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CHAPTER 1

"Are you sure? I know how to clean."

"Mark," Sandra said, "you're great at doing dishes, I'll give you that. But I need you to be honest with me. When's the last time you've dusted...anything?"

I started to speak, then I bit my tongue. "Like with a duster?"

"With anything besides your palm," Sandra said, looking me dead in the eyes.

I thought about it for a second, and then I answered honestly. "I have never dusted anything in my life."

"Mark!" Amy's shocked voice devolved into a laugh. "Didn't you live with a woman for like, two years?"

I looked away, shifting guiltily. "I would always do the dishes and the garbage," I mumbled. "I guess she did the dusting when I wasn't looking."

Sandra put her hand on my shoulder. "Any other day, I would teach you how to dust. But you need to go get Emily, and Amy and I will make sure this place looks decent when Alyssa comes over."

I could've said something about how it looked fine, and how I didn't see dust anywhere, but then I would just have been repeating myself.

It was Saturday morning, and Emily's plane taking her back home from Chicago would be landing any minute. The original plan had been for the two girls to go and get Emily, but that was before Alyssa was set to come over today to talk. So they had decided to stay back and tidy up while I fetched Emily, and chastise me about my cleaning skills while they were at it.

"You can leave the dishes for me," I said with a grin, and I pulled both women into my arms and gave them each a kiss. Then I watched Sandra and Amy kiss, clearly putting on a show for me as their tongues danced out between their lips, and I adjusted my pants while the two of them gave me wicked smiles.

"I'm supposed to walk away from that?" I said.

"You bet your ass, mister," Amy said, poking me in the chest. "Go get Emily. I miss her face."

At that moment, I felt my phone buzz in my pocket, and I pulled it out to see that Emily had texted our group chat. She had landed.

"I'm off." I grabbed my keys and wallet while Sandra and Amy split off to attend to whatever task list had formed in their minds.

The airport wasn't too far, about twenty minutes away from our place, so I expected to roll up shortly after Emily had gotten her luggage. But now that I didn't have Sandra and Amy to distract me, the solitary drive to the airport was accompanied by a whirlwind of thoughts.

Alyssa. She would be coming over today to have a talk, a real talk.

She had originally flown all the way across the country to surprise me here, to show a new side of herself, and to ask if we could see each other again. And I had to say, I had been incredibly surprised, surprised that a woman I had dated and loved for four years could still shock me like that.

Of course, that went off the rails when she learned I was with somebody else. I had planned to tell her, of course, but my stupid ass had brought us to Amy's restaurant, and then Amy herself had stumbled upon the two of us right when I had been on the cusp of turning Alyssa down.

Basically, it had gone the worst it possibly could have gone. Alyssa had fled, mortified, while I had to explain myself to Amy. Thankfully, I had managed to catch Alyssa before she had driven off and managed to convince her to stick around.

She'd taken a day to think, and late last night, she'd called me and agreed to come over to talk today at noon. It was surprising in more ways than one, because when we'd talked late last night, she'd said she wanted to talk to Amy, too. Your jilted ex wanting to talk to your new girlfriend? That wasn't a cliche I was familiar with.

Let alone the fact that I didn't have one girlfriend, I had three, and Alyssa was about to meet them all. But that was what the harem had discussed and agreed upon. If I wanted to do this right, I couldn't hide things from Alyssa, even if it ended up with her hating me. If we did emerge out of this being friends, it wasn't like I could keep the harem secret from her forever anyway.

Boy, though. I had no idea how this was going to go.

I pulled into the airport loop and left my car running outside Emily's numbered door. She had confirmed via text that she had her luggage as of a couple minutes ago and was making her way out of the airport.

And then there she was. The beautiful brunette girl with a big smile on her face as she saw me. I ran over to her and took her ridiculously big suitcase, and she threw her arms around me and we kissed as I slung my free arm around her back.

"I missed you," I told her, rubbing my fingers in circles on her back.

"Back at you," Emily whispered, her face close to mine.

A horn honked. She giggled. "We're holding up traffic."

I pulled apart from her reluctantly and loaded her suitcase into the back seat. We climbed into the car and I drove us back toward home.


CHAPTER 2

"What's going on in your head right now?" Emily asked me from the passenger seat, after we had talked some about her trip.

I let out a low whistle. "I don't even know how to begin to put it into words."

She smirked. "You'd better figure it out before Alyssa comes over."

"Yeah." My heart gave a nervous thump in my chest. "Em, I don't know how this is going to go. Telling her about the harem. She did seem...surprisingly receptive to talking with Amy..."

I told her about the phone call I'd had with Alyssa last night.

"That's interesting." Emily tapped a finger on her chin. "Sounds like she doesn't want bad blood, at the very least. Maybe she does want to be friends. But who knows how a person will take news like this? I mean, I hate to say it after pushing for it, but it's possible the whole harem thing might not be something she can reconcile with."

I nodded. "Yeah. If I'm being honest, that's what I expect. That she learns the truth and runs back home, probably calling me a few choice names before she does." I winced. "And that's not even a slight on Alyssa personally. It's just how...I would expect someone to react."

Emily put her hand on my shoulder. "That's fair. But Mark, you don't need to be a hundred percent pessimistic. You're different, Sandra and Amy and I are different. Alyssa might be on that spectrum between being horribly offended and being a harem girl herself, you know? I know you make worst case scenarios up in your head. But have they ever happened?"

"Hm. I guess...not ever."

"Didn't you tell us that when you first went out to meet me and Sandra," Emily said, "that you thought there was a chance you were about to be murdered?"

"Uh." I blushed. "I vaguely recall that."

"Right." She rapped her knuckles on my shoulder. "And here you sit, healthy and whole. And you had a threesome that night. Kind of the opposite of the worst case, don't you agree?"

"Ha." I shook my head. "Yeah, I can't argue with that."

