

A sneak peek at Matchmaker Harem, Book 3…

An excited voice greeted us, so loud in the relative silence of the office space that I almost dropped the cookies. Sandra was the first one in the door, so she was the one that got hugged.

"Sandra," the woman said. "So good to finally meet you."

"Oh!" Sandra exclaimed as the woman in the office wrapped her arms around her. "You must be Cynthia."

She pulled back from Sandra, smiling. "Yes! I'm so excited."

Cynthia came around to quickly hug each of us in turn as we entered the large office area. Her excitement was genuine; I could feel her brimming with it, like she was giving off heat.

"Mark," she said, hugging me hard when she came to me. "So good to meet you, too. I should have suggested we do this sooner."

"It's good to meet you, Cynthia," I said, surprised by her strength as she hugged me. She pulled away after a few seconds, having embraced all of us, and stood back, surveying our harem.

Cynthia did not look at all the way I had expected her to. I had pictured a buttoned-up woman, almost like a librarian, with dark hair probably up in a ponytail. Glasses, maybe, and businesslike clothes of muted and professional colors.

That was not Cynthia. Cynthia was a redhead, and she wore her hair down. I thought she would be older than me, but she wasn't, at least not by much. Maybe a couple years older than the average age of our harem, but in her early thirties at the most. Most definitely gorgeous. Her red hair was vibrant, blazing in stark contrast to the dull colors of the office around us and making her look younger than she really was as it cascaded over her shoulders.

She was dressed in business wear, though—my guess about that had been right. She wore a short, not-quite-black skirt and a white button-down shirt that was almost as crisp and vibrant as her hair. The shirt was open at the neck, showing her creamy skin as it rose up to her jawline and pink lips and bright blue eyes.

"All of you, come have a seat, I've gathered some of the comfier chairs from around the place." Cynthia retreated, seeming to rein in her energy some, like the excitement of first laying eyes on us had just overcome her and now she was back to containing herself.

The office was indeed big enough for the five of us, stretching out to the left and right, probably big enough for a squash court or something. The walls were hung with large-framed art, simple but beautiful prints of flowers and beaches and cottages on the edge of forests. There was no window, but the light in here was softer, less harsh than in the rest of the building. The carpet was cream-colored.

Cynthia had arranged four cushy chairs in front of the desk, and as we moved forward to sit down, she went behind the desk in the back of the office and pulled that chair out, bringing it out to the front to sit with us.

"What's this?" she asked me as she rolled her chair forward.

"We made you some cookies," I said, handing them over to her. "Emily gets most of the credit."

Cynthia took them gratefully, setting them on her chair briefly while she pulled over a small, circular end table from near the desk to set them on between us. "You're too sweet," she said, taking the lid off and pulling out a cookie.

"Delicious," she declared after taking a bite. Then she leaned forward in her chair, her red hair falling forward a bit. "So. Mark, Sandra, Emily, Amy. Let's talk."
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CHAPTER 1

"Give me that."

"Let me cut it off!"

"Ha." Emily reached over with her fork, spearing a piece of Amy's salmon. "Too slow."

I watched Amy snake her own fork over to Emily's plate and grab a slice of her beef medallions, sticking her tongue out at the brunette.

"Ladies, please," Sandra said, putting on a dignified air. She looked around the table, taking in a breath to say something, giving a hard stare to Emily and Amy in turn. "I need both of you to...give me some of Mark's fries."

"Hey!" I tried to protect my plate, but to no avail. They were on my left and my right, and the attack came from both sides. Two clutches of fries made their way around the table to be dumped onto Sandra's plate.

"Beautiful," Sandra said, blowing me a kiss.

"You're so welcome," I grumbled.

It had been a week since Sandra, Emily, Amy, and I had all slept together in an incredible night of passion in our apartment. We had discussed the possibility of a four-way harem since then, but we had decided it would be good to take a week to cool off a little and see how we felt, further removed from the sex, before we called Cynthia at Bird and Stone and set up a meeting. Since she was our relationship mentor and her advice had been very good thus far, we trusted her well enough to come to her with this issue.

So, once a week had passed and we were still interested, still talking with Amy but not trying to get the four of us all in bed together again quite yet, we had arranged to go out for lunch with Amy to discuss the future of our relationship.

The four of us were seated on the patio of a cute café in the city, outside in the sun, around a circular table with our drinks and our dishes clustered together. The table was a little too small for our party of four, but we made do. I certainly didn't mind being cozy with Amy and Emily at each of my elbows, theft of fries notwithstanding.

"So I have to ask," Amy said, munching on one of my fries. "Not that I need a reason to have lunch with you all. But is there something you wanted to talk about?"

Sandra had called Amy to ask her to lunch earlier today, but hadn't given her any details. The gravity of the situation was implied, though.

Amy, the petite and curvy blonde, had dated both Sandra and Emily together in their own three-person all-female harem before I had met any of them. It hadn't worked out between the three of them, but with the four of us...

Well, there was definitely some chemistry. In the bedroom for sure, but outside of it, too. Amy was fun to talk to, and she could make Emily laugh like no one else could, which was amusing to see, because Emily's face got red and she brought her hands to her cheeks to hide it. We had only been together a short while in the scope of things, but it was something I hadn't seen from Emily before, and it made me crack up.

"So I worked with this woman named Cynthia at Bird and Stone," I said to Amy, "who set me up with Emily and Sandra. Do you know her?"

Amy shook her head. "She was, what, your matchmaker? I had talked to someone named Michele..."

"I don't know how things work there exactly," Sandra said. "Emily and I had been part of their service for two years, but we didn't always talk to Cynthia, not till some months ago."

"Well, I guess I don't know why I expected you to know her," I said, "but she's been very helpful to me, to all of us I think. She's taken on a sort of mentoring role, and we thought it would be helpful for the four of us to sit down with her and at least ask her advice."

