

Matchmaker Harem

Book 4

by Myra Dusk


All rights reserved ©2024 Myra Dusk

All rights reserved. No part of this publication may be reproduced, transmitted, or distributed by any means or in any form without the prior written permission of the author, except in the case of brief quotations embodied in critical review and certain other noncommercial uses permitted by copyright law.

Note from the author: This book is a work of fiction. All characters in this story are 18 years of age and older.

Cover Photo © [Wisky] / DepositPhotos


Table of Contents

Chapter 1

Chapter 2

Chapter 3

Chapter 4

Chapter 5

Chapter 6

Chapter 7

Join me!


CHAPTER 1

I had actually never seen the apartment without Emily in it.

Okay, that was an exaggeration. But it was still different with her being out of town. She and I typically went to work around the same time, so during the week, it was usually us bustling around in the morning. Sandra left for work earlier than either of us, and this morning was no different, getting a kiss goodbye from her while I was still in bed.

No different in regards to Sandra, anyway. But with Emily in Chicago at a conference for work, and Amy having moved in with us just a couple of days ago, a lot of things were different.

Different wasn't necessarily bad, I thought, as I cuddled against Amy in the bed after Sandra had left. The curvy blonde woman was an excellent cuddler, fitting neatly against my front as I spooned her. I still had probably a half hour before I really had to get up, and Amy worked an afternoon shift today tending bar, so she had all the time in the world.

Amy nestled back against me, and right around the time I realized I was hard and pressing against her, she had reached back to rub at my cock through my boxer briefs.

"What's this?" she murmured.

"Mmf," I grunted, pressing forward into her hand. "Might be something for you."

"A present," she said quietly, still sleepy. "Let me unwrap it."

Amy turned around in the bed, looking at me. Her blonde hair was disheveled, but it didn't make her any less cute. She planted a kiss on my cheek, then on my jaw and my neck, and then she was sliding down my body and putting her hand down into my underwear.

I let out a soft moan as she pulled my cock free. As she started to stroke me, I reached down to fondle her breasts. She slept in a tank top, and my fingers slid smoothly over the soft fabric, a satisfying sensation that paired well with rubbing her big tits. I found her nipple and pinched it through her shirt, and she pressed herself into me.

I reached down lower, nudging her upward on the bed so that I could move my fingers between her legs. She wore panties to bed, and I rubbed her lips over them, finding her already wet. She gave me a firm squeeze and I groaned, slipping my fingers beneath her underwear and sliding them along her wet lips. Her lips parted, her eyes closed in pleasure.

Amy pushed my boxers down, getting me fully free. She caressed my cock and my balls, her slim fingers dancing along my sensitive parts. Somewhat less skillfully, I rubbed at her vagina, though judging by the sounds she made, I wasn't doing a terrible job. I teased at her hole, slipping my finger almost-into her, then pulling away and rubbing at her clit.

We kissed each other while our hands worked, starting sleepy but waking up as the heat started to burn down between our legs and both of us began to move into the other's hand, pressing. She was wet, and I wasn't exactly dry with her hand working on me.

I kissed her neck, and with a growl, I rolled over her, both of us still underneath the blanket. Amy put her arms up around my neck, pulling me into a kiss, while I snuck a hand down to slide her panties off her hips. I rubbed the length of my dick across her pussy and she shivered beneath me. Her soaked lips sliding underneath my shaft felt so good.

Kissing her, our tongues doing their own dance, I rubbed against her outer lips once more before lowering myself and finding her entrance, then slid inside of her.

Amy let out a quiet gasp as my cock stretched her open, and then she kissed me harder, her arms wrapping around my neck. I moaned into her as her tightness stretched over my cock and I slid deeper, going and going until there was none of me left and we were up against each other as close as we could be.

I put my hand on one of Amy's tits as I started to fuck her, pinching her nipple again and enjoying how she felt through her silky purple tank top. She pushed her chest up into me and lifted up her legs, wrapping them around my hips. It was almost like she was hanging off of me as I fucked her, gripping me with her arms and legs, thrusting herself upward as I thrust downward. I buried myself in her, kissing her, licking her neck, hearing her harsh breaths in my ear.

I thrust harder into her, and our flesh smacked together beneath the covers. Amy cried out as I drove my cock deeper into her, and she whispered in my ear, "Cum in me, Mark, cum in me." Her words and her breath tickled my skin. So fucking hot.

I grunted and plunged my cock all the way inside her and I came, hugging her close to me as I filled her up.

"Stay inside," she whispered to me, and she took one hand off my neck and brought it down to rub herself, and I heard her tiny grunts and suppressed moans against me as she worked her clit and her fingers brushed against my shaft. She gripped me tighter with her left arm and her body tensed against me when her orgasm hit, her breath hot and wet on my neck as she came while writhing against me, her tunnel squeezing my cock.

"Fuck, that was good," Amy said, relaxing back down onto the bed and letting my cock slip out of her.

"Yeah," I said, kissing her neck once more. She rubbed her hand down my back.

"Okay, let me go run to the shower before I leak onto the bed," she said with a giggle, kissing me quickly on the lips before sliding out from underneath me and hopping out of bed.

I watched her go, her cute butt shaking. This was the first time Amy and I had woken up to have morning sex, and I certainly wouldn't mind it becoming a habit. The four of us taking time to have individual sex, as Cynthia suggested, had been a fantastic idea. We were far more comfortable now being intimate with each other without additional company, and while I wouldn't have minded if the girls had fun with each other without me, it didn't seem that any of them were particularly interested in that.

In a way, it was flattering.