"So, chill," Emily told me. "You're clearly lucky, and that counts for something. Not to mention you know Alyssa better than anybody else in the world, I bet. You know how to talk to her. And I don't think you would have agreed to tell her about our harem if you didn't think there was a real possibility that it wouldn't make her want to choke you."

"Maybe I'm actually just an optimist who appears pessimistic," I told her.

Emily relaxed into her seat. "You're blowing my mind."

"I have that effect on people."

We were home before I knew it, pulling in and parking. I took Emily's suitcase even at her protests, and it pulled at my arms. Thank god it had wheels, though it still had to be hefted over curbs and thresholds.

But we made it inside, and Emily pushed open the apartment door. Sandra and Amy were there to greet her right away, hugging her, kissing her, chattering excitedly. It was such a nice sight. Just seeing them like that immediately cut through my anxiety. Like I could just tell that no matter how things turned out with Alyssa, we'd be okay in the end.

I did know that already, somewhere inside, but sometimes inside isn't enough. It has to come from the outside, too.

I brought Emily's suitcase back to the bedroom, impressed at the tracks the wheels sunk into the carpet.

"I have to say," I announced, coming back into the living room, "this place looks pretty good."

"We stayed back to clean," Amy explained to Emily. "Did you know that Mark has never dusted before?"

"Mark!" Emily gasped.

"Ooookay," I said, raising my hands. "I'm gonna go take care of those dishes."

I stepped over to the kitchen and kept my word, and when my phone buzzed, I dried my hands and checked it.

"Alyssa texted me," I told them, walking back into the living room. "She's on her way over now. Maybe fifteen minutes."

"God," Sandra said, casting an eye over the living room. "I should have put those throw blankets in the wash."

"Babe," Amy said, patting her on the arm. "It's fine, I swear. Look how much we dusted!"

"Looks good to me," Emily said, her mouth half-full of a banana she had gotten from the kitchen.

There wasn't much left to do but wait, so we sat down, chatting, while Emily finished her banana.

Until the knock came at the door.


CHAPTER 3

I got up and went to the door, my breath stuck in my chest. The girls came too, a united harem heading over to open up our home.

I pulled open the door and greeted Alyssa with a nervous smile.

"Hi, Mark," she said, meeting my eyes with a tight smile of her own, and then I saw her mouth drop open in surprise as she saw the three women behind me. "Oh...hi, Amy..."

Amy waved at her.

"Come on in, Alyssa," I said, the four of us stepping back to allow her to step inside. She looked over our quartet, taking in the information before her and hesitating outside the door, her feet resting on the little black mat that said Welcome.

But she did step inside.

"I love your coat," Emily said to her, as Alyssa closed the door behind herself. "That's Entoine, right?"

"Oh." Alyssa looked down at her coat. "Y-yeah. I just got it last month."

"Here, let me help you." Emily stepped forward, and she helped Alyssa take off her coat, after only a moment's pause from Alyssa herself.

Alyssa was shorter than Emily by just a half-inch, but their hair was the same beautiful, dark color. Alyssa's was cut short now, where Emily's was long. Her neat black jacket came off to show a pink blouse beneath, a bright color I wasn't used to seeing Alyssa in. It was cute, lacy at the top and showing off her shoulders and the ample swell of her chest.

Emily took her coat and hung it on the mounted rack near the door. I went up to Alyssa and took her hand.

"Mark, what's, uh, what's going on here?" Alyssa whispered to me.

"I'm going to explain everything," I said to her, squeezing her hand. "But let's start with introductions. This is Amy—you met her—Sandra, and Emily."

"Hi," Alyssa said, greeting the three women as a group, and they returned her greeting with smiles. "Nice to meet you all."

"Here, come sit with me." I took Alyssa over to the loveseat and had her sit down next to me, while the other three girls sat down on the bigger couch across from the coffee table. "So, you said you wanted to meet the people in my life, right?"

Alyssa nodded, looking a little more sturdy now. "Yes, of course. Sorry, ladies, I was just surprised to see so many people here. I knew...or I figured, Mark and Amy were dating. Are you Amy's friends?"

"Yes and no," Sandra said slowly.

"What do you mean, no?" Amy gave her a tiny shove. "Of course you're my friends."

"So really just, yes and," Emily said, emphasizing the last word with a smile. Sandra was in the middle of the two of them, and rocked slightly from Sandra bumping into her.

Sandra grinned abashedly. "Yes, that's more what I meant."

I cut in, because I could practically see Alyssa's mind racing. "You were right," I told her. "I am dating Amy. But, uh...Amy is also dating Sandra. And Emily. And Sandra and Emily...are also dating me."

Alyssa blinked. Her mouth opened, and she looked at me, then back at the girls, then back at me.

"Oh," she said, her voice small. "Ah...oh."

"I know it's a lot to take in," I said, my throat tense.

Alyssa pulled in a slow breath, closing her eyes for a moment before popping them open. "No, I get it. I mean—yes, it's a lot, but I get it. You guys, you all are...polyamorous? Right?"

"Right," I said, not knowing if I should feel relieved or not. It would have been nice to know I could have just said poly right out of the gate and not drawn this verbal cat's cradle of our dating relationship.

"So you're familiar with the idea?" Sandra said.

"Oh, yeah, I've heard of it, of course," Alyssa said. "I just never...Mark, you really...how did this come about?"

"Jeez," I said. "It's an interesting story. And I want to tell you about it. I just want to make sure...I didn't know what you were going to think about all this. I thought it would be easier not to tell you about the harem, but then we..."

I stopped myself. Alyssa had raised her eyebrows at me.

"Harem?" she repeated.

"Ah—yeah," I said. "That's the, uh, the term we use."

"Mark was not comfortable with it at first," Emily said. "We kinda wore him down on it. It just fits a little better for us."

"I don't think I've ever heard him say that word before," Alyssa said.