"Really?" Amy asked.

"It doesn't mean whatever she says is gospel," Emily added. "She would just have a good perspective. Let us know what she thinks, maybe tell us some things we should think about that we hadn't even considered. It always helps to hear from the outside."

"So that means…" Amy started to smile. "You guys are still interested, then?"

Sandra smiled back. "Of course."

Amy brought a hand to her forehead. "My god. I thought this might have been a breakup lunch, or something."

"So you're okay with it?" I asked her.

"Hey, I want to do this right," Amy said, reaching over and taking my hand. "If this Cynthia lady can help us, then I'm all for it. When can we meet with her?"


CHAPTER 2

I did ask Emily or Sandra if they wanted to make the call, but they deferred to me.

"You've talked to her a lot more in the last few weeks, being new to the service and all," Sandra told me. "Besides, I feel like she's excited to hear from you. I bet seeing your number pop up on her phone makes her day."

"You're imagining things," I said, "but I'll take that as a compliment."

It had been a couple hours since lunch, and Amy, a bartender, had to go to work, so the three of us were back at the apartment, lounging around as we digested our food. I lay back on the couch, resting my head on the arm, while Sandra tucked herself between my legs and idly ran her hand up and down my calf. Emily was in the kitchen, making a surprising amount of noise for one person. Apparently she wanted to bake Cynthia some cookies.

"Have you two, like...hung out with her before?" I asked Sandra. "Gotten drinks with her, anything?"

Sandra shook her head, scratching her fingernails along the fabric of my jeans. "We've only ever communicated in the context of Bird and Stone," she told me. "I suppose, now that I think about it, it does seem strange that we haven't met her in person, considering how much time we've spent with her on the phone. It really does feel like we're good friends."

"It's hard to make time for other people if you're trying to manage a new relationship," I considered. "Not that I'm complaining."

"Quit stalling," she said, rubbing her thumb into my ankle. "I want to get my week planned."

"All right, all right." I found Cynthia's number, which I had only recently added into my contacts, and gave her a call.

"I thought we had cooking spray!" Emily called from the kitchen.

"It's on top of the fridge!" Sandra called back.

"I'm too short!"

Sandra laughed. "I'll be right back." The tall blonde extricated herself from between my legs and walked over to the kitchen to help Emily.

Cynthia answered after the fourth or fifth ring, greeting me by name.

"Mark," she said as soon as she answered. "It's good to hear from you. I was actually going to give you a call tomorrow."

"Yeah?"

"Just to check in," Cynthia said. "I don't mean to be a bother. There's a lot of contact from us in the initial month or two of a new relationship. I don't want any of you feeling like you're on a leash, or something. It's mutually beneficial for all of you to share any updates or concerns that you have with Bird and Stone."

"That makes sense," I said. "Actually, Cynthia, I was calling with our own offer to take up some of your time. There's something we wanted to talk to you about."

"Of course," Cynthia said briskly. "It's no trouble. Are the girls there?"

I put a hand behind my head. "We actually thought this might be better to discuss in person. I don't want to blindside you, but there's another woman, a girl named Amy. An ex of Emily and Sandra's. She dropped by last week, and the four of us discussed having her join our, ah, harem."

I was almost getting used to saying the word.

"She must have been set up through their previous matchmaker. Just a second, Mark." I heard some papers shuffling around in the background of the phone. Cynthia's voice reappeared like a flash of lightning. "Have you slept together?"

I was less surprised by the question then I would've been a week ago. "Yeah, yeah we did."

"You and Amy?"

"Uh," I said, feeling sheepish. "All four of us."

"Well, that's encouraging," Cynthia said, taking the piece of information as easily as if I had given her tomorrow's weather. "This happened last week?"

"Yeah."

"So you slept on it," Cynthia said thoughtfully. "Wise. But I imagine your interest in a four-way harem hasn't dimmed if you're calling me to talk about it. I would love to sit down with the four of you and discuss any concerns you might have." I detected a hint of pride creeping into her voice. "It's my duty as a mentor."

"We'd really appreciate it," I told her gratefully. "When would be good for you? Actually, wait, hold on, I took down all the girls' best times..."

Deliberation was short. Cynthia needed to meet during the evening, and Amy only had so many evenings free because of her job, so that helped to narrow it down for us. Our appointment was arranged for two days from now, and Cynthia seemed delighted by the prospect.

"I want you to know, and pass it along to Emily and Sandra, and Amy for that matter," Cynthia said, "that I take your happiness very seriously. I look forward to learning about your dynamic and seeing how well you can fit together."

"Thank you, Cynthia."

I got up from the couch and went over to the kitchen, finding Cynthia and Emily working together to gather what was needed to make cookies.

"Tuesday night, six o'clock," I said to them. "Do you guys want any help? Before you answer, let me tell you that I've never baked anything in my life."

"Not even a frozen pizza?" Emily asked.

"Is that baking? "

Emily shrugged. "If it's the only time you ever stick anything in your oven, you might as well call it baking."

"I'm surprised the call got wrapped up so quickly," Sandra said.

"Cynthia seemed pretty happy to meet," I said. "It must be enthralling in some way, getting these people together without ever meeting them yourself, and getting these updates on how it plays out. I do wonder if she often meets with the harems she sets up, or if this is out of the norm for her..."

"If it's not normal," Emily said, "I don't know if that's good or bad."

"She knows what we all look like from the pictures," Sandra said, grinning. "Maybe she has a crush on us. Or at least one of us. Probably Mark."

"I have two, possibly three girlfriends." I groaned playfully. "I think I'm all set."

"Get over here, stud," Emily said, reaching over to grab my hand and pull me to the kitchen counter. "We're teaching you how to make oatmeal-chocolate-chip cookies."