By the time I had roused myself from my sleepiness and gotten out of bed to start my day, Amy was already done with her shower, stepping out of the bathroom with a towel around her hair and nothing around her naked body.

"That's a good look," I said to her, reaching out to run my hand across her shoulder.

She grinned, looking up at my hair. "You, too."

I reached up and touched the top of my head. I could feel my hair poking up at awkward angles from the night's sleep.

"My turn in the shower," I said.

I was running a little bit late (worth it), so I hurried through my shower and got dressed, giving Amy a hug goodbye before I ran out the door.

Work wasn't so bad when you had three women waiting for you at home. Well, on paper, anyway. I usually got home before Sandra, Emily was out of town, and depending on her shift, Amy might not be home. But still, it was our place, and it was a good place to have waiting for me.

It seemed like the richer my real life was, the more my days at work blended together. Before I knew it, it was the end of the day and I was saying goodbye to my deskmate and heading down to the parking lot.

And there, in the parking lot of my office building, I saw someone who I couldn't possibly be seeing.

Dark hair, cut short and sweeping around her head. Dark eyes to match, and a smile on her face, a happy smile that I knew very well, even if it had been a rare thing to see the last few times I had been with her.

It was Alyssa, my ex-girlfriend. Here.


CHAPTER 2

After the initial shock of seeing her passed, my heart gave a little jump. I wanted to hate her on sight. It would've been easier that way. But that didn't happen, and it left me stunned, standing still in the parking lot as she walked up to me.

Maybe there was really something to that whole 'absence makes the heart grow fonder' thing.

"Mark," Alyssa said, smiling as she came up to me. "Don't you recognize me?"

"You cut your hair," I said, which was all I could think to say.

"Do you like it?"

"Alyssa..." I blinked, trying to regain my wits. What the hell was she doing here? I didn't exactly live close to my hometown anymore, which was where Alyssa had remained, or at least as far as I was aware. It was no hop, skip, and jump to show up where I worked. It was a journey of slightly over two thousand miles.

"Are you here to kill me?" I asked.

Her mouth dropped open, and both of us were frozen for a moment, and then she started to laugh, and I let relieved laughter escape from my chest, like a tension valve being released.

"That's a good one," Alyssa said, wiping her eyes. "How about a hello?"

"Hey," I said to her, and then I was wrapping her up in a hug and it felt perfectly natural, and she hugged me back.

"Hey," she said as we pulled apart, looking at me. "Where's your car? I feel weird just standing in the middle of the lot."

I walked us over to my car, but we didn't get inside, just standing near it.

"I know the normal thing to do would've been to call you and tell you I was coming," Alyssa said, "but, um...I didn't."

"No, you didn't," I said. "What's going on? Is everything...is everything okay?"

Alyssa gave me a quick nod. "Yes, everything's fine. It's nothing like that. I just...oh, Mark. I just wanted to see you. The way we ended things sucked, it absolutely sucked."

Alyssa leaned against my car, and I tried to figure out what to say. A million things happened inside my head, and they all clashed with each other, leaving me feeling lost.

"It definitely sucked," I agreed, just wanting to say something.

Alyssa chewed at the inside of her lip, a habit of hers I was familiar with. She had problems with anxiety. I looked at her there, in her dark blue top with the swooping neck and her off-white pants—proof that she still knew how to put an outfit together, though this was an outfit I hadn't seen. It was bizarre seeing her here, almost surreal, and yet strangely comforting. Like living proof that my past was real, and my memories of the time before I'd come to this new city weren't some figment of my imagination.

"It's good to see you," I finally said. "It really is. I had been...worried. Worried that the last thing we'd ever do together was fight like teenagers."

"Well, there was a pretty good chance of that being the case when you moved away," Alyssa said, and there was a hard edge in her voice, but it softened. "I want to talk about us. I didn't want to do it over the phone, and I knew if I called you, that would end up happening. Plus..."

She looked away from me.

I took a step forward, put a hand on her arm. "What is it?"

Alyssa looked back at me, her brown eyes latching onto mine. She really did have incredible eyes, so expressive, capable of glittering with joy, steeling with anger, and shining with remorse. I had told her before that she would look good on TV, and it would make her laugh, but it also made her hug me.

"I wanted to come here without making a big plan around it to show you that I'm flexible," Alyssa said. "That the idea of coming to a new city doesn't scare me like it used to." She tittered, putting a hand on mine where I was touching her. "Or maybe it still does, a little, but that I could do it anyway."

"What are you saying?" I asked her.

"I have a lot to say." Alyssa squeezed my fingers. "But I don't want to do it in a parking lot while your building empties out. What about dinner?"

"Um..."

I did the thinking and logistical equivalent to a marathon run in my head over a few sparse seconds. Let me take you on my journey.

First was whether I wanted to go to dinner with Alyssa. I could admit to myself that yes, I did. I did want to see her, and I did want to talk to her. No matter how much easier it would be to hate her, I just couldn't do it.

Then was the question of, did I want her to know that I was with someone? Several someones? I didn't think it was possible to have a conversation with her if that became apparent. At this point, I could consider Alyssa a friend. It was reasonable to go out to dinner with a friend and not have to tell your girlfriend first. Girlfriends. This was what I believed, because I was stupid.

Finally, the literal question. Could I go to dinner? My thoughts flicked by at lightning speed. Emily was in Chicago. Amy was working. Sandra was working, too, and she usually got home late, often eating dinner separately. Yes, it would work. No conflict.

"Or we could go back to your place and talk," Alyssa suggested.

No. No, that would not work.

"Dinner sounds good," I said to her. "I'd like to talk, too."

