not somebody that I recognized.

She was blonde, but she wasn't Sandra. A little shorter, curvy and possibly even voluptuous in tight-fitting jeans and a simple yellow top that brought out the green color of her eyes. She looked at me, and a flash of emotion rippled across her face. Hurt?

"Hey," I said, to Emily as much as to the other woman. "I don't mean to interrupt..."

"You're fine, Mark," Emily said, coming over and giving me a hug. "This is Amy. She and I...well, she and Sandra and I, we used to go out."

I absorbed this information as professionally as I could, understanding now the way that Amy had looked at me. Still, wanting to be amiable, I stepped forward and offered my hand. "Mark," I said. "Nice to meet you, Amy."

Credit to her, she did take my hand and offer me a weak smile, but she obviously wasn't here for a social visit, and it was clear I had interrupted an argument. Maybe not a bad one—it didn't look like anyone had been crying or anything like that—but certainly something I had no place in, at least not at this moment.

"I'll give you two some space," I said. "I have a couple of things to wrap up for work on my laptop anyway. I'm just going to head over to my bedroom, way on the other side."

"Thanks, Mark," Emily said gratefully, and I gave her and Amy a nod and departed, wondering what they might've been talking about.

I got into my bedroom and closed the door, resisting the urge to eavesdrop. I had to trust that if it was important, Emily would tell me, and that kind of creeping around just wasn't who I was. So I kept myself busy in my room, getting ahead on work and getting some things unpacked as well, making the space more my own.

It was probably about fifteen minutes later that Emily came by and I heard her calling my name. I got up from the small desk that I had set up in the room and opened the door, stepping out to see her walking down the hall.

"Sorry about that," she said to me. "Amy just left."

"I don't mind at all," I said, giving her a reassuring smile. "Is it anything you want to talk about?"

"This probably won't be the last time we see her." Emily didn't look worried about that fact. She just looked sad. "I do want to fill you in. Here, do you want to sit in the living room?"

I followed her back to the living room and we sat on the couch, close to each other. Sandra was still at work, and she wouldn't be home till after seven.

"So I told you that we used to go out," Emily said, referring to their situation with Amy. "Does that bother you?"

"Honestly, it doesn't," I responded to her. "I didn't know that you guys had dated another woman before, but it's not really surprising. Especially after seeing Sandra go to town on you yesterday."

That made a smile crack on Emily's somber face, and she touched me gently on the leg. "That was fun last night," she said, grinning. She took in a breath and closed her eyes for a second, then looked at me again. "This is one of the things with a harem relationship setup, you know? It can create more, hm, more exes."

That was something I hadn't thought about, but of course it made sense. "I don't know Amy at all, but I'm glad that you and Sandra stayed friends, that's for sure."

Emily squeezed my leg. "Me too. And it's not that we're not friends with Amy, it's just that there were some complicated feelings when we decided to split." Emily sighed. "Anyway. To get to the point of the matter, I'll just tell you directly. Amy wanted to talk to Sandra and me about getting back together."

I blinked in surprise. "Okay. That's...interesting."

"Interesting, to say the least." Emily nibbled at her lip. "Obviously she didn't know that we were back together with someone else when she came over here unannounced. I was pretty much just telling her about you for the first time right before you walked in the door."

"How did she take it?"

"Better than I thought she would," Emily admitted. "But maybe that's just because she's more determined than I expected. The fact that you're with us now didn't seem to deter her. She was really insistent about talking to Sandra, too."

I rubbed my hand up and down Emily's back. "This is complicated."

"Yeah," Emily said. "I can't believe this is happening like two days after we all get together. I feel like you're going to run away screaming."

"I'm definitely not running away," I told her. "I want to be more open to things. My last relationship ended pretty much because my girlfriend wasn't open to life changes. Not like, adding a third person to the relationship or something, but moving. Starting life in a new city. Stuff like that." I paused, holding steady against the rush of emotion that crashed against me like a wave. "I'm not going to walk away from something good just because I can't see around the corner yet."

"You're really sweet," Emily said, leaning into me and putting her arms around me in a hug. I hugged her back.

"If this involves all of us, maybe we should all talk to her," I suggested. "Me, you, and Sandra. What do you think about that?"


CHAPTER 5

Sandra got home not long after that, going right to the kitchen and chugging down a big glass of water.