CHAPTER 3

The meeting was tonight. Both of our phones buzzed at the same time, but Emily already had hers in her hand, so she read the text message and reported.

"Amy's going to meet us there," she told me. Amy had messaged our group text, which had the four of us. Emily slid her phone back into her pocket and got up from the kitchen table where she had been sitting. She and I usually got home from work earlier than Sandra, and in this case, Sandra was going to meet us at the Bird and Stone office, as well.

"We should get going, anyway," Emily said. "I'll drive, if you carry the cookies to the car."

"Deal," I said.

I gathered the big plastic container of cookies from the kitchen, and the two of us left the apartment, heading down to the parking lot and getting into Emily's car. I kept the cookies on my lap so that they wouldn't slide around in the backseat.

"All the way on the other side of the city," Emily said, pulling onto the street. "Maybe that's why we've never hung out."

"It's not that far away, is it?"

"Maybe not as the crow flies," Emily said. "But we're stuck on the ground with the red lights And the other drivers."

"Ach! The worst."

We listened to the radio for a few minutes as Emily drove. When a commercial came on, she lowered the volume.

"I feel like when all of us are together," she said, "it's difficult for us to talk about serious things because we're having such a good time. I swear, half the time I feel like I'm in the back of the classroom, making jokes without a care in the world."

"I know what you mean," I said. Our time together really had been great, surely the honeymoon phase of a new relationship.

"And I don't want to pry or anything," Emily continued, "but I do wonder about you and your ex-girlfriend. You mentioned that it had been a serious relationship. Four years."

"Four years," I echoed.

"You moved here and everything, right in the wake of all that." Her right hand slipped off the wheel, coming over to rest on my leg. "All of us talking about Amy, breaking down that relationship, I started to feel really bad that we hadn't even asked you about yours."

"It's not a big deal," I said, putting my hand on top of hers. "It's not like it was bothering me."

"Of course it's a big deal," Emily said. "Honestly, Mark, when I think about how hard that must've been, how alone you must've felt moving to a new city and leaving the biggest part of your life behind..."

Emily's fingers dug into my leg. I saw her face screwing up, getting run over with emotion.

"I just really like you a lot," she said to me. "I don't want you to be alone with stuff like that. You don't have to be."

I had a lump in my throat, suddenly. Because Emily was right, it was a big deal, and even in the midst of this honeymoon phase, there were times when there weren't enough distractions in the world to keep me out of my own head.

Thankfully, those little sojourns through pain and aging grief were growing fewer and farther between. But when they came, they hurt.

I squeezed her hand, pulling in a big breath to get better control of myself. It wasn't just the memory of my ex, Alyssa. It was how touching it was to hear this from Emily, to have her hand on my leg and feel like her heart was pouring through her fingers and into my veins.

"It's hard sometimes," I admitted, trying to keep the emotion out of my voice, though it still came out a little thick. "But the two of you, the three of you, really, now that we've been spending time with Amy...you've given me a whole new life. I don't know how I'd be handling it without you."

Emily didn't say anything. She just squeezed my leg again, glancing at me, but keeping her eyes on the road.

I put my head back against the seat. "I loved Alyssa. Loved her a lot, really hard, all the way up until the end. The problem was, the end was long and slow and painful. We didn't break apart in one clean swipe. We broke apart in little pieces that fell off slowly, over months, until we just didn't fit together anymore. Sure, there was a big fight at the end, but it was hollow. Empty anger." I looked out the windshield. "There wasn't enough love left between us for either of us to care anymore. We just needed a catalyst to finally call it quits."

"I'm sorry," Emily said. "I know it sounds weird, for me to be lamenting the fact that you're no longer with the woman who came before we did...but I'm just sorry you had to go through that."

"Thank you," I said. I rubbed her hand in small circles with my fingers. "I went through it. And I came out the other side. It's okay."

"Just know that Sandra and I want you to talk about these things, if they ever bother you," Emily told me. "That's what the harem is all about. We're all there for each other, whether it's just me and you in the car right now, or all four of us talking about our future with Cynthia."

We arrived. Emily parked us in the small lot of the clandestine office of Bird and Stone.

It was a small brick building attached to the base of a much larger building, hugging around the corner of the larger structure almost like a foot. Two stories tall, the red brick building was unlabeled. It might've been an apartment, it might've been a dentist's office, it might've been anything in the world if you didn't know what it was. But this was the address Cynthia had given.

"I guess I'm not surprised," I said, putting the cookies on the roof of the car so that I could close the passenger door. "I didn't really expect to see some big, pink neon sign with the name of the company glaring out onto the streets."

"Me neither," Emily said, leaning against the car. "I feel like they probably have more than one office around the city. Especially if they're not trying to make themselves obvious. Better to spread things out."

"The harem mafia," I said, grinning.

Amy and Sandra arrived almost in tandem, Sandra pulling in just a minute after Amy's car parked next to Emily's.

"What you got there?" Amy asked me, getting out of her car on my side.

"Cookies," I said, holding up the container with a smile. "Made them all myself."

"Can you hear my eyes roll from all the way across the car?" Emily stuck her tongue out.

"I knew I'd be the last one," Sandra said, closing her car door. "Have I kept you all waiting long? Jeff never cares how much of a hurry I'm in, what he has to say is always urgent..."

"We've barely just gotten here, don't worry, Sandy," Emily said. "You all ready to go in? It's kind chilly."

"Let's hoof it," Sandra said.

Close together, all of us walked to the front doors of the building, a set of glass double doors just as unlabeled as the rest of the structure. Emily pulled a door open for us, and we all went inside.