"It was a first for me," I said. "The four of us talked it out last night and decided it would be better for me, for you, for everyone, if I didn't try to keep any secrets from you. I could have just met you out for coffee somewhere and just talked about Amy and we probably would have parted ways okay. But I didn't—we'd fought the last time we saw each other, and I didn't want to make up based on a lie, you know?"

Alyssa started to chew the inside of her lip, but she stopped herself. "I guess...yeah. I wouldn't want it to be like that, either."

I felt a little tension release in my chest. Not all of it, but a little.

"I'll tell you how this all started," I said.

So I told Alyssa about Bird and Stone, with Sandra, Amy, and Emily adding parts from their own experiences with the service, things I hadn't even heard about from them myself. At a certain point, Sandra asked if anyone wanted a drink, and came back with cold bottles of water from the fridge while Emily was talking to Alyssa.

"I thought it was a joke, at first," Emily said. "I was even more skeptical than Mark had been when I first started harem dating, or poly dating, or what have you. The first two dates, I chickened out completely. I thought they were going to kick me out."

Sandra handed her a bottle of water, and Emily took it. "Thanks, babe." She focused her attention back on Alyssa. "I'm really glad I stuck it out, though. Even if I hadn't eventually gotten fixed up with Mark, Sandra and Amy are like, my best friends. And if it hadn't been for Mark, honestly, things might have turned sour with us and Amy."

"What do you mean?" Alyssa asked, curious.

"Now that I think about it," Amy responded, "it's not all that different from your situation, Alyssa." Amy tilted her head. "Okay, it's plenty different, but there're some similarities."

Things had shifted around a bit since we had started talking. Amy's favorite spot in the living room was the recliner, which was much too large for her, but she liked to nestle into it. It was right next to the loveseat, so she now sat almost as close to Alyssa as I did. It seemed Alyssa was the most comfortable with Amy, which made sense. Yeah, she had only met her briefly before this, but she'd known about her for a couple of days now, and had even asked about her before we'd met up.

"I had come back to talk to Sandra and Emily about getting back together after we had broken up," Amy said. "And then I learned that they were with Mark and I felt so..."

"Stupid." Amy and Alyssa said the word at the same time, then Alyssa clapped her hand over her mouth and laughed into it.

"Stupid," Amy repeated, a smile growing on her face. "And you know, I really figured that would be the end of it. Maybe I'd get to see them one more time, but I didn't think I could be part of their lives again. But Mark..."

Amy stopped, leaning back into the chair. Her lips were tight, her voice choked up with emotion.

"Mark didn't want to let that happen," Sandra said, picking up for Amy while Emily reached over from the couch and put her hand on top of Amy's. "He didn't believe in breaking up with somebody and then never seeing them again."

I gave a small smile to Sandra, who looked at me gratefully. I turned to Alyssa and said, "Thinking about it, maybe it was our breakup that made me start to feel this way. We broke up and I moved far away and, yeah, I didn't expect to ever see you. And I couldn't quite put my finger on it, but that must have been tearing me up inside in a way that I didn't realize."

I put my hand on Alyssa's, where hers were placed in her lap. "Until I saw you again."

"I really wanted to see you, too," Alyssa said quietly, putting her hand on top of mine. "It's...amazing, hearing about all of this. You all seem like wonderful people."

"Well, we just tell you the good parts," Emily said, giving Alyssa a wink.

Alyssa laughed, patting the top of my hand. "Still, I can tell," she said. "This has been really...different, but I'm glad I came, and got to meet all of you. Really."

"You're welcome here anytime, as far as I'm concerned," Sandra said, and I echoed it.

"Alyssa, would it be okay if I talked to you?" Amy said. "In the kitchen?"

"Um, sure," Alyssa said.

"Just for a minute," Amy said, hopping up from the recliner. "You guys don't mind?"

I was curious, but more than anything else I was grateful this had gone so well. We waved her off and Amy smiled, Alyssa getting up from the couch and following her into the kitchen.

"What's she up to?" Sandra whispered, looking as they went around the corner.

"Maybe she wants to give her a break from being in the middle of all of us," Emily said. "Talk to her without all this implied pressure."

"I could see that," I said, letting my shoulders finally relax some. "But about what?"


CHAPTER 4

AMY

Amy didn't know what it was, but she liked this girl. She had liked her from the moment she'd seen her, even once it became obvious that Mark was out to dinner with her secretly and that had all blown up.

Water under the bridge, now. But back in the living room, Amy could feel the conversation settling down, resolving, and that was fine—she wasn't hunting for drama—but there was more here than just coming to terms with each other, or at least there could be.

She felt it.

"Thanks," she said to Alyssa. "I wanted to talk to you a little more. I know it's a lot out there with everybody."

"It is," Alyssa said, letting out a nervous breath. But she smiled. "Not in a bad way, though. I like seeing how you all get on with each other. Right away I can tell that you all seem to have a good thing. It makes me...happy. Happy for Mark."

"You're so sweet," Amy blurted, and she reached forward and took Alyssa's hand in hers, pulling it up to her chest. "I liked you as soon as I saw you. I don't even know how you and Mark could fight. You're both such...good people."

Alyssa raised her eyebrows in surprise, but she didn't pull away from Amy's hand. "Oh, god—well, like Emily said. You know all the good parts. I'm sure you guys fought, the three of you, the four of you, sometimes."

"Well...yeah," Amy admitted. "But it's healthy to be able to do that, too. To do that and come back from it. Even if it's like this, weeks or months later."

"Yeah." Alyssa squeezed back on Amy's hands. "And hey, I like you too. I think we'd be friends if I lived around here."

"That's kinda what I wanted to talk to you about," Amy said, letting her hand go. "No shame or anything, since we're both gals who came back looking for our exes—but I know you came a long way, with the hope of getting back together with Mark. Did you...you must have thought about, like, moving here, right? Or something like that? Or were you going to try to do it long distance?"

Alyssa looked away from her, her mouth twisting.

"Seriously, I'm not judging," Amy said. "Swear to god."