"I usually bring my water bottle with me in the car," she said, catching her breath as we met her by the doorway to the kitchen. "Forgot it today. How are you two?"

"Amy came by the house today," Emily said.

Sandra's mouth dropped open about an inch, her lips still glistening from the water. "Oh," she said. "Did Mark meet her?"

"Briefly." Emily glanced over at me, then back to Sandra. "She was talking about getting back together."

Sandra looked dismayed. "Really?"

"Really, and she was disappointed not to see you."

We all moved to the living room, clustering together on the couch within arm's reach of each other. And we started talking.

"She really still wants to discuss this after meeting Mark and seeing that we're in a new relationship?" Sandra questioned.

"No mistaking it," Emily said. "You know Amy. She's...passionate. Flexible. I think she was bothered to know that we've moved on, but at the same time, it didn't stop her."

"I guess it's not a surprise," Sandra said.

"I know I'm stepping into something I wasn't a part of before," I said, "but I was saying to Emily, maybe all three of us should sit down with Amy and see what she really wants."

"I think it's a good idea," Emily said. "Mark is part of the harem, too. I don't want to be excluding him from stuff, especially discussions like this with an ex."

"Very true," Sandra agreed. "Still, Mark, I know it was your idea, but you really don't have to jump into this if you don't want to. Emily and I can talk to Amy and, you know, push her away in the right direction without anyone getting hurt." She held up a hand. "Let me clarify. This is not me subtly hinting that I don't want you involved. I really just don't want you to feel pressured. Truthfully, thinking about it, it would be nice to have you there."

"I'm in," I said confidently. "Do you think Amy will be receptive? She obviously wasn't jumping for joy to see me."

Emily waved her hand. "It's a condition of us talking, as far as I'm concerned. Anything she wants to say to us, she should be able to say in front of you, too."

"Okay, then it's decided," I said. "What now?"

"I'll call her," Sandra volunteered. "I know she...has a predilection for me. It was one of the reasons it didn't work out between the three of us. You can't make anyone like someone more than they like someone else, or less. That sort of thing is going to happen no matter how open and honest you are with each other. You just have to know how to handle it, how to behave."

I was curious, but I didn't ask more about their breakup, because I could tell by the edge in Sandra's voice that it was still a sore spot. No sense in dredging up the worst of the memories that they might have had with Amy, not if we were going to get through this the right way.

Sandra pulled out her phone to make the call. "No reason to drag this out. I'm going to invite her back over tonight, and we'll sit at the kitchen table and talk to each other. That sound good?"

Emily and I agreed that it did.

Sandra called her, and I saw her eyes soften when she started talking to Amy. Broken up or not, it was clear that this woman was still important to Emily and Sandra, and they weren't willing to just cut off contact with her and leave it at that. They wanted to make sure she was doing okay.

Maybe a normal reaction would have been to be jealous, but I didn't feel that way. It just made me feel good to know that these were the people I had aligned myself with, women who could care for an ex after a break up and not be hateful about it. Women who would tell me the truth, even if in most situations that truth would cause an issue. Maybe they were prepared for me to be jealous or hurt or act a certain type of way about the situation.

But I took it all in stride, throwing myself into the waters of the harem and seeing how well I could swim.

Sandra ended the call. "She'll be over in an hour. I'll make us some coffee."

Sandra got up to go to the kitchen, and Emily watched her go, then turned to me. "You're sure you wanna do this?"

"I'm sure," I told her. "This isn't something I want us to have to worry about in the coming weeks, especially with how new this thing is. Much better to talk to her today."

We got up to help Sandra in the kitchen, not that she needed it, but just for the three of us to be together. I supposed that we were in the honeymoon phase of our new relationship, and wanted to spend as much time as we could together. That would fade eventually, but for now I was enjoying it, and I got a little tour of the kitchen while Sandra worked on the coffee, Emily showing me where the measuring cups and the spices and the various utensils were kept. Information that I would surely forget and have to relearn over time, but eventually it would stick.

Sandra had finished setting the table with our steaming mugs when her phone buzzed, and she checked it to confirm the text was from Amy.

"She's here," Sandra said.


CHAPTER 6

Emily went to bring Amy in when the knock on the door came. I stayed back with Sandra, a little uncomfortable. I knew that this conversation would have some awkward angles, ones easy to poke yourself on, but we had to forge ahead. And Amy had agreed to talk with me as well as Sandra and Emily, so I wasn't exactly unexpected.