She brightened up, that glittery excitement coming into her eyes. "What's a good place around here?"

"There's an Italian place, Maria's, not too far from here," I said. "Do you need a ride?"

Alyssa shook her head. "I rented a car. I'll follow you there?"

"Sure."

I got into my car and found Alyssa getting into hers, and then I headed toward the restaurant. Amy worked at a similar restaurant named Marianna's, which was probably what put Maria's into my head. That, and Alyssa liked Italian. So did I.

You know, if you don't want Amy or Sandra or Emily to know about this, that probably means it's wrong.

"It's not wrong," I assured myself as I drove. "It's just complicated. I want to keep things simple. I'm going to talk to Alyssa and we'll be able to have closure on this thing like adults."

You think she flew two thousand miles for closure?

I didn't know. I just didn't know.


CHAPTER 3

I met with Alyssa in the parking lot of Maria's, and we walked into the restaurant together. There was no wait for a table this early on the cusp of dinner, so we got seated right away.

"Thanks for coming out with me," Alyssa said. "Really, Mark. You didn't have to."

"I wasn't going to leave you hanging there after you'd come all this way," I said to her. "And I did mean it, I do want to talk to you. Are you in town for a while?"

"I have a hotel booked up for a few days. I'm treating this like a mini-vacation." Alyssa looked down at the table. "I haven't heard from you since you left."

"I know," I said. "It's been...it's been a hard transition. And hey, I didn't hear from you, either."

"Yeah," Alyssa said, "but you're the one who left."

I let air out of my nose. "I can't take all the blame for us splitting up."

"No, I'm sorry." Alyssa shook her head, then reached across the table and touched my hand. "I didn't mean that. I know that I was far from perfect near the end, too. I just didn't know how to deal with it, so apparently I just...decided to be a huge bitch about everything."

"Stop, that's not true," I started, but she cut me off.

"It's true, I know I messed up and I'm allowed to call myself a bitch," she said. Then she gave me a little smile. "You're just not allowed to."

"I do remember that," I chuckled. "So, you said you wanted to talk about us. What did you...have in mind, exactly?"

"I guess I wanted to ask, um..." Alyssa held steady on my eyes when she started talking, but then she looked away, and she leaned back in her chair. Her hands went to her lap, fidgeting around.

"It's okay," I told her.

"Do you hate me?" Alyssa looked up from her lap, her eyes shining. "For how I acted, for—for the things that I said? I should—you should hate me. That's all I could think about the last month, how much you must hate me."

"Liss," I said, "I don't hate you. I get what you mean, and I...listen, I said stuff that I'm not proud of, too. What about you, do you hate me?"

"No, Mark, of course I don't." She pulled in a big breath and leaned forward again, putting her arms on the table. "After we split up, I was angry, and I stayed angry probably longer than I should have. But once that faded away, I...I was just sad. And I couldn't stop thinking about our fight, and the stuff that came out of my mouth, and I really didn't like the person I had become. So I wanted to leave that part of my life behind. New haircut, new clothes, even a new job I'm starting soon."

"I thought about you a lot after I left," I blurted suddenly. "I had a lot of regrets, too, but I couldn't bring myself to call. I don't know why. I guess it was too hard, or maybe I was stubborn, like once I had gotten on the plane, that was it. No reaching back to connect strings that I had broken on the way out." I shook my head. "It was a stupid way to think."

"I'm really glad to hear that," she said. "You have no idea."

"Did you think I was just a totally different person out here?"

Alyssa smiled, but there was sadness in it. "Honestly? I kind of did. I didn't know who or what I would find when I showed up at your office building. Your parents told me where you worked, by the way, when I talked to them about coming out to see you."

"I figured." I thought about mom and dad back home. "That must've made them happy, talking to you. They always loved you."

"They were very willing to tell me about your new life," Alyssa said with a laugh. "Even give me your address, which I politely refused. Showing up at your office felt somehow less intrusive than knocking on your door."

What she said next shouldn't have surprised me, but the words still hit me like a glancing blow from a car.

"What do you think about getting back together?" Alyssa asked me.

Time seemed to slow down. I blinked and I breathed and I looked across the table at this girl I had been with for four years, this girl that I had loved, this girl that...that I still had feelings for, and it had taken seeing her face again for those feelings to bubble up to the surface.

When I had been talking to Emily, I had told her there was no love left between Alyssa and me. But now I understood those words were spoken by someone with many miles of buffer, someone who could distance himself from wounded feelings while the hurt went away.

That distance was gone. What it left me with was reality. And reality is rarely so clean and simple as breaking up with someone you had loved for four years and being able to move on with no regrets. Even if I had amazing women in my life whom I cared for deeply.

It didn't mean Emily, Sandra, and Amy were any less important to me. It just meant that Alyssa was important, too, and I had to figure out how to handle this.

"I..." I stopped myself. "Sorry. I was going to ask if that was something you really wanted, but then I remembered you took a flight out here to ask me that."

"All that, and I forgot to bring flowers," Alyssa said, putting forth a little joke while her eyes burned with intensity, waiting for me to answer.

I knew my answer, I just didn't know how to say it. "I don't think that's something that...ah, Liss, I thought you might have...I don't know, found somebody else," I said. "Since I left."

Alyssa blinked, drawing back. "Oh, I'm so...Mark, have you...?"

"Sorry for the wait! Can I get you two some drinks?" The server, rushing up to our table. I had forgotten we were in a restaurant.

I looked over at him, the slim man smiling with his notepad in his hand.

"Water is fine," Alyssa said.

"Yeah." I gave the server a brief smile. "Could we have a few minutes?"