The double doors led to a small vestibule which maybe could have accommodated one or two more people at the most, and then another set of doors. Emily pulled these open, and we walked into what conceivably was meant to be a waiting room of sorts, though it wasn't exactly set up that way. There was a reception desk, small and curved, but no one sat behind it. There was no other furniture, but the carpet looked new and felt lush under my shoes. The building was so quiet that it almost seemed weird that the lights were on.

"Are you sure we're not getting murdered?" Amy whispered.

"Harem mafia," I repeated, looking around. "Maybe we beat Cynthia here."

"No way," Sandra said. "We're—" she glanced down at her phone. "Three minutes late. I hope she doesn't mind."

"Oh, look," I said, stepping forward and lifting my finger off the container of cookies to point. "There's a paper on the reception desk."

I walked to the desk, set the cookies down, and grabbed the paper.

"Hey, it's addressed to us," I said, and then I started to read it aloud. "'Jared at the front desk leaves at 5pm. Come through the door in the back, around the corner. I'm set up in the furthest back office which will accommodate all of us. Cynthia.'"

So there were other people that worked here, at least before 5PM, anyway. I tucked the note into my pocket and picked the cookies back up. Emily continued her door-woman duties, opening first the door in the back around the corner, and then the (also unlabeled) frosted glass door at the end of a long hallway that led us into Cynthia's office.

"Hello!"

An excited voice greeted us, so loud in the relative silence of the office space that I almost dropped the cookies. Sandra was the first one in the door, so she was the one that got hugged.

"Sandra," the woman said. "So good to finally meet you."

"Oh!" Sandra exclaimed as the woman in the office wrapped her arms around her. "You must be Cynthia."

She pulled back from Sandra, smiling. "Yes! I'm so excited."

Cynthia came around to quickly hug each of us in turn as we entered the large office area. Her excitement was genuine; I could feel her brimming with it, like she was giving off heat.

"Mark," she said, hugging me hard when she came to me. "So good to meet you, too. I should have suggested we do this sooner."

"It's good to meet you, Cynthia," I said, surprised by her strength as she hugged me. She pulled away after a few seconds, having embraced all of us, and stood back, surveying our harem.

Cynthia did not look at all the way I had expected her to. I had pictured a buttoned-up woman, almost like a librarian, with dark hair probably up in a ponytail. Glasses, maybe, and businesslike clothes of muted and professional colors.

That was not Cynthia. Cynthia was a redhead, and she wore her hair down. I thought she would be older than me, but she wasn't, at least not by much. Maybe a couple years older than the average age of our harem, but in her early thirties at the most. Most definitely gorgeous. Her red hair was vibrant, blazing in stark contrast to the dull colors of the office around us and making her look younger than she really was as it cascaded over her shoulders.

She was dressed in business wear, though—my guess about that had been right. She wore a short, not-quite-black skirt and a white button-down shirt that was almost as crisp and vibrant as her hair. The shirt was open at the neck, showing her creamy skin as it rose up to her jawline and pink lips and bright blue eyes.

"All of you, come have a seat, I've gathered some of the comfier chairs from around the place." Cynthia retreated, seeming to rein in her energy some, like the excitement of first laying eyes on us had just overcome her and now she was back to containing herself.

The office was indeed big enough for the five of us, stretching out to the left and right, probably big enough for a squash court or something. The walls were hung with large-framed art, simple but beautiful prints of flowers and beaches and cottages on the edge of forests. There was no window, but the light in here was softer, less harsh than in the rest of the building. The carpet was cream-colored.

Cynthia had arranged four cushy chairs in front of the desk, and as we moved forward to sit down, she went behind the desk in the back of the office and pulled that chair out, bringing it out to the front to sit with us.

"What's this?" she asked me as she rolled her chair forward.

"We made you some cookies," I said, handing them over to her. "Emily gets most of the credit."

Cynthia took them gratefully, setting them on her chair briefly while she pulled over a small, circular end table from near the desk to set them on between us. "You're too sweet," she said, taking the lid off and pulling out a cookie.

"Delicious," she declared after taking a bite. Then she leaned forward in her chair, her red hair falling forward a bit. "So. Mark, Sandra, Emily, Amy. Let's talk."


CHAPTER 4

It started with the girls telling Cynthia about their past relationship, the trials and tribulations with it as well as the good times they'd had. Cynthia took in this information thoughtfully. She didn't take any notes or anything, just listened mostly, rarely asking questions. It was very unlike my screening process for Bird and Stone had been.

"Amy," Cynthia said, turning her attention to the shorter blonde. "Are you certain you're interested in a four-way harem? Are you not just missing Emily and Sandra?"

"That's a fair question," Amy said. "The four of us talked about that, too. But in the time I've gotten to spend with Mark, I really do like him. It started out with sex, sure, but all of us have hung out a few times since then. I like spending time with him, and I like how Emily and Sandra are happy being with him, too. I did miss the girls, but even after a week I can't imagine going back into a relationship like that without Mark involved."

"It's a difficult thing to pin down," Cynthia said. "Finding happiness is a complex enough topic as it is, and it can be more challenging the more people are involved. But I don't think there's only one way to find happiness. It can take a lot of shapes, and those shapes will depend on the people you are with."

Cynthia sat back in her chair. "So it's less about being perfect for each other right from the beginning, and more about adapting to each other and learning to become the person you will be, when among your harem. Change in some ways is inevitable, otherwise these kinds of relationships would never last. But you have to be happy with how you change."

"Have you seen many four-person harems?" Emily asked her, fascinated.

"I have, yes," Cynthia said. "I've seen larger ones. Right now, somewhere in the city, there is a seven-person harem of one man and six women, running a beautiful estate and each of them living their best lives. But it took years for their shape to form, so to speak. There are bumps along that road."

"I can deal with some bumps," I said. "I've dealt with a lot of them in my life. I'm not afraid."

Cynthia smiled. "I do admire that about you, Mark. Coming into this new world with so much energy."