After saying hello to Emily and giving her a hug, Amy looked past her and found me, and to my surprise, she moved past Emily and came right over.

"Mark. I'm sorry about earlier today," she told me immediately, taking one of my hands. "When I came here, I had no idea—and Emily told me, but I—I wasn't ready, I feel like I was really rude."

I was taken aback by the torrent of words.  Amy was a good six inches shorter than I stood, her shoulder-length blonde hair pretty and light in color, less golden than Sandra's, with hints of white or platinum. She wore the same yellow top and jeans she had been in those short couple of hours ago, clothing that drew attention to her perky bust and wide hips.

I gave her hand a squeeze in return. "I didn't think you were rude at all," I told her. "I'm glad we all have a chance to talk."

Amy nodded, giving me a smile. She let go of my hand and went over to Sandra, hugging the taller blonde woman.

"Come on," Sandra said. "I have some coffee for us."

The four of us sat down at the round kitchen table. It wasn't a huge table, so it was fairly cozy. Sandra had pulled two folding chairs out of a closet so that we could all sit. Amy was on my left, Sandra on my right.

We drank our coffee (which was amazing, by the way) and we talked.

"I think it's best if it's out there in the open," Emily said, starting us off after we had warmed up a little. "Amy, you came here because you wanted to get back together with Sandra and me."

Sandra knew this, of course, since Emily had told her.

"Yes," Amy said, sounding a little ashamed. "I didn't know you had...found someone. I understand you're in a new relationship now..."

"But you still want to talk," Sandra said softly, and she reached across the table to touch Amy's hand. "You can always talk to us. That's not something you should feel bad about."

"I do, though," Amy said, looking down at Sandra's hand where it touched her. "I know I didn't handle our splitting up well. And I feel like we never...had a real conversation about it. I was hurt. I just felt like if I tried, I would be bothering you."

"None of us did this perfectly," Emily said. "It was still pretty new for all three of us, the harem thing."

"Yeah." Amy looked up. "But I do think I learned how to...communicate better. Be more open, yeah? I want to be better at that. I have some things I want to say."

So she opened herself up. It wasn't a teary confession or a sobbing apology. Amy was calm and collected, and she apologized for things she felt she had done wrong. That brought similar admissions out of Sandra and Emily, and I got a glimpse at the complicated tapestry their relationship had woven. How they had gone on individual dates occasionally, which wasn't abnormal, but breaking plans with one of the partners to do something else was, and that caused problems. Amy had cancelled a plan with Emily and made one with Sandra that same night. Emily hadn't taken it well, even after apology. Sandra had worked with an ex of Amy's and never mentioned it, even though she knew, and Amy had seen them hugging in a picture from some event at the college. Innocent, but a shock to the system.

There were lots of little things like that. Things that could add up and cause cracks to form.

But when they felt that they had delved deep enough into that, all three of them looking a little more relieved and relaxed, Amy changed the subject.

"Mark," she said to me, "I know it's all very new. But how have things been going with the three of you?"

I told her the truth, which was that things were going very well, and that I was happy.

"I'm glad to hear that," Amy said, putting out a genuine smile. "It seems like Emily and Sandra like you very much, which means you must be a pretty good guy."

"I like to think so," I said. I gave her a warm smile, myself. "Trust me, I understand how feelings can linger after a relationship. Especially if the ending of it didn't seem very...fair. Or expected. There's closure that people need, which they don't get."

"Closure." Amy repeated the word, darting her eyes away from me, but then looking back. She really was pretty, and from hearing her talk with Emily and Sandra, and with me for that matter, she seemed like a good person, too.

"Oh, what the hell," Amy said, looking around at us. "I wasn't going to say this so soon, and really I wasn't sure I was going to at all, but after talking with all of you, with Mark, I just..." Amy stopped herself and took a calming breath. "I miss you, a lot. I want to...be with you again." Amy brought her eyes back to me, then to each of us in turn. "What I mean is, if you wanted to try letting me in, I would love to join your harem."

Emily spoke first. "Amy...you're serious? A four-person harem?"

"It's an interesting idea…" Sandra said slowly.

I felt frozen. I hadn't expected things to turn this way. I had to go by what Emily and Sandra were saying. And apparently, the idea wasn't alien to them. One man and three women?

Well, if one man and two women could work, why couldn't this?