"Of course." The server stepped away, gone in a flash.

"Mark?" Alyssa was saying my name, but I hardly heard her. I was looking where the server had stood, where the bar was further back against the wall. Two bartenders moved around behind the glossy wood, one a tall, thin man, and one a petite and curvy blonde.

Oh, shit.

I was at Amy's restaurant.

I had gotten them mixed up. Amy worked here at Maria's, not at Marianna's, and the four of us had gone to Marianna's before because Amy didn't work there. No wonder I didn't exactly recognize this place. It looked close enough to how Marianna's did, both Italian places, but—

Amy saw me. I watched her eyes go wide, and then her head tilt as she looked over at Alyssa, who could not possibly be mistaken for Sandra or Emily.

"Mark, are you okay?" Alyssa asked.

Amy was coming over.


CHAPTER 4

Maybe I deserved this. Maybe I had subconsciously come here on purpose, out of guilt, to get caught.

"Hi, Mark," Amy said as she approached the table. She was dressed in a neat black apron and long white sleeves underneath, her hair tied behind her. "Crazy seeing you here." Amy smiled and leaned in, looking at Alyssa and whispering, "I told him that the food at Marianna's down the street is better."

I was too stunned to speak. Amy looked back at me. "Aren't you going to introduce me?"

"Amy," I said, finding my voice. "This is, uh...this is Alyssa."

"Alyssa," Amy said, looking back at my ex across the table with a smile. "Alyssa," she repeated, and understanding dawned on her face.

Alyssa had gone white as a sheet. "Nice to meet you, Amy," she said quickly, standing up from the table, her eyes shining. "I—I have to go."

"Alyssa, wait." I stood, my chair skittering back on the tiled floor.

"No, this was stupid." Alyssa turned away, walking fast across the restaurant floor.

No. I couldn't let us part like this, not again.

"Mark, that was your ex-girlfriend?" Amy watched her walk away, then turned toward me.

"Yeah," I said, breathless. "She showed up out of the blue."

"What did she want?"

"To talk." Alyssa was leaving out the front doors. I turned to Amy and put my hands on her shoulders. "I have to talk to her. It's just...there's a lot, with us, our breakup was tough and she...I just need to make sure she's okay."

"Mark, you were out to dinner with your ex," Amy said, bewildered. "Why didn't you tell us? Why did you come here?"

I had to get to Alyssa before she drove away. "It was a mistake. You just have to trust me, Amy. Please. I have to run."

"Mark—"

I couldn't afford to wait any longer, so I bolted, running across the restaurant and bursting out through the doors. I ran through the lot to Alyssa's car and skidded to a halt, slapping my hands onto the hood right as she was opening her door.

"Please don't," Alyssa said, and there were tears on her face. "I don't know what I was thinking, coming here. Of course you, you...have someone else."

"I was going to tell you," I said. "I wasn't trying to—"

"It doesn't matter. Just let me go."

I came around the car, to stand closer to her. The driver's-side door hung between us.

"Liss, I don't want to lose you from my life," I told her, putting my hands on top of the door. "I used to think I was okay with it, but after seeing you...I'm not, okay?" My throat felt tight. I swallowed, fighting through it. "I can't have us just run away from each other, sad and hurt like last time, and have that be the end of it. You did something huge, coming all the way out here. You—you think I don't see that?"

Shit, I was crying. I raised a hand to my face, pressed the back of my wrist into my eye violently, like I could muscle the emotions away.

Alyssa gently pushed my hands off her door, but she didn't get in the car. She closed the door, coming over to me.

I wiped my eyes. "I just want us to have the chance to talk. You gave us another chance to do that by coming out here. Don't let me screw that up."

Alyssa pressed her head against my chest. I put my arms around her.

"I really did want you back," she whispered. "I feel like such an idiot."

"You're not," I said. "I should have said something sooner. I didn't know...it was stupid of me."

"I won't run away," she said, sighing into me before pulling back from the hug. "I just need a little time to take this in before we can talk. I'm going to go back to my hotel. You, uh, you have the same phone number, right?"

"Yeah." I didn't want her to leave. But what were we going to do, go back into the restaurant? I had to believe her, that she just needed time. "You?"

"Same number." She gave me a sad smile. "I promise I'll call you. Maybe tonight, maybe tomorrow."

"Please do," I said to her, holding her hand. "I care about you, Liss. That's never going to change."

She squeezed my hand and she got into her car, driving off. I watched her go, and then I turned and walked back into the restaurant, letting a huge, tense breath out of my chest. If Alyssa just flew home without talking to me, I would understand. But I would just have to wait and see.

In the meantime, I had to hope I hadn't fucked everything else up.

I went over to the bar. It was starting to pick up, and Amy was back there, serving drinks to a couple at the far end. I caught her eye, and she finished pouring and walked over to me.

"You want to tell me what's going on?" she asked tersely.

"It's nothing to be upset about, I swear," I responded, but that was the wrong thing to say.

"Seeing you with your ex is plenty to be upset about," Amy snapped, tapping her fingers on the bar. "She lives on the east coast, you said. What the hell is she doing here? Did you invite her?"

"No," I said, tripping over my words. "She showed up unexpectedly. She came to my work, I guess my parents told her..."

"And what did she want?" Amy stared at me.

"To, uh..." I cleared my throat. "Get back together."

"She—"

"Obviously that's not happening," I cut in quickly. "She didn't know about you. I didn't get the chance to tell her before she brought up getting back together. Once she realized, she left." I sighed. "Everything just happened so fast. And it's not like I never wanted to see her again for the rest of my life. When she showed up...we just had to talk."