Cynthia turned to Sandra. "How do you feel about your dynamic thus far? Between the four of you? It hasn't been very long, so we may be jumping the gun a bit, but first impressions are valuable. Have you noticed any problems?"

Sandra furrowed her brow. "That's difficult to say. We've all been working a lot. I wish we had more time together. Things keep coming me up, keeping me working at the college for longer than I'd like to. But that's my own problem, my issue with work. I haven't really felt that it's affected the relationship."

"What about you, Emily?" Cynthia asked. "I want you all to think about these things and be as honest as you can, not just to tell me, but to tell each other, as well. From the sound of it, Emily, you had concerns when Amy first inquired."

"I did," Emily admitted, "but that was before I saw how she got on with Mark. I had been worried it would be a matter of trying to make us choose between one or the other, but I didn't settle for that." Emily perked up. "Mark didn't settle for it, really. He wanted to talk to Amy with all of us, together. And Amy jumped right in. I could tell just from that first conversation that both of them were more than willing to make this work."

We talked for a little while longer, scrutinizing some things and airing others out. Having Cynthia across from us did make it easy to open up. Amy liked to hold hands, and she wanted to do that more. Sitting next to her, Emily obliged immediately, taking her hand. I found myself saying that I wanted to make the apartment a little more my own as well, rather than having my things confined to a bedroom, and it was only there sitting with all of them that I realized it had been nagging at me. It was good to say out loud, and Emily and Sandra were immediately apologetic, understanding.

We were in the office talking with Cynthia for about an hour and a half, until between us, all of the cookies were gone. In those ninety minutes, it felt like our harem had grown closer by a matter of weeks, like we had engaged in compressed, focused communication to bring ourselves closer.

"I'm not here to pass judgment on any or all of you," Cynthia said. "I'm not going to make a decree or anything like that, nor would I expect you to have patience for such a thing. We're all adults in this room, and we're just talking, helping each other out.

"I will tell you that I've loved what I've heard from all of you. Seeing how you talk to each other makes me happy." She beamed. "It's early in the relationship to say, but I like where your harem is headed and I think it's gone very well so far.

"With that said, there is a concern I want to bring up to you."

"Oh?" Amy asked, surprised.

I was caught off guard, too. Like Cynthia had said, so far everything seemed to be going well. But this was why we were here, to see things that would otherwise be hard for us to see. I was all ears.

"Your intimacy is good," Cynthia said. "All of you have come together very well. But your harem is not four people melded into one. You are four individuals with a myriad of relationships between you. Now, Sandra and Emily, as I understand from running your matchmaking most recently, you're both inclined towards men, yes?"

Emily and Sandra both nodded in agreement. "Obviously we're not against fooling around with each other," Emily said, "but it's not something we do on our own. Even living together without another person involved, we never went to bed."

"That's true," Sandra said.

"And Amy, you are more fluid in that regard, yes?"

"I am," Amy said. "That was a big thing we talked about before we met with you. I understand Sandra and Emily aren't looking to have sex with each other or with me, necessarily, without Mark involved."

"Did you have any concerns about that, Mark?" Cynthia asked

I shook my head. "I'm happy for the girls to do whatever they're into as long as we communicate with each other about it."

Cynthia nodded approvingly. "So here is the snag I am catching onto. While at this point there may not be sexual desires—too strongly, anyway—between Emily and Sandra and Amy, there is what is obviously a mutual desire between the three women and you, Mark.

"We all lead busy lives. I'm sure this meeting alone took some shuffling around of all of your schedules. You are a four-person harem, but you can't expect all four of you to be together at the same time for sex, nor for everyone to be in the mood at the same time. It is a vital that you don't let this affect your chemistry."

"What do you mean?" Sandra said.

"I will be direct," Cynthia responded, tapping her finger on her leg. "I think Mark should have individual sex with each one of you."

"I..." I began to say something, and then I realized that Cynthia was right. I'd had sex with Sandra and Emily together, as well as with the two of them and Amy together. But none of the women and I had done this just...one-on-one. "Not that I'm against it. But if we've all been together already, is it so impactful? Would it have been better to have done this before we, you know, all had sex together?"

"Usually that is how it happens," Cynthia said, "though I wouldn't say it's better that way, necessarily. Regardless, it's important. Especially since it is bound to happen, so you all should make sure it sits okay with each of you."

Cynthia stood up, putting the lid back on the now-empty container of cookies and handing it back to me. "If this were some kind of cheesy porno movie, this is where I'd ask you to do it here in the office and I take notes like a sex therapist." She laughed loudly at the look of shock on my face. "But I have to get home and walk my dog, so you guys will have to stick with your place."

"Cynthia!" Amy laughed.

She had really gotten me. I laughed, too, and we got up from our chairs and said goodbye.

It had been an interesting sit-down with her. I felt closer to the girls from it, I really did. Closer to Cynthia, too, for that matter. I doubted she would have cracked a joke like that with us before we'd had this conversation.

And now we had something to think about. Something tingling between us, filling the air between our breaths. Something that we could all feel.

"Amy," I said. "Do you want to come to our place?"


CHAPTER 5

"It still counts as just us if they're watching, right?"

"I don't care," I said.

I was in bed with Amy, in the master bedroom of the apartment. The talk we'd had with Cynthia had revved us all up something fierce, because as soon as Cynthia put the idea of sex into our heads, we practically raced home so that we could rip each other's clothes off.

But we didn't dive into it right away, because we wanted to do this right. The girls had asked me to choose who I wanted to have sex with first.

I was horny, but I wasn't an idiot. I told them there was no way I could do that. They ended up doing rock-paper-scissors, last one standing would go first.

I pulled Amy's underwear down. Her shirt and pants had been gone long before we'd fallen into bed.

"No touching," Emily whispered to Sandra, whose idea it had been to watch me and Amy go at it.