"I'll be blunt," Sandra said. "Amy, you were always very...hm. You always had a high libido. If I must be polite." Still, Sandra grinned a wicked grin, while Amy blushed and I let out a surprised cough. Sandra continued, "Are you sure you want a relationship? Are you sure you're not just lonely physically?"

Amy gaped. "Sandra—"

"Nothing to be ashamed of," Sandra said, before Amy could protest too strongly. "You can't change that sort of thing on willpower—and why would you want to? I'm not admonishing you for it."

"I was wondering..." Emily began. "Not in a bad way, Amy. I think it's obvious that we all still have feelings for each other, feelings beyond sexual. I can't say right here right now whether going into this fully as a relationship is a good idea, but..."

"You think I just want to fuck you?" Amy said.

"I know that you want to fuck us," Sandra said. "And it might be that it would help these feelings of longing to fade away. If they were to persist after we did the deed, well, there would be something else to talk about."

Emily nodded. "I think you're horny, Amy. If you didn't get laid enough while we were dating, it made you act out."

Amy hung her head. "I would disagree with you if you were wrong," she mumbled. "But I wouldn't say I acted out. I just got...passionate."

"Well," Emily said, "we can ignore it and pretend it doesn't exist, or we can be adults and acknowledge it. Maybe it would help. Mark?"

I felt all of their attention turn towards me. Time seemed to slow down as I considered what was being asked.

"Just to get it straight," I said, "you're not asking me if I want to be part of a four-way harem."

"Though you could keep it on your mind," Amy said, and Sandra and Emily agreed.

I continued, "You're asking me if I think we should all have sex?"

"Very succinct," Emily said, laughing. "Yeah, that's what I'm asking. Sandra, Amy? Any rebuttals?"

"No-o," Amy said, drawing out the word slowly and darting her eyes towards me.

"None," Sandra said.

"No pressure, Mark," Emily said, with an overly-sweet smile as she nudged my shoulder. "But the three of us seem to be in agreement.

"It's up to you."


CHAPTER 7

We started in the living room.

Nothing serious at that point, just getting our hands on each other. Once I had thrown my hat into the ring, we had all looked around at each other for a few moments before Sandra pushed out her chair and stood up. As horny as Amy might've been, I could see the lust in Sandra's eyes. It was something I was growing accustomed to. They all wanted it.

And I was no different. Sex was a different thing in this household, in this world that I had entered. It was just as important as it was in the normal dating world, but in entirely different ways, and there were fewer inhibitions around it.

Like an icebreaker, Sandra pushed Amy into me, and Amy wrapped her arms around me, looking up at me from her shorter height. I looked up at Sandra and Emily one last time for approval, and got a nod from both of them.

Wow, this was real.

I kissed Amy, feeling her full lips against mine, and I heard someone's hands clap together in excitement. Probably Emily.

Amy was bold and forthright. She kissed me hard, sliding her tongue against mine, then making my eyes shoot open in surprise when she grabbed my stiffening cock through my pants. I let out a shocked groan.

"That's Amy," Sandra said, smiling.

Amy broke our kiss and Emily grabbed her, and then they were kissing. Sandra came over to me.

"Lot of moving parts here," I said, catching my breath.

Sandra's eyes flashed. "Try to keep up."

She pulled my shirt up and over my head. Hands found belts and shirts and bras. Our foursome took ever-quickening steps toward the master bedroom, leaving a trail of clothing in our wake. The very last thing to come off were Amy's socks, which she deftly slipped off while she was walking, leaving them in the doorway of the bedroom.

Amy and Emily fell onto the bed, kissing each other. Everyone was completely naked now, and Emily was on top of Amy on the bed. I saw their tits squished together, watched Emily's ass as she ground against the curvy blonde.

Sandra grabbed me, spinning me around and pushing me to the bed so that I sat on the edge. Before I had even caught my balance to sit upright, she was down on her knees and taking my cock in her mouth, all the way down to the base. All I could do was roll my eyes back in my head and let the pleasure wash over me.

While the other two women were making out, they reached over and pawed at me with their hands. Sandra saw them out of the corner of her eye, and she pushed me further up the bed, coming up with me onto the bed while never letting my cock leave her mouth. Now our two pairings lay next to each other on the huge bed, Sandra with her head deep between my legs as she throated my dick.