"Jesus, Mark, this is something else," Amy said. She glanced back at the bar. "Look. It's getting busy. My shift ends in an hour and Sandra is picking me up on her way home. We have to talk about this at home."

"Okay." Amy's car was in the shop till tomorrow, and she'd taken a rideshare to work. "I'm going to call Emily to just, to uh, fill her in. I wasn't trying to keep anything from you all, that's the honest truth. You can talk to Sandra on the drive home?"

"I'll talk to her," Amy said. "I have to go."

She turned and went back behind the bar, sliding into her work and not sparing me a second glance. I chewed on the inside of my lip and I left the restaurant. That had gone terribly. On both sides, I had important people in my life upset with me. I wondered if I could have handled this any worse if I had tried.

I got into my car and left Maria's, heading home. Sandra and Amy would be there later, but Emily deserved to know what was going on, too, while she was gone. I called her through the car as I drove.

"Marky-Mark," Emily said cheerfully when she picked up. "I was going to call you guys later, after dinner."

"How's the conference?" I asked.

"Oh, boring. The last two days are usually more fun." Today was Thursday. "So, high hopes for tomorrow. What's up with you?"

I gripped the steering wheel. "Alyssa came to see me today."

"Alyssa—oh, my god. You mean your ex?"

"Yeah."

I told Emily everything I had told Amy, but I gave her more details since she wasn't pressed for time. And I just wanted to get it off my chest. It felt good to talk about it, even though it hurt and I had to pause to get myself together a couple of times. I had talked with Emily more about Alyssa than I had with Sandra or Amy, and that must have helped her understand a bit better.

"She wanted to get back together," Emily mused after I had told her. "I have to respect the idea. Flying all the way out there without warning, to show you that the life-changing stuff was something she could roll with."

"It blew me away," I admitted.

"What are you going to say to her?"

I stopped at a red light. "I have no fucking idea. I don't know if she's really going to call me or not, let alone meet up with me again. We might have just ended up splitting apart the same way we did before."

"I'm sure she's going to call," Emily soothed me. "And she won't leave without seeing you again. Not after coming all this way."

"Maybe," I said, steadying my breath, "but what the hell do I say to her? I don't know how to make this okay."

"It can't be perfect," Emily said.

I turned at the light. Our place was just a few blocks away.

"You just tell her the truth," she continued. "You guys owe each other the truth, don't you think?"

"That's a good way of putting it," I agreed.

"I'm smart occasionally," Emily said. Her voice softened. "Alyssa sounds really sweet. Even when you told me, you know, the bad stuff...I could tell that you still cared about her. That's not a bad thing, Mark."

"Yeah," I said, "but it sure makes things hard."


CHAPTER 5

"I'm going to text the girls," Emily said as I parked the car. "It sounds like Amy was pissed. I'll see what I can do."

"Don't worry about that, this is my mess," I told her. "I'll clean it up."

"Maybe you can," Emily said, "but it's not like I have anything else to do. Sandra doesn't pick up calls at work, and Amy's finishing the dinner rush. I'll at least let them know that I know."

"Okay," I said, and I added, "thanks, Emily. You already helped me a lot."

"I wish I was there," she said, letting out a breath. "I miss you all."

"Same here," I said. "But we'll see you Saturday morning."

"Can't wait."

We ended the call, and I shut off the car and went upstairs. I didn't have much to do. I didn't want to change into house clothes, giving some impression that I was lazily over the whole thing. Maybe I was self-flagellating, but I stayed in my slacks and button-down and drank a glass of water and paced around, wondering what I was going to say. It would depend on what Amy and Sandra had to say. Not to mention I still had to figure out what I could say to Alyssa.

Jesus, what a mess.

I was sitting on the couch when the door opened and half of the harem arrived home, Amy coming in with Sandra behind her.

"Hey," I said, feeling meek.

"No Alyssa?" Sandra said, looking around.

"What? No, of course not." My eyes went wide. "She has a hotel, I guess. She went back there."

Amy and Sandra set their things down and came over to the living room, sitting on the love seat opposite the couch where I was. I felt like I was getting stared down by a couple of beautiful wolves. The two blondes sat with their hips touching, not looking angry, but intense. Amy was a full foot shorter than Sandra, but the two of them together still put up an impressive front.

"I think we need to know more about you two," Amy said, and Sandra nodded in agreement.

"What do you mean?" I hadn't expected that.

"You and Alyssa," Sandra said. The taller blonde was wearing a cute dress that showed her shoulders, yellow with thin straps. Her hand went up to play idly with one of the straps, plucking at it. "We talked with Emily on the drive home. She knows more about your relationship than we do."

"We want to understand," Amy said. "And, uh...reserve judgment. Because I may have...judged."

"It just kind of spilled out of me when we were talking one time," I said, referring to when I had opened up to Emily on the drive to Cynthia's, with the cookies on my lap. "I'm not trying to hide it. It's just not...fun to talk about."

"Mark, it's okay." Sandra leaned forward. "I know it's hard. I know you're not dying to bring it up all the time. But we're asking you now, so we can all be on the same page."

I filled my lungs with air. It smelled like cinnamon, a candle Amy had put out that filled the room with scent even when it wasn't lit.

"Okay," I said.

I told them about Alyssa and me. How long we'd been together, how in love we had been. How we'd broken up. They knew some of it, but I had kept a lot of this stuff to myself.

It hurt to talk about, it still did. The wounds, old, felt fresher now, reawakened. At some point, Sandra and Amy came over from their couch to mine, sitting on either side of me and putting their arms around me. That was how I finished telling them everything I could, the three of us close together on the couch.