"What about myself?" Sandra whispered back. The huge bedroom had a couple of cushioned chairs near the window. At one point, I guess, the two of them had thought about putting a sitting area there, after finding a pair of chairs they'd loved. But life had gotten in the way, and they'd never gotten a table.

Emily and Sandra had pulled the chairs over, putting them nice and close together near the bed. Near, but not too close, giving us our space.

No touching, as Emily had put it. Except the two of them had their hands on each other, that I could see. Not that it bothered me. They weren't naked, weren't pleasuring each other. Just touching each other on the arm, the leg. Being close, being girlfriends. Girlfriends watching their boyfriend fuck their girlfriend.

Just thinking about it could make you lose your head.

Amy pulled my boxer briefs down, too, and I took her breasts in my hands, more than plentiful for my grip. She let out a sigh of pleasure and slipped her hand down to my cock, which was hard and dripping.

"Before I go too hard on you," she said, already stroking me gently, "how should I make you cum so that you can still fuck Emily and Sandra tonight?"

The question was so hot, so loaded with sex, that it knocked the air out of my chest. I don't think Amy expected me to answer. She just giggled and slid down the bed. Both of us were lying on our sides. She pushed me over by the hips so that I was on my back.

"It's only fair, right?" Amy said, hovering around my cock while she glanced back at Emily and Sandra sitting by the corner of the bed, giving them a wiggle of her naked ass. "I got to go first, but that doesn't mean they don't get a turn tonight. Plus," she said, bringing her face down close to my hard cock and nudging it with her nose, "I want to watch, too."

"Amy, I will do anything if it means you put my dick in your mouth."

"Dangerous promise," Amy said, right before she slid her lips over my dick and took me all the way into her throat.

I just threw my head back onto the pillows and moaned, feeling her swallow me whole in one desirous descent onto my pole. Amy must've been really horny, because she immediately started bobbing on my dick, at the same time reaching a hand down between her own legs to touch herself. She was off to the side, most of her body below my hips, so I couldn't do much besides just lay there and let her suck my dick. Which, honestly, who was I to complain about that?

I couldn't help but look past her and see Sandra and Emily watching her blow me. Their eyes moved up and down our naked bodies, the two of them surely getting a good look between Amy's legs as she sucked my cock on all fours. Sandra met my eyes and licked her lips, giving me a lascivious wink. I just lay there almost in disbelief. It was surprisingly hot to have Emily and Sandra sitting there and watching us.

Amy pulled my dick out of her mouth with a loud and exaggerated slurp, theatrically wiping her mouth with her arm while she looked at me, then flicked her head back toward our observers with a wicked smile.

"Can you guys see okay from there?" Amy asked.

"Yeah, if you give us something to watch," Sandra teased.

Amy harrumphed. Then she whipped her head back toward me, her hair flying into her face. She tossed it back. I was about to lean forward and grab her, to throw her down on the bed and fuck her, but she got on top of me first. She literally put her hand on my chest as I sat up and pushed me back down, making that facetious angry noise again.

"How's this?" Amy said, leaning in close to me and breathing the words into my ear. She was warm and heavy on top of me, her petite and curvy frame pressing against me and all the right ways. Her breasts tickled against my collarbone as she whispered to me, and her wide hips curved backward, rubbing her pussy against my stiff pole.

"I fucking love it." I slipped a hand around her, sliding my fingers into her hair, and with my other arm I pushed down between us to grab my dick and line it up with her entrance. She shuddered against me, and I rammed my hips upward, sliding inside of her.

"Fuck," Emily whispered.

Amy and I fucked each other, one-on-one. I rose up into her pussy, lifting my hips to get deep inside of her while she slammed back on me. I love the way her ass dropped down onto my hips, making me shake. I brought my head forward and sucked one of her big tits into my mouth, swirling my tongue around her nipple and giving it tiny nibbles with my teeth, which made her scream with delight.

Amy pulled herself back, her nipple popping out from my lips. She sat up on me, keeping my dick inside of her, and she started to grind herself onto my cock while she rubbed her clit.

"Oh, shit," I gasped, this new sensation rolling through my dick and my entire body. I watched her breasts as she rode me, put my hand on her to feel the smooth flesh of her flat tummy, drank in the sight of her fingers working her clit, of her mouth hanging open and her eyes closing as she brought herself to orgasm.

She brought me there first, though. I slid both my hands down to her hips, groaning, then moaning as I let go inside of her, pumping her tight cunt with my seed. She rode me harder, milking the cum out of me, and her orgasm followed closely behind mine, the two of them overlapping like bedsheets. She bucked down into me, rubbing the firmness of my dick against the most sensitive parts of her tunnel, shaking and moaning on me as she came.

Amy's muscles relaxed and she rolled off of me, gasping for breath in the bed. Make that two of us, as my chest heaved and my dick was still twitching.

Emily stood up from her chair and walked daintily over to Amy, reaching down to where she lay on the bed and squeezing her hand.

"Mind if I tag in?" Emily said with a smile.

Amy squeezed her hand back, and held onto Emily's hand while the brunette pulled her up from the bed to make room for herself.

"I still have my clothes on, " Emily said, kneeling on the bed next to me. "Can you help me with that, Mark? "

She was only half-lying. Her pants were off, panties the color of lavender hiding her sex. She was sexy and pretty and entrancing all at once, kneeling there with no pants on and her blouse trailing loosely around her waist. I helped her slip it off, sitting up right to get it over her head, and immediately slid my fingers down her back to undo her bra, as well. The articles were thrown to the floor. I reached for her panties.

"No, " she said, poking me in the nose with a finger. "Use your teeth. "

She lay down on her back, and then it was me who was on top of her, putting my arms on either side of her hips while I nuzzled into her navel and slid my mouth down to grab the edge of her purple underwear. I took them in my teeth and pulled down, revealing the short black bristles of her trimmed pubic hair, which scratched at my nose. I could smell her arousal, deep and heady.