I reached over to Amy and Emily and squeezed my hand in between their rubbing chests, feeling each of their tits with one hand. They pressed into each other, kissing furiously, moaning as I squeezed a breast and pinched whatever nipple I could reach. Emily's breasts were bigger than Amy's, and together they made a soft and lovely vice for my hand buried between them.

"Let me eat you," Amy begged Emily, and Emily gave her a little nip on the end of her nose before popping up and turning around, settling her pussy down on top of Amy's face in a 69 position. Amy moaned with longing and delight as she dragged her tongue up the wet lips of Emily's cunt, and she let out another lustful moan as Emily scooped her hands underneath her thighs and pulled her legs apart, diving in to eat Amy's pussy at the same time.

Fuck, that was hot. I put my hand on Sandra's shoulder and she knew what I wanted immediately, doing just like Emily had and turning around to plant herself on my face. Impressively, she yet again never let my cock leave her mouth, And then we were going down on each other as well, Sandra sucking my cock while I grabbed her ass with both hands and buried my face into her pussy.

There were only the sounds of sex and pleasure. Our pairings nudged up against each other, and I could see Amy plunging her tongue into Emily's pussy, could see her licking up to her asshole and running her tongue in circles around the pink pucker. Emily could glance over and see Sandra taking my cock down to the base, one hand on my balls while she eagerly sucked my dick.

And then with hardly a word, we were swapping. Sandra pushed off of me, finally letting my cock go, and then she and Emily were rolling around on the bed, and before I knew it, it was Amy's shapely ass over my face and a new mouth sucking down my cock. Amy blew me with enthusiasm, clearly hungry for my dick.

I treated her wet pussy with the same excitement, sucking on her clit and making her squeal. I moaned into her as the muscles of her throat worked my cock. I loved the feeling of her ass in my hands. She had wide hips, and as a result, had a big, curvy butt with healthy and attractive chubby cheeks. I grabbed big handfuls of her ass and squeezed, and I dragged my own tongue up from her pussy to lick at her asshole. I knew she loved it because she pressed back into me, forcing my tongue inside her tight back door.

And then it was another rotation. It was so seamless, you'd think we had planned it all in advance. Or maybe it was simply easy for me because I kept lying in the same spot while the women moved around each other like sensuous, slippery snakes. Soon Emily's familiar taste was on my tongue, and her familiar mouth was on my cock, and I was eating her pussy and her asshole while Sandra and Amy devoured each other and sucked hard on each other's clits.

Emily shook with orgasm above me, and I grabbed her hips and pulled her pussy close to my mouth so that I could lick and suck at her while she came. She sat her weight down on my face and screamed in pleasure on top of me.

Panting, she turned herself around, lying down flat against me with her lips on my ear. She had one hand stretched down, stroking my cock. She whispered to me.

"I want you to cum inside Amy. She's on the pill."

I was ravenous to shove my cock inside one of their pussies. If Amy wanted it, I'd be happy to give it to her.

Emily licked my earlobe, then rolled over my body and whispered something to Amy. The shorter blonde was on the top of the 69, on her hands and knees above Sandra. She raised her lips from Sandra's pussy, glancing at Emily.

In the next few seconds I got onto my knees behind Amy while she was doggy style right, over Sandra's face.

"God, yes," Amy was moaning, already thrusting her hips back to rub herself against the stiffness of my cock. "Fuck me, Mark. I need your dick in me so bad."

The way she was talking, I knew it was true. And god knew that I wanted her too, my dick jumping with excitement and arousal. Even before I could get inside Amy, Sandra was licking my balls from down below me, pulling my nuts into her mouth. She almost had me stunned, but I absolutely had to fuck this woman this instant. I moved forward and rubbed my cock along Amy's pussy, finding her hole and sliding inside of her.

"Fu-uuuck," Amy moaned, dropping her head while I entered her, her hair falling forward. She pressed back against me, getting me inside her twice as fast, taking all of my length until my hips bumped into her and squished the flesh of her ass. Her raw pussy felt incredible on my cock, tight and wet, gripping and pulling at me like her vagina was completely in her control and she wanted to feel every single part of my dick inside her.

Amy didn't even give me a second to get acclimated to her. She started fucking herself on me, moaning and slamming her hips backward like I was a dildo stuck to a wall. But I wasn't a sex toy. I grabbed her hips and I met her motions, fucking her, making her gasp, then moan, then scream.