"Sorry, sorry, I just still feel a little dumb," Alyssa said. She looked back at Amy. "Yeah. I just got this new job back home, but they have an office here too, so I had this—I guess I had a little plan in my head, some way to make this work. But it's nothing, you know, set in stone. I still have the job and my place back home. It was just like a...mm. I guess it was a fantasy."

Amy gave her a sympathetic look. "Well, I know this whole thing is new to you. The harem, I mean."

"You could say that." Alyssa let out a little laugh. "Not like I can compete with three women—not that I plan to try, by the way. Honest. I came out here, but I just made up my mind too late to do it. My own fault."

"But you really want to be with Mark." Amy shifted.

Alyssa shrugged, but she cast her eyes down. "No reason to deny that...but it just didn't work out that way. I'll be mad at myself for a little while, probably. For not doing something sooner. But I'll have to move on, everyone does."

"What if you didn't have to move on?" Amy stepped up close to Alyssa. "What if you could still be with Mark...and be with us?"

Alyssa froze, then her face went red. "Oh! Amy, you're not saying..."

"I know we just met," Amy said, looking at her earnestly, "but that's how a lot of dating starts. It's how Sandra and Emily and I all met each other, set up through Bird and Stone, meeting each other on our first date. Mark too."

"I don't even..." Alyssa was still blushing furiously, shock on her face. "This is like...are you asking me out?"

"Yeah," Amy said with a grin. "I wanted to ask you without, you know, everyone looking. I thought it would be better that way."

"Jeez, Amy, you...I...."

"I'm not trying to pressure you," Amy said. "You don't need to like, make a decision this instant in this kitchen. But I like you, all the girls do, Mark obviously still likes you a lot and...what if you came to dinner with us tonight? Just to...see how it feels?" The petite blonde smiled at Alyssa. "Like a first date."

Alyssa nibbled at the inside of her lip.


CHAPTER 5

MARK

Amy and Alyssa came back into the living room, Amy holding Alyssa by the hand, and Alyssa looking a little timid, or perhaps embarrassed.

"I invited Alyssa to come out to dinner with us tonight," Amy announced, giving Alyssa's hand a squeeze before letting her go. "I thought she could join in on our little celebration of Emily being back. What do you guys think?"

In the craziness of the morning, I had forgotten we had plans to go out to dinner tonight. I got up from the couch and walked over to them, as Sandra and Emily answered, "Yes!"

"See?" Amy beamed at Alyssa. "Told you."

"You're too much," Alyssa said, her face a little red, but still she giggled.

"I'll let you talk to Mark." Amy traipsed happily over to Emily and Sandra, plopping back down onto the couch and chatting with them.

"Hey," I said to Alyssa.

"Hey." She looked at me, letting out a small breath. "Amy sure has a lot of energy."

I chuckled. "Yeah."

"She can really just...put herself out there." Alyssa glanced over at the three of them on the couch. "I admire that."

"So she asked you to dinner with us?"

Alyssa nodded. "What do you think about that?"

"I'm—" I had been about to ask her what she thought, but she wouldn't be standing here asking me the same thing if she hadn't already made her decision. I smiled. "I love it."

Alyssa returned my smile, warm and happy, the nerves fading from her expression. "Then I guess we're all in."

So that was it. The talk was over. Alyssa hugged the girls, and she hugged me, squeezing me tight and telling me she was looking forward to dinner. She left, and I closed the door behind her slowly, turning around and feeling stunned.

"How did you do that?" I asked Amy.

Amy shrugged, smirking. "Hey. I know how to get a girl."

"I'm sure you're good, but still..."

"I can't take all the credit," she said, patting my arm. "I mean, I got a vibe from her, and I pounced on it, I admit. Maybe I could have sealed that deal by myself in some other situation. But in this universe, you're a pretty big part of her decision, too. So, how did you do it?"

"By god, I have no clue," I answered honestly.

"I was already looking forward to this dinner," Sandra said, clapping her hands together. "Now it's going to be even better. I wanted to ask Alyssa about her work, and where she's staying while she's here, and..."

The girls got to talking about dinner, and whether Alyssa would like the place, and what to wear, and if I knew what she liked to eat, and if we should change the restaurant, and so on, and so forth.

Their energy got into me. It was hard to resist. These girls never failed to put a smile on my face, even in situations as twisty-turny as this one.

Still, I wondered what they were thinking about Alyssa. About this dinner. Amy was pretty clear in her interest for Alyssa at this point, and as we talked about what the night might bring, Sandra and Emily had no objections to turning this dinner into a date.

Amy had told us that in the kitchen, she had invited Alyssa out on this date with us in no uncertain terms. That Alyssa knew what she was getting into, and she had still agreed to come. It was a side of Alyssa I hadn't seen before, but that was what she was doing, right? Coming here, showing me the new side of her, what she had within her that she regretted not bringing out while the two of us had been together.

Well, alright. I was in.

Dinnertime.

Alyssa met us at the restaurant, and we sat around a big table. It wasn't Maria's or Marianna's—god, never again—but rather that nice Jamaican place I had gone to with Sandra and Emily for our own first date, Altoine's. I sat next to Alyssa, and Amy next to her, with Sandra and Emily rounding out the circle.

The food was amazing, the atmosphere was wonderful, and Alyssa opened up to everyone after about five minutes sitting at the table, when she accidentally knocked over the salt shaker and tossed a pinch of it over her left shoulder out of habit. Emily asked her about it immediately, not familiar with the superstition, which broke open a whole discussion about superstitions and astronomy and star signs and everything else that might be lumped into that category. It lasted well into everyone's first glass of wine, and only just about wrapped up as refills were being poured.

We stopped ourselves at two glasses, though, not trying to get ripped in the restaurant at a nice dinner. Though maybe the wine helped Alyssa with what she said next.

"So maybe it's too early in the night," Alyssa said, looking around the table. "But I have to ask about the sex."