"I'm sorry, Mark," Sandra said, hugging against me. "This is a hard thing to deal with."

Amy hugged me from her side. "I shouldn't have snapped at you."

"I shouldn't have gone to Maria's," I said, letting out a small, hollow laugh. "Don't know what I was thinking."

"Your brain was fuzzy, dealing with all this with no warning," Amy said. "I don't blame you."

"What are you going to tell her?" Sandra asked.

"I don't know," I responded. "I'm waiting for her to call, to see if she really wants to talk."

"You think she'd just leave?" Amy asked.

"She might." I rubbed my hand against my knee. "She wanted to get back together, and that's not happening. I don't know why she'd stay."

"The same reason you want to talk to her," Sandra said softly. "You're important to her."

The three of us relaxed into the couch, the tension finally dissipating.

"So you don't have anything to do until you hear from her, right?" Amy asked me.

"I guess not."

Amy looked across me, over to Sandra. She raised an eyebrow at her.

"What's going on?" I looked between both of them.

"Well, we're not mad mad at you," Sandra said slowly to me, moving her hand from my shoulder down to my chest. "But you still messed up, Mark, taking your ex out to dinner without letting us know."

"It's not my proudest moment..." I watched her hand slide down to my waist.

"How do you feel about being punished?" Sandra pressed her hand down into my crotch. I saw a grin creep across Amy's face.

"Um..." I started. "What do you mean—"

"Great." Sandra grabbed me by the front of my shirt, standing and pulling me to my feet. "Let's go."


CHAPTER 6

She was surprisingly strong.

Sandra pulled me to the bedroom, Amy right behind me with her hand latched onto my wrist. We got to the bed and Sandra pushed me down. I sprawled backward onto the soft covers.

"This is how we three girls used to resolve spats," Sandra told me, standing above me on the bed. "Amy and I discussed it on the drive home."

"We had to make sure you were, you know, not being sleazy about the Alyssa thing first," Amy said, moving around to the other side of the bed. "And you're not. You're being very sweet, actually."

"But that said, she and I still have a little frustration we need to—ahem—take out." Sandra gave me a big smile.

"So since you're technically the one at fault..." Amy dragged her fingernails down my arm. "Well, here's what Emily and Sandra and I would do. Pretty simple, really. We all were, and are, very sexual creatures. We couldn't let something like a fight get in the way of those needs. So if we were mad at each other, when we made up..."

Sandra picked up. "Someone would be, hm, the submissive." She flashed me a toothy grin. "That's you, handsome. Make us feel good, and maybe we'll make you feel good, and then everybody feels better."

"What do you think?" Amy asked.

I could hardly believe what I was hearing. How lucky could I possibly be? How could I have landed these angels?

"I will do whatever you ladies want," I said honestly, the look of them looming over me already making me hard on the tail end of the emotions I had wrestled through. "Seriously. Beat the hell out of me."

They both laughed, and Amy said, "I don't think it will come to that, honey."

Lying back on the bed, I reached up to my collar and started unbuttoning my shirt, but Sandra reached down a long arm and stopped me, wrapping her fingers around my wrist.

"You're keeping those on," Sandra told me, and her tone was strong.

"Yes ma'am," I said, dropping my hands back down to my sides on the bed.

"I think I'm going to start my work down here," Sandra said to Amy, while she trailed a hand down from my stomach to my waist. "What do you think?"

"Leaves the top for me?" Amy said. "That sounds perfect, Sandra."

I wasn't allowed to get undressed, but Amy was, and she took full advantage of that freedom, quickly stripping off her clothes until she was completely naked and climbing up onto the bed. She swung her leg over me, straddling me backwards so that I was staring at her beautiful ass on my chest, and then she backed up slowly, slowly. The cheeks of her ass grazed my chin, followed by the insides of her thighs as she gradually backed up over me, and then she meticulously placed her pussy right onto my mouth.

"Eat," she commanded.

With her plump ass hugging my face, I licked deeply into the folds of her pussy, and Amy started to grind her crotch down onto me, directing my tongue where to go. She would bring her clitoris backwards to my mouth and then drive down on me, forcing my nose into her entrance, penetrating her pussy while I sucked on her erogenous nub.

While Amy fed me her pussy, she snapped her arms out and held my arms down onto the bed for good measure. I couldn't see, but I could feel Sandra's hands running over my crotch, finding my hard dick in my pants and nudging it around. But she made no move to free my cock or lower my pants. She pressed two fingers into my shaft and pushed down hard, squeezing my dick painfully against my leg. I grunted into Amy's pussy.

"Oh, hush," Sandra told me, pressing her fingernails into my cock. I could feel their curved shapes indenting my shaft even through my pants. "This doesn't hurt."

It hurt a little, but it also felt good a lot, and besides, I was at their mercy. If they had grievances to take out on me, I should be so lucky that it involved Amy sitting down on my face and Sandra toying with my cock.

I used my mouth to please Amy whichever way she positioned herself on me, going from sucking on her clit to driving my tongue up into her tunnel while she wiggled back and forth on me like I was being ridden. She gave me her aroused juices and I drank them down, filling my senses with her taste and feel and smell.

Sandra seemed to be having quite a good time playing with my cock, though it was uncomfortable at times as she handled me through my pants. She would wrap her hand around my shaft as much as she could, and the back of the zipper would rub at me through my underwear, making me jerk. Sandra wouldn't keep up that little torture for long, but she did enough for me to know that she was doing it on purpose. I guess she really was mad at me.