With the subtle help of her thumbs at her hips, I got her panties down without using my hands, dragging them all the way down her legs until she was naked. I dropped the panties from my mouth, off the edge of the bed.

Immediately, I dove back between Emily's legs, sliding my tongue up her lips once or twice before plunging it inside of her. Emily moaned and threw her head back. She was backwards on the bed, her head hanging off the back. Sandra and Amy stared down the length of her body, seeing the upside-down smile on her face and the way her breasts jiggled as I grabbed her around the hips and dragged her closer to my mouth.

Emily's fingers found my head and dug into my scalp as I ate her, sliding my tongue up her cunt and rubbing my nose into her clit while I got as deep into her as I could. My dick throbbed, rubbing against the bed, sensitive from my recent climax but without a doubt aching for more. I just needed to buy myself a little time.

I slipped two fingers up Emily's pussy and made her gasp and clutch her legs around me. Her fingernails were painful against my scalp, but I liked it. With her clit neatly between my lips, I sucked on her and fingered her while catching glimpses of Sandra and Amy, holding hands in their twin chairs while they watched us with rapt attention. Especially Sandra, waiting for her turn, hot since Cynthia's office and growing hotter by the second.

Having my fingers and tongue inside Emily just made me want to fuck her more. The more I fingered her, the more she wriggled beneath my touch and moaned, the more I wanted to bury my cock inside her.

I pulled my fingers free and moved up her body, looming over her tits where they rested on her chest, her head still hanging back over the bed. She looked up at me and started to shuffle down, to get more of her body onto the bed.

"No," I said, holding her with one hand on her side. "Stay like that. You can get a good look at Amy and Sandra."

Emily grinned, then let her head fall back, her dark hair hanging down like a waterfall against the blanket. I got my cock up between her lips and rubbed my length along her pussy while the rest of the harem watched. I thought about how badly Sandra must want my dick right now, watching Emily. And how bad Emily must want it, with it rubbing against her soft, wet lips, bumping into her clit, teasing her before I found my way inside.

But I wanted it, too. I lined up with her hole and I shoved my dick inside someone for the second time that night, Emily's tight warmth embracing me. I plunged all the way into her until my hips pressed up against her as she spread her legs for me. I closed my eyes and let the pleasure of being inside her roll through me, let my sensitive cock get used to her, before I started to fuck her in front of Sandra and Amy.

It was a different feeling, being watched while I was on top, compared to when Amy had been on top. I felt more on display, more like I was the entertainment and that I had better do a good job. I fucked Emily hard enough to make her tits bounce up and down, so hard that she had to put her hands on them to stop them from hurting her. Every stroke inside her was my full length, every push forward went until I was stopped by her body, her wet lips squishing around my cock and pressing into my groin.

I lasted longer with Emily, but I could only hold on for so long, and it was the extra stimulation of her fingers nudging against my shaft as she masturbated that did me in. I let out a choked cry as an orgasm that was almost painful burst out of me, shooting what I had left inside her, but my cock still pulsing in her pussy after my balls were empty.

Emily wrapped her legs around me, keeping my length inside her while she touched herself, tensing and crying out in pleasure as she came with my throbbing cock stretching open her hole.

"Fuck..." I pulled out of Emily, breathing harshly on top of her while all the muscles in my body took turns relaxing after my body's second climax. My dick bit of the air around me as I slowly collapsed onto the bed, feeling spent.

"You're in for three," Sandra said, lust in her voice. "Don't think you're getting off the hook."


CHAPTER 6

Sandra didn't ask me to take off her clothes. She stripped them off in seconds after she got up, Emily slipping off the bed and reaching out to trail her fingers across Sandra's stomach as they switched places.

I was lying back; Sandra climbed on top of me, but not onto my cock. She straddled my face, her wet pussy practically dripping on me. Her blonde hair hung messily around her face, down in front of and behind her shoulders. She had been playing with it, twisting it in her fingers as she watched the bed.

"Take your time," she told me. "This is a refractory pussy eating."

She covered my mouth with her pussy, and I closed my eyes and moaned into her and ate her, letting her rock against my face. After a few seconds she stopped, pulled herself off of me.

"Other way around," she said, stroking my face with her hand. "Let's get closer to Amy and Emily."

Sandra led me to turn, staying on top of me while we rotated. Once we were turned all way around, she got back onto my face, nestling into me like she was made to press her crotch onto my mouth. My head was on the edge of the bed, and Sandra rubbed her pussy onto me until I was eating and drinking and breathing her. She used one hand to keep her balance, the other to rub at her tits and pull at her nipples, while Emily and Amy watched enraptured from just a couple feet away. She faced right towards them.

Then Sandra turned, moving into a sixty-nine position on top of me, burying my face in her pussy once more while she took my cock in her hands and played with it, stroking me and licking me but not sucking me yet. I was hard, painfully hard, but her touch still felt good, still made my hips clench underneath her and my wood pulse in her hand.

Her tongue circled around the head of my cock. I groaned, sucking on her clit and making her grind her pussy down onto me. I brought my hands up and put them on her asscheeks and spread her open, giving Amy and Emily a good look while I licked up and down from her pussy to her asshole and back again, slathering every inch of her nether regions with my tongue. I heard the other two women ooh appreciatively. If I really stretched my neck back, I could see them touching each other, rubbing hands on breasts, on stomachs and hips. But if I did that, I couldn't eat Sandra, so I brought myself back to her and used my tongue.

Sandra sucked my cock, done teasing. Her skilled mouth made my toes curl. She swallowed my dick expertly, her passion for cocksucking coming out in full force.