"Wow, Alyssa," Amy said, leaning into her and giving her a nudge. "Something on your mind?"

"Oh god, I'm sorry." Alyssa hid her face in her hands, but she pulled it out quickly. "It's just been on my mind all afternoon, I don't know. I'm embarrassed."

Sandra waved away Alyssa's shame with her hand. I looked over to Alyssa. "What were you thinking? If you want me to answer, anyway. Otherwise, it looks like Sandra here is ready to burst with some details."

She might have closed up if it wasn't for me asking, but of course she was a little more comfortable with me. Still, she leaned into the table and whispered conspiratorially. We were out in a restaurant, after all.

"Do you four..." Alyssa cast her eyes around the table, nibbled at her lip, then continued. "All do it at once? All four of you, one bed?"

"Mark?" Sandra gave me a coy smile, gesturing for me to answer.

"Uh," I said, finding myself hesitant even though I had pressed. "Yeah, sometimes. Not that it's, you know, easy to arrange."

"Scheduling," Emily said, rolling her eyes with a smile. "Just so hard in this modern day and age. We all lead such busy lives." She stuck her tongue out little Alyssa. "But really, it actually is hard to pull off."

"That was something Cynthia recommended for us," Sandra said to Alyssa.

"She was the matchmaker lady, right?" Alyssa asked.

"Right." Sandra nodded. "And she pointed out that it was important for us individually to have a sexual relationship with Mark, and not let those sort of needs be dictated by a schedule or the shifting moods of four people. It was very good advice."

'So it's not strictly with all of you," Alyssa said, absorbing the information. "It doesn't bother you if anyone, I don't know...pairs off?" She brought a hand to her mouth, stifling a giggle.

"Not in the least," Amy said. "Though we girls haven't made much of a habit of going off on our own. Only if the mood hits just right. Usually, we want Mark to be involved."

"And I'm not always in the mood, myself," I said.

Alyssa shot a look at me. "That's not how I remember you. Did you leave your libido back home?"

Emily barked out a laugh loud enough to draw a couple of looks from other tables, and then she sheepishly bit her napkin. "Sorry," she said, muffled through the fabric. She pulled it free of her mouth. "That got me."

Sandra looked like she was fighting laughter too, more successfully than Emily. "Mark's being modest," she said. "Or, maybe not modest. Maybe just teasing." She looked me in the eyes. "I would describe him as quite...virile."

"Virile," Alyssa repeated. "Sandra, you really pack a lot into that word."

Sandra's eyes went wide. She brought her hands in, as if collecting herself. "Whoops. I didn't mean to be so...brazen. There's something about being out in public with you all, and now Alyssa. It makes me misbehave."

"You can be downright rowdy," Amy said to Sandra, giving her a knowing smile. "When the mood strikes you."

The food came then, and the five of us lost ourselves in that for a while, enjoying the meal and talking about its finer points, swapping portions of dishes around the table. We sipped on ice water and admired flavors and plating, and again the conversation over time became peppered with sex and relationship questions, with Alyssa usually being the instigator. Everything about the way she talked, the way she asked questions, painted the picture of a woman fascinated by the harem. And it was incredible how natural it felt to be sitting next to her again, smack in the middle of my new life with Sandra and Amy and Emily. It was hard to believe that she'd only met everyone at this table earlier today.

She just fit right in.

And once again, as the evening came to a close, it was Amy who extended the invitation to Alyssa, though this time with tacit endorsement from all of us, stealthy catching each of our eyes around the table and giving us a glance that we could all understand quite well. I gave her the tiniest of nods.

I wanted it to come from Amy, not from me. I wanted to Alyssa to say yes to the harem, not just to Mark.

So when the check was paid and the plates were cleared, Amy asked Alyssa, "Do you want to join us for a drink back at our place?"

And Alyssa, pulling in a shaking breath full of excitement, smiled a bright smile and said, "I would love to."


CHAPTER 6

Of course, there was no drinking.

We all entered the apartment together, and drinks were offered, considered, and turned down. Sandra put on some music, and the five of us relaxed into the living room, twice as comfortable as we had been before, and everything sort of happened slowly, and then all at once.

I sat down on the couch with Alyssa and Amy, an arrangement we must have subconsciously decided upon. Alyssa leaned against me, a position we'd taken often while we had been dating, one that felt strange for only half a second before it eased into being the most natural thing in the world, as it had been before.

And then Amy was close to Alyssa, and the lazy conversation we'd been having about the city died down, and it was just the music and the soft glow of the tall silver lamps in the corners of the living room. It was warm and it was late and the room was cozy.

"So that was like a first date, right?" Alyssa asked.

"Yeah, I'd say so," I told her, putting my hand on her upper arm while she leaned against me.

"A nice dinner, sex and relationship talk," Emily said. "Bolder than your typical first date, maybe, But par for the course for our harem."

"I had fun," Alyssa said quietly, looking down as though she were thinking. "If I wanted to...do some more harem stuff. What do you all think that would look like?"

Sandra and Emily gave each other a hungry look. My heart skipped a beat and my words tumbled over themselves before I could get them out. Luckily, Amy was right there to keep the talk going without missing a beat.

"I'd probably ask you, Alyssa," Amy said, turning toward her on the couch and leaning in, "if you'd ever kissed a girl before."

Alyssa stiffened against me briefly, but then she relaxed. "Okay. Ask me."

Amy smiled seductively, and the bedroom eyes she gave Alyssa were powerful enough to make my own heartbeat quicken.

"Have you?"

"Twice," Alyssa said, and I could feel her breathing speed up as she leaned against me. "Two different girls, in college."

Amy leaned in further, putting her hand on Alyssa's thigh. "If I were to make a suggestion," she said softly to Alyssa, "for, you know, harem stuff. Especially our harem, considering how it developed. Sex is very important. Finding that sexual compatibility early leads to very good things down the road."

"Really..." Alyssa practically whispered.