I heard her get undressed, and then she was back fondling me over my pants, gripping my dick hard and squeezing upward like a tube of toothpaste. I felt my precum get forced out and soak into the fabric of my underwear and pants. I groaned into Amy's pussy as Sandra manhandled my manhood, stroking me and squeezing me and rubbing me against myself. All I wanted was to feel her touch against the bare flesh of my cock, to spring free of my pants, but I didn't dare ask for that.

"Sandra," Amy said from on top of me, breathing heavily in between her words as I munched on her pussy, "I'm getting there. What if you took over the front for our man here?"

Sandra gave my dick a good shake. "Stick it out for me, darling."

I didn't know what that meant, but Amy was shifting, pulling her knees forward and tilting backward on me until my face was buried in her butt.

"Eat my ass now, Mark," Amy commanded me breathlessly from up above. "Just as good as you ate my pussy."

She was heavy on my face, pressing me down into the bed with her butt. She had let my wrists go, so I brought my hands up to hold her wide hips as I buried my tongue into her asshole. Amy tilted back further, and then Sandra crawled up my body, pointedly rubbing her lithe, naked form against the wet spot on the front of my pants that my hard dick strained against. Her tits brushed across my stomach, then settled somewhere on my chest as she lowered herself between Amy's widely spread legs and began eating her pussy.

"Fuck, yes, oh god, eat me," Amy moaned, holding herself up on top of me. She sat down hard on my tongue, and I wiggled my way into her ass, her body instinctually trying to keep me out but unable to withstand the might of both of us wanting me in. Sandra's tongue licked down Amy's pussy and tickled playfully at my chin before she went back up to her girlfriend. Amy's anus throbbed around my tongue as Sandra sucked on her clit.

"Yes, yes...ah...oh fuck, you two...don't stop!"

Amy's weight on my face was so hot and intense, my dick so hard in my pants I thought it might snap in two. Her ass clenched on me, and her body stiffened, and then she was cumming and she was swearing and her juices were splattering Sandra's face and running down onto me while my tongue was still deep inside of her ass, and all I could do was let her soak my neck and my chest while she bucked forward into Sandra's mouth and backward into my stiff tongue.

"Goddddd," Amy moaned, the vestiges of her orgasm shuddering through her. When her body stopped shaking, she got off of me, and I suddenly had more oxygen, taking huge, gasping breaths.

But it wasn't to be. Now Sandra was on top of me, this time with her knees on either side of my head while she faced the headboard of the bed. She braced herself against the back wall and settled her pussy down over my face and mouth.

"My turn," she said with glee.

I ate her too, ate her passionately, tasting her unique flavor, different from Amy and Emily, pulling her clitoris into my mouth and sucking and licking at it to give her maximum pleasure. Amy's naked body rubbed over mine, and she clamped my hands down to the bed again and buried her face in Sandra's spread ass cheeks. She rimmed out Sandra's back door while Sandra bucked and ground and rubbed on me, the tall blonde moaning, bringing one hand down from the wall to slide her fingers into my hair and tug, directing my mouth. Amy's tongue brushed against mine while we ate Sandra from both ends.

Amy let go of my hands so that she could spread Sandra's ass open further, drive her tongue in deeper, moaning all the while, and then Sandra's orgasm shook all three of us like a thunderclap as her upper body collapsed against the wall and she jammed her clit between my lips, telling me to suck it, suck on it, keep sucking on it, while her juices dripped onto me and Amy dug her fingernails into the flesh of Sandra's ass.

And when she was done, the two women lay on the bed, rolling to either side of me, all three of us catching our breath. My unquenched arousal was agonizing, and I could feel a cold wet spot on the front of me as my cock oozed out more precum than it ever had. But I couldn't go for it, I didn't dare. I had to do what they wanted, lest this whole thing be ruined.

Mercifully, once the two of them began to stir, I felt two pairs of hands creeping to my crotch, massaging my dick. It felt so good that I couldn't help but cry out, thrusting my hips against their touch.

They whispered to each other. I could hear the sounds, but I couldn't make out what they were saying. I didn't care. All I was focused on was their touching, their rubbing, angling myself into their hands to try to find relief.

"You need to do one more thing for us, Mark," Amy said, and her face was close enough to my cock that I could literally feel her talking through it.

"Anything," I pleaded.

Sandra giggled. "You need to cum in your pants."

"Huh?" I gasped. I lifted a hand, and Amy slammed it back down onto the bed, grabbing my wrist tightly. Sandra did the same on my left side.

"Cum in your pants," Amy said. "Make a big mess and ruin them."

"Then I think we're even," Sandra said, a twinkle in her eye.

I couldn't say anything. I just nodded, the two women holding my hands down with all their strength. With their free hands, they fondled me, they rubbed me and stroked me, they squished the spongy head of my dick into the cold, soaking precum stain on my pants and pinched it with their fingers, and everything felt so good, so fucking good.

I twisted under their hold and grunted. I had never cum like this. It was different, hard to get used to, but it still felt good. I grunted, and then I moaned, and my breath came faster in my chest as their individual hands rubbed and fondled me, stroking me and squeezing my balls. Finally, I cried out in ecstasy as they gave me release and I splattered cum inside my pants, my dick jumping and throbbing against their hands as they pressed down against me, chasing me through my pants while I soaked through my garments with my cum and just kept shooting, shooting and shooting, letting out everything I had until I was a heaving mess on the bed and their fingers unwrapped from my wrists.

"Oh," Sandra said disapprovingly, giving a tsk-tsk. "You're going to have to throw these pants out, you naughty boy."

I dropped my head back onto the bed, panting. I had never cum that hard before in my life.