A couple minutes in, I realized she wasn't going to stop. That this was a challenge for her, seeing if she could suck a third orgasm out of my after I had blown two loads into Amy and Emily. She wanted me to cum in her mouth, whatever that would mean if my balls were pretty much already spent.

And she was going to make me do it.

I made noises I couldn't control as my dick throbbed painfully in her mouth, and I buried myself in her pussy to muffle them. I sucked on her lips and drove my tongue into her. I slid a finger, then two into her, lapping at her clit from below. Then I rubbed the thumb of my other hand across her asshole, feeling the tight ring of muscle clench. Sandra pressed back into me, forcing my thumb inside.

I made her cum first, but I can't be too proud of that, since it wasn't a level playing field. Her ass squeezed my thumb and she moaned with my cock still in her mouth, vibrating through me while her pussy juice covered my face and her hips wiggled on top of me. I sucked hard on her clit, almost like it was punishment, trying to make her feel something of what I was feeling. As punishments go, I think both of us enjoyed it quite a bit.

Sandra could suck cock like nobody else. She took me into her throat with each bob downward, like she was riding me with her mouth. When I finally got dragged to the edge of orgasm and thrown off, I screamed between her legs, my dick burning, shooting hot jets of whatever I had left into her throat while she swallowed it down and her talented tongue found all the spots to make it last as long as it could. Sandra pulled herself off my dick with what I imagine was a very satisfied smile.

Deliriously tired, I let Sandra help me turn around again, getting me the right way on the bed, and then she beckoned Emily and Amy on and we all lay together, warm and a little bit sweaty and utterly, completely, satisfied.

"I don't think...Cynthia meant...doing all of you in immediate...succession." I blinked, my eyes dry. My everything dry.

"Yeah, well," Amy said, "we have to come up with our own ideas, too."

"But it's nice for all of us to be in bed together." Emily snuggled up between me and Amy.

"It is," I said, and then I fell asleep like my body demanded it.


CHAPTER 7

The next morning, we woke up pressed together, comfortable enough, if overheated. Kisses were exchanged, showers were had. Four people in a bed might look fun on a movie poster, and it's okay for when you're collapsed from sexual fatigue, but it's not really an ideal way to sleep.

I expected to feel wiped out, but the next morning I seemed to have more energy than any of the women. I cooked a breakfast big enough for four, with lots of scrambled eggs and a healthy (well, unhealthy) amount of chorizo and potatoes, whistling as I worked in the kitchen I was now quite familiar with. I didn't know much about baking, but I could work a frying pan or two just fine.

Lightly dressed and eating, we spread around the living room since the small kitchen table wasn't ideal for the four of us. It was then that an annoyed look spread across Emily's face while she looked at her phone.

"Shit," she said, scrolling slowly. "Seriously?"

"What is it?" Sandra inquired, peeking toward her.

"That conference in Chicago," Emily sighed, peeling her eyes away from her email. "The company's making me go. They'd said they probably wouldn't, but...well, I just got the email. And on a week's notice, too. I wish they'd just made up their damn minds earlier instead of waiting this long."

"That's annoying," Amy lamented. "But hey, at least you get a trip out of it. How long are you gonna be there?"

"A week," Emily said. "All next week." She sighed. "I mean, I do love that city. I just had my fingers crossed I wouldn't need to go to this thing this year, since we all got together. It was like, serendipitous that they might have declined. Almost serendipitous."

"It's okay," I assured her. "We'll hold down the fort."

"Yeah..." Emily stared thoughtfully at her phone. "Hey. Idea. I have an idea here."

"I know you want to bring us to Chicago," Sandra said, "but unlike you we won't all be getting paid to be there."

"Shoot, I wish," Emily said, waving her hand. "No, no. Amy. What if you stayed here while I was gone?"

"Yeah?" Amy said.

Emily nodded. "Not that you're not welcome to stay here anyway. But like, we just met with Cynthia. We're trying to do the four-way harem thing. I have to go away for a week, and what, I'm living alone, you're living alone, and it's Mark and Sandra here? Not much of a harem. Why not give this a little trial run? Something to report to Cynthia besides how much we're fucking each other."

Amy snorted with surprised laughter. "I get the feeling she likes to hear that, though."

"We'll tell her about that, too," Emily laughed. "Sandra, Mark, what do you guys think?"

"I'd like that a lot," Sandra said. "It's a damned good idea."

"Totally," I said. "But in all seriousness, my dick needs like...two days off. Maybe three. Then he can be back in action, ready for primetime, whatever we need."

"What do you think, Amy?" Emily asked her.

Amy flashed a smile, showing her white teeth. "I'd love to."

So we were on to the next step of the four-way harem, in a way. The four of us living together, with one housemate absent. I'd had sex with Amy, I'd talked and hung out with her, I'd slept in the same bed. But we hadn't lived together. An important step, just like it had been with Emily and Sandra. It would have its challenges.

But after fucking three women in the span of an hour and coming out alive, I thought that I was up for it.

Little did I know, two thousand miles from here, a woman I was not at all ready for was boarding a plane and heading my way.

The story continues in…
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Matchmaker Harem: Book Four

Mark's ex-girlfriend, Alyssa, shows up without warning. She wants him back, but he's got his harem. What can he do?


Alyssa shows up out of the blue, flying across the country to surprise Mark. She wants to get back together.


They haven't spoken in months. But as soon as he sees her, Mark knows he still cares about her. This isn't going to be easy.


He thinks he can talk to her and nobody has to know, but you can't keep secrets from the harem. Emily, Sandra, and Amy are understanding women, but Mark slipped up by trying to talk to Alyssa without them.


Alyssa will have to wait. With Emily out of town, Sandra and Amy will have to punish Mark most deliciously.

Click here to get Matchmaker Harem: Book Four!


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!

Click Here
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