And then Amy leaned in until there was no more room to lean, and Alyssa was turned to face her, her shoulder blades back against me, Amy's face just a few inches from her own.

"Really," Amy said. "So I would suggest that...now is a perfect time to find that compatibility."

I felt Alyssa freeze against me. I knew that she wanted this, but it was still so alien to her. She had to come here for me, and now she was pressed up against me, but Amy was the one putting the moves on her. She needed help, some final release from the life she and I had used to live, before she could take that step for real.

I slid my hands up and put them gently on Alyssa's shoulders, and I heard her give a little sigh as I put my lips close to her ear.

"Go ahead, Liss," I whispered, the way I used to when it was late at night and the movie was over and we were drowsy with each other on the couch. "Kiss her."

And with those two worlds finally, lovingly connected, Alyssa's tension bled out of her, and she brought her head forward and kissed Amy on the lips.

"Yes!" Sandra squealed, suddenly and loudly enough to startle me. Her eyes danced with excitement, and she had her hands clutched up in front of her chest.

"Oops," she whispered. "Sorry."

I had the feeling that Amy and Alyssa hadn't even heard her. The petite blonde and the short-haired brunette kissed, their hands touching each other's bodies, tentative for only a second before growing bold, rubbing across arms and sides and stomachs.

When they parted, Alyssa's face was flushed and she was breathing hard. I could feel her body moving against me.

"Oh, you're a great kisser," Amy told her.

I crept my hand over Alyssa's shoulder and found her chin with my fingers, turning her back toward me. She met my eyes, and I gave her a soft and deep kiss.

"I missed you," I told her, and she let out a content sigh.

"I missed you, too," she said. "God, this feels...so good."

"Keep going, then," I said, planting a kiss on her cheek and giving her a nudge back toward Amy.

Their next kiss made it clear that the ice was broken. Amy leapt hungrily onto Alyssa, and Alyssa met her energy this time, pushing back against her and making out with her sensually. I could hear the wet sounds of their lips and tongues meeting each other, the moans that they made. Alyssa pushed forward until Amy was back against the arm of the couch, putting her hands on the blonde and sliding one up her shirt.

I was hard now—actually I had been hard since the first time the two of them had kissed, watching a scene unfold in front of me that I had literally fantasized about while Alyssa and I had been dating. I moved closer to Alyssa, putting my hands on her, feeling her familiar body as she made out with Amy. And as soon as I moved, two more bodies fell down on the couch next to me, and I glanced backward to see Emily and Sandra in their own passionate makeout session, rubbing up against each other on the couch. Then I put my attention back onto Alyssa, hugging her from behind as she kissed Amy, sliding my hands up her blouse. I felt across the smooth skin of her stomach and ran into Amy's hands there, and together we felt up my ex from the front and the back.

Amy and I pushed up on Alyssa's shirt until she relented and let us take it off of her. I pulled it over her head and flung it to the ground, then I undid her bra from the back. She let out a gasp as that came off and her breasts fell out. I cupped them from behind and felt Amy's mouth suddenly grab hold of Alyssa's nipple and suck on it. Alyssa moaned and pressed her chest into Amy's hungry mouth, and I pinched her other nipple, pressing my face against the warm skin of her back.

The undressing happened in pieces all between us. Alyssa got Amy's shirt off, bringing her bare tits out and taking them in her hands. Emily and Sandra removed each other's clothing expertly, hardly needing to take their lips off one another to do so, especially since Emily wore a buttoned blouse, a blouse that was now tossed haphazardly over the back of the couch.

Lost in the sensuality of being between two pairs of hot women kissing each other, my hands caressing Alyssa and playfully fighting with Amy over her body, I twitched in surprise when I felt Sandra's hand rubbing at my cock through my pants. I looked over at her, and she was still tongue deep in Emily's mouth, but in no time at all she had my belt undone and my button to follow, pulling down my zipper and letting the bulge of my boxers out of my pants. I moaned as she caressed me through my underwear, finding myself thrusting my crotch upward at the pleasure of her touch.

Amy and Alyssa were whispering something to each other, and in the next moment Alyssa was sitting back on the couch, shoulder to shoulder with me, as Amy slipped down to the ground and put her knees on the carpet. Alyssa undid her pants, and Amy pulled them down quickly, with strong tugging. There was no seduction in the movement, only intense lust and need. Alyssa looked over at me as Amy got her completely naked, and she leaned in and kissed me. I put a hand on her chest and I felt her heart racing.

"How are you doing?" I murmured quietly to her.

"So fucking good," she answered back, and then she screamed in delight as Amy yanked her by the legs to the edge of the couch and started eating her pussy. The petite blonde buried her face between Alyssa's legs, eating her so loudly that I could hear the movements of her mouth, and I could see her nose push up across Alyssa's clit and rub against the bristle of the trimmed dark hair there.

Alyssa closed her eyes and ran her hand down my chest, finding my cock. Sandra had let me go only so that she could give Emily the same treatment that Amy was giving to Alyssa, and a flick of my eyes showed me that Sandra was on her knees just like Amy was, spread on the carpet, hugging Emily close to her mouth and devouring her pussy, her arms wrapped around the back of Emily's ass to shove the brunette's cunt into her face.

Emily's hand joined in with Alyssa's, both of them fondling me, but I still had my pants on thanks to the wonderful distraction of the women going down on each other on either side of me. Emily and Alyssa made quick work of that, even while they bucked and moaned as Amy and Sandra plunged their tongues into them; the two dark-haired women worked together to get my pants down, and I kicked the slacks off as Alyssa grabbed my cock and started stroking me, and Emily's hand slipped down to squeeze and caress my balls.

The couch was a decent size, but the three of us sitting were still squished together with our thighs touching, and it wasn't much of a leap for Amy to pull her mouth away from Alyssa's vagina and stretch her neck over to me, taking my cock in her mouth while Alyssa grabbed the lower half and tugged on me. She watched Amy blow me with wide, desirous eyes, her breasts heaving on her chest as she pulled in heavy breaths.