Emily went around to Amy's front side and slid her legs in between Sandra's, fitting the three women in a line, with her elbow just barely staying on the edge of the bed. Emily and Sandra's pussies touched, bumping into each other. Emily put her hand on the back of Amy's head and pressed her down.

"Eat us," Emily told her, panting with lust. "You're so good at working both our clits."

Amy said nothing, possibly not able to speak. She lowered her head down and started to lick and suck at both of their clits in turn.

Sandra worked her tongue on my nuts while I fucked Amy, slamming into the curvy woman's pussy over and over at full length, our flesh smacking together loudly as she shoved back at me in rhythm. Amy's moaning was muffled by the pair of pussies she was eating, but I could hear it getting louder.

Perhaps sensing it, or just knowing her well enough, Sandra slid lower, past my balls and throbbing cock, to latch onto Amy's clitoris with her lips and suck on it. Amy came around my cock, crying out into Sandra's and Emily's pussies as Sandra sucked hard on her clit and I fucked her pussy all the way to the end of her tunnel. She gushed her juices around my dick, dripping down onto Sandra's face. Sandra just kept working her clit, licking it and moving back to lick at her lips and my cock as I fucked Amy. Sandra let out little sounds of pleasure from below, loving every second of tonguing us.

Though Amy's mouth on her clit probably had something to do with it, too.

Gritting my teeth, I buried my cock deep in Amy's pussy and let out a choked moan as I came in her, Sandra's tongue still working both of us from below. I shot my cum into Amy while I bent over her body and watched her slather her tongue between Emily's and Sandra's pussies while the two of them rubbed their soaking wet lower lips together.

Sandra snuck her hand up between me and Amy and pushed me back until my cock came free from Amy's pussy, then tilted her head back and sucked my cock down her throat, swallowing my cum and Amy's juices. Amy latched onto her clit and flicked her tongue over and over until Sandra came, moaning around my cock while her tongue cleaned me, and then Amy did the same to Emily until the brunette was humping up against her, panting, gasping, and finally cumming, squeezing a tear out of her eye with her tongue hanging out as her body quaked with her second orgasm of the evening.

Sandra pulled my cock from her throat, her face glistening with mine and Amy's mess, breathing heavily with a smile on her face.


CHAPTER 8

Was this going to be the new harem?

That wasn't something we could answer, not that night. Not even with the poison out of our systems, as it were. Immensely satisfied, we got our clothes back on and Amy said goodbye to each of us with a strong hug and kiss. I could see that the nervous, worried energy was gone from her, with whatever pent up needs inside of her satiated for now.

But that didn't mean she wanted things to end here, and we all agreed that the idea of expanding the harem was worth considering, but needed more thought.

After Amy left, Sandra, Emily, and I stood in the living room, discussing what we should do. It was then that I remembered what Cynthia had said to me yesterday morning, when I had talked to her about our date and cohabitation.

"Our relationship mentor," Emily mused when I told the two of them. "Cynthia has never been in a position like that for us before."

"Maybe she thinks we just need it because of me," I said. "Me being the newest to this, and all."

"You may be new, but you have a good head on your shoulders," Sandra said. "None of us have experience with a four-way harem. Cynthia almost certainly does, if not personally, then professionally as an employee of Bird and Stone. I'm sure she could offer us some insight."

"I could call her again tomorrow," I suggested. "Unless that's too soon."

Emily shook her head. "No, she'll need to talk to all of us, and not on speakerphone. I think it would be best if we met with her."

I nodded in understanding. It was settled. From emails to text messages, to phone calls, and now this. I would finally meet Cynthia in person.

The story continues in…
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Matchmaker Harem: Book Three

After a night with Emily, Sandra, and Amy all at once, Mark and the ladies are converging into a four-person harem. As complex as a poly relationship like this can be with three people, four becomes even more to manage.

The harem decides to consult Cynthia, their original matchmaker through the Bird and Stone service, for advice on how to proceed. They all want Amy to be a part of their harem, but is it the right thing to do?

Cynthia has an interesting suggestion. The four of them work well together, but all their time between the sheets has been as a group. It's important for the harem to find their one-on-one chemistry with Mark, to prevent issues or jealousy later on in the relationship. As soon as possible.

Of course, that doesn't mean the other women can't watch as Mark spends quality time with each of them...

Click here to get Matchmaker Harem: Book Three!


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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