CHAPTER 7

Alyssa didn't call that night, and I worried that my fear had come to fruition, and she had just left. But I wanted to give her the day that she had asked for, so I resisted the urge to call her on Friday.

Sandra and Amy had had their fun with me, and they were sweet as could be in the hours to follow our little sexcapade, not even bringing it up. Meanwhile, I could hardly stop thinking about it, knowing it would occupy my mind entirely if I didn't have Alyssa to worry about.

God, being held down and jerked off, even through my pants? Those two might have just unlocked a new kink for me.

When it came to be 9PM on Friday and I still hadn't heard from Alyssa, I told myself I would call her. I even had her number pulled up in my phone, but I set the phone down before I could dial.

At 10PM, I called up her number again, staring at it. I planned out what I would say. But I didn't dial.

At 11PM, I made a promise to myself that I wouldn't call tonight, but I would call at 12:01 AM. That would meet the criterion of the day.

At 11:27 PM, my phone rang, and I answered it.

"Alyssa," I said. "I thought I might not hear from you."

"I admit, I was looking at flights, Mark," she said quietly. "But you're right. I don't want us to part ways like this. I still want to talk, even if you're with someone else."

I thought back to what the harem had talked about last night, after the sex was over and we had gotten cleaned up.

"I have Emily on the phone," Amy said, still naked. I had put on a pair of pajama pants, but nothing else. Both of them were sitting on the bed, and they had called me back into the bedroom.

"Hiiii," Emily's voice rang out from the speakerphone. They had called her while I was in my bedroom, finding clean clothes. "Amy was just telling me about how they took their revenge on you, Mark. It sounded pretty fucking hot. Wish I'd been there."

"Uh, it was," I said, surprised to be talking to Emily right now and wondering what was up.

Emily laughed. "Still shellshocked. Yeah, it must've been something."

"We thought it would be good for all of us to talk, now that the tension has been...released," Sandra said, with a wink.

I got onto the bed with them and we huddled around the phone.

"The harem should meet Alyssa," Emily said over the phone.

"You...what?" I blinked, sure I had misheard her. "Where did this come from?"

"Actually, I texted her in the group," Amy said. "Just a little bit ago, after we finished. Sandra thinks it's a good idea, and so does Emily. I met Alyssa, sort of, just for a few seconds in the restaurant. Even once she realized I was your girlfriend, she didn't lash out at me or anything. She came all this way, she's still here even after knowing you're taken..."

"She seems very driven," Sandra said. "And it's hard for us not to be interested in someone who feels this strongly for you, Mark. Since all of us feel the same way."

"What she said," Emily affirmed over the speaker.

"Just meeting Amy sent her off running," I said. "No offense. I have no idea how she would take this kind of...revelation about the harem."

"She's still here even though you're not single," Sandra said. "There's a possibility that she really wants closure, which is fine and good. There's the possibility that she thinks she can steal you away, something about which none of us three are truly concerned..."

"But there's also the possibility that she might understand," Emily said. "If she's anything like you, and she must be, considering how long the two of you were together."

"We're not saying we expect her to join the harem," Amy said to me. "But don't you want to tell her the whole truth?"

"I'm really glad you didn't leave, Liss," I said to her.

"I...I am, too," Alyssa said over the phone. "We have to do this for real, you know?"

"I know exactly what you mean." I nibbled at the corner of my lip, holding the phone up to my ear. "When can we meet up?"

"Tomorrow," Alyssa said firmly. "When can you be free?"

Emily's flight landed at 9:30AM tomorrow morning. Amy and Sandra would be going to pick her up together.

"How about noon?" I said.

"Lunch?"

"No," I told her. "I'd like you to come over to my apartment."

"Your apartment." Alyssa hesitated. I could feel her mulling it over in her mind, palpable through the phone. I held my breath.

She was hesitating because she knew there was a possibility that I lived with whomever I was dating. If she wasn't willing to come over here on the off-chance of running into, presumably, Amy, then there was no way she would be able to happily accept the idea that I was in a harem.

But she surprised me, as she had done multiple times since she had shown up in the city.

"Your apartment is fine," she said to me, sounding almost relieved. That tone in her voice surprised me, but it wasn't what surprised me the most. It was what she said next.

"That Amy girl seems nice," Alyssa continued. "I'd like to meet her, too. For more than a few seconds this time."

"You...would?" The breath I had been holding got knocked out of my chest.

"Well, yeah," Alyssa said. "I want to know the people in your life. I don't want you to turn into some kind of stranger to me if we're still going to be friends."

I felt like if I breathed, this wooden block tower we were building might topple over, shattering everything. I spoke carefully.

"I can make sure she's here," I said.

"Okay," Alyssa said, a surprising amount of cheer in her voice after how forlorn the call had begun. "It's late and I'm tired, but I'll see you tomorrow, alright? Text me the address."

"I will," I said. "Good night, Liss."

"Good night, Mark," she said, and her voice was warm, and she hung up.

I let the phone fall into my lap and stared ahead, blinking a few times.

"Sandra, Amy," I called out. "We're...going to have a visitor tomorrow."

The story ends in…
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In the final book of the series, Mark has barely salvaged things with his ex, Alyssa. Now it's time to tell her the truth about the harem.


After Alyssa surprised Mark and told him she wanted to get back together, things turned disastrous once she realized he was dating someone else. But Alyssa doesn't know the half of it, not yet.


Mark, Emily, Sandra, and Amy have decided that Alyssa deserves to know the truth. She's coming over to the apartment today. Alyssa doesn't know it, but she's about to meet the whole harem.


And Mark has no idea how this is going to go.
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