"Oh fuck," I groaned, Amy's tongue swirling around my cockhead before she plunged down on my shaft and kissed the tops of Alyssa's finger and thumb. Amy bobbed on me a few times before pulling her wet mouth from my cock and diving back between Alyssa's legs, and then Alyssa bent down on me, swallowing me into her before I could hardly feel the room's air on my dick. I dropped my head back into the couch. Alyssa's hand came off my cock and Emily's replaced it, the long-haired brunette looking over at us, watching Alyssa suck on me while Emily stroked whatever wasn't inside her mouth.

And then it was Sandra's turn, as Alyssa pulled off, gasping for air while Amy drove her back on the couch and sucked hard on her clitoris. Sandra gave Emily one more deep lick before she took my cock in her mouth, blowing me and taking me so deep that she sucked on Emily's fingers, too, practically pulling half of Emily's fist into her mouth along with my pole.

It was so fucking hot that I wondered how I was staying conscious. And when Sandra pulled off and Emily took a turn on my dick, I had to squeeze every muscle in my body to keep from blowing my load right there.

"Bedroom," I gasped, as Emily gave one long lick up my cock.

"I think we'll all fit..." Sandra mused, her face wet with Emily's juices.

The five of us moved, Sandra and Amy shedding their pants and underwear since they hadn't gotten a chance to yet, and then it was five completely naked people cramming into the master bedroom, four absolutely gorgeous women and one unbelievably lucky man.

"Wait!" Emily called out, before all of us clambered onto the bed. "I want to watch Mark and Alyssa fuck each other."

"R-Really?" Alyssa stammered, still breathing heavily from the tongue lashing she had been through.

"Oh, yes!" Sandra exclaimed. "I love that idea."

"Very much," Amy said, patting Alyssa on the butt. "What do you guys think?"

Having sex with Alyssa, in front of all of them. Wow.

"Absolutely," I rasped, my voice gritty with desire. "Liss?"

"I don't think I've ever needed you in me more badly in my life," Alyssa breathed.

"God, that is hot as hell," Emily said.

So we made it to the bed. I started to let Alyssa get on first, but then she was the one who pushed me down, getting me flat on my back. How could I forget? This was her favorite position.

The two of us slid backward on the bed until my head reached the pillows, and Alyssa got over me, straddling me. It was a familiar and new sight all at once, with her short hair in this new bedroom, but the same sexy body that I knew very well. Her tits, slightly too big for my hands to fit, so wonderful to grab that I couldn't resist reaching up right then and there to take them both. Her flat stomach, leading down to the shortly-trimmed hair on her mound, which she always kept maintained. I remembered eating her pussy, and how the hairs would scratch against my nose. How I loved it.

And then Amy and Sandra and Emily crowded around us, and the big bedroom with the high ceiling didn't feel nearly so different, nearly so big and empty. Their hands were on me, on both of us, teasing, caressing, rubbing, touching, while the three women urged us on, whispering to us.

Alyssa reached down, her mouth open, a half-smile on her face. She grabbed my cock and lined it up with her waiting entrance. I tensed, my lips parting, as my cock slid along her slick lips, and then she lined me up and she sank down on me, sliding my throbbing hardness into her tight tunnel.

I moaned her name, squeezing her breast with one hand, holding onto her hip with the other.  Alyssa slid down my cock until I was all the way in her, her eyes closing, one hand planted on my chest. I loved how she put her weight down on me when she rode me.

I let loose a low moan of pleasure as Alyssa started to slide herself up and down, my cock already pulsing inside of her. She felt so good. I looked around at the girls watching us. Amy's hand rubbed at my chest, Sandra and Emily touched Alyssa's body, rubbing her hips, squeezing her ass, sliding their fingers down to feel the wet lips of her pussy and tickle at my shaft.

Alyssa bent down, kissing me deeply, then pulled back with her tongue hanging out of her mouth and straightened up on top of me. Amy leaned in to kiss me while Alyssa kept riding my cock, and I bucked my hips upward into her, slamming deep inside of her pussy. From behind, Sandra wrapped her arms around Alyssa, sliding her fingers down to rub Alyssa's clit, and I heard Alyssa moan in pleasure until it was stifled by Emily's mouth planting onto hers, the two of them fencing tongues.

Amy moved down from my mouth to kiss and suck at my neck, her hand stretched out to rub at Alyssa's thigh, while Alyssa just sped up on top of me, her muffled moans growing more urgent in Emily's mouth, Sandra squeezing her body and rubbing at her clit, and then she was cumming and so was I, Alyssa moaning into Emily's mouth while my fingers tightened against Amy's back. Alyssa's pussy spasmed around me, and she dropped her weight down onto my cock and grinded herself on me, milking me as I came so hard that I thought it might come shooting back out. But I filled her up, my cock pulsing, my body bucking up against her completely on its own, lost in the pleasure of cumming inside her.

My body relaxed, and I looked up at Alyssa in utter and complete satisfaction. In that moment, I felt our love kindle again, embers burning in my chest and filling me with heat.

But a brief period of respite was all you could get with five people in the bed.

"Thanks for the show," Amy whispered to me, before she climbed over my shoulders and lay her pussy down on my face. I ate her obediently, savoring her taste. She was incredibly wet, and she rubbed herself into me with ferocious passion, my every touch heaven for her. That warmth was still in me, burning for Alyssa, burning now for Amy on top of me, burning for Emily and Sandra as they explored Alyssa's body.

Before Amy had gotten onto me, I caught a brief view of Emily pulling Alyssa into a kiss again, and then she must have pulled her off of me, because my cock slipped from her pussy and I felt her fall to the left, sideways onto the bed. Emily quickly snaked around her, sliding underneath Alyssa and getting the two of them into a sixty-nine with Alyssa on the top. As Amy moved, I could see flashes of Alyssa's head, buried between Emily's legs and licking at her. I could only imagine Emily eating Alyssa's pussy, licking up my cum directly from her tunnel.

Then it was Amy tilting, pulling me to the right until I rolled over onto my side, my back to Alyssa and Emily, my face still planted between Amy's luscious thighs. I kept eating her pussy in this new position, not that I had much of a choice. I plunged my tongue up her tunnel and rubbed my nose into her clitoris. I felt Sandra's hand on my cock, giving me a couple quick tugs. I was still hard as diamonds.

Sandra slid up my body until she was lying against me in a spooning position, and as soon as I felt my cock go between her legs, I knew what to do. She bent forward to accommodate Amy's ass taking up the space in front of my face and chest, and with just a little angling, I slid inside Sandra's pussy from behind, groaning between Amy's legs and wrapping my left arm around Sandra, pulling the tall blonde against me.

Sandra reached back and dug her fingernails into my left hip as I fucked her.

Amy shivered, then clenched her thighs around my head as her orgasm hit her, and I went crazy on her clit, using my lips and tongue to try to give her the biggest orgasm she'd ever had. Her choked cries of pleasure mingled with the ones coming from Alyssa and Emily's sixty-nine, and I drank down the juices Amy gave me while I slammed into Sandra from behind, my hips bouncing against her butt.

Amy shook against me for what felt like a full minute, until eventually her body uncoiled and she slipped over my head along the pillows. I breathed in fresh air and noted the cold absence of her thighs against my cheeks. But Amy had crawled over me to go get involved with Emily and Alyssa, and from the sound of it, she was helping Alyssa eat Emily's pussy, their tongues melding together on Emily's pink, silken lips.

I pulled Sandra into me, cupping her breast with one hand and kissing into her neck. She growled and pushed her ass back, taking me deep.

I heard Emily cry out, cumming while Alyssa and Amy ate and fingered her pussy. I moaned into Sandra, thrusting into her, Sandra lifting her leg so that she could touch herself while I spooned her and fucked her from behind.

I felt more movement, and someone hopped over my legs, and then it was Alyssa's head down between Sandra's legs, licking and sucking at both her clit and my cock while I thrust into Sandra. Alyssa looked up at me with the most devilish grin on her face before going back in to pleasure the filled blonde pussy.

It was too much. I came inside of Sandra, way sooner than I thought I would. I cried out and buried my face in her neck, and I felt Alyssa's tongue licking my shaft while I came, while I pulsed inside of Sandra and gave her my seed. I stayed inside her while Alyssa ate her, until Sandra was shaking against me, cumming and moaning while I rolled her nipple between my fingers and her pussy clutched at my cock before I slipped out of her.

Arms wrapped around me, both Emily and Amy hugging me from the back. I groaned into Sandra as they squeezed hard and pressed our bodies together. Then Alyssa came up from the front, right up against Sandra, squishing their tits together and kissing her, then moving into the hollow of her neck and shoulder and stretching to kiss me. I barely had the strength to do it, but I did, tasting Alyssa and Sandra and Emily too.

And I'll be damned, when we were hugged together like this, in a tight, sweaty, satisfied mess, the bed fit all five of us just fine.


EPILOGUE - ONE MONTH LATER

"Look at this place," I said, walking around and hearing my footsteps echo. "Are we sure it's not too big?"

My footsteps weren't the only ones echoing through the apartment. Five other pairs—four from the harem, and one city realtor—joined in, creating a cacophony.

"Once it's furnished, the echoing won't be so noticeable," the realtor, a stiff man in his fifties, told us as we walked through together. "But if it's an issue, area rugs work well. I wouldn't carpet over this floor."

"No way," Alyssa said, looking down at the sleek wood. "I'll just avoid wearing anything with heels in here."

"Except today," Amy giggled.

"Well, it was my first day at the new office," Alyssa said, trying to be quiet in her black heeled boots. "I wanted to look nice."

"You look great," Sandra told her.

"Real spiffy," Emily assured.

The realtor took us through the kitchen—huge—the bedrooms—four of them, marvelous—the sitting area—ridiculously nice, high ceiling and a wall of glass looking out at the city—the laundry and utility rooms, the storage...it was a big place. I kept calling it an apartment, but it was actually a co-op. We'd met with the board already and gotten approved. Apparently it had sat vacant long enough that our unusual situation was fine with them after they saw proof of income.

Now we were just doing the final walk-through. Even though we'd seen it before, it was still a marvel.

After our first night together, I suppose I shouldn't have been surprised that Alyssa would join our harem, but it was still crazy to see her here with us. Not in a bad way, of course. More like it was a dream, too good to be true. But if that was the case, I'd been asleep for a month.

Alyssa had moved into the city a week ago after arranging everything to transfer with her job, and was now living with us at what would soon be our old place. We'd started looking for a bigger space for the five of us about three days after our...ahem...fivesome.

And this co-op was going to be great. When you have five people paying rent, you can get some very nice living space.

The realtor left us alone for a moment after the walk-through to go and fetch the papers. We congregated in the kitchen, leaning against the ample counter space since we didn't yet have any furniture in here.

"God, I'm so excited," Alyssa said. "I've never lived anywhere this...nice!"

"We're spoiling ourselves a little," I said. "But I think we deserve it."

"Wait till you see how our merged decor clashes," Sandra said, grinning. "Then we'll see who deserves what."

"Listen, as long as we get a sectional sofa a half-mile long, I'll be happy." Emily slapped the counter. "I want to be able to run laps on it."

"Just don't step on me if I'm sleeping in the corner of it," Amy said.

"Well, I won't be wearing heels."

The papers came back with the realtor attached. We took care of the bureaucracy and left the co-op building, practically skipping down the street like we were on the yellow brick road.

"Out in plenty of time," I said, checking the time on my phone. "One more appointment to keep. You all ready?"

We crammed into my car. Alyssa said she was going to buy herself a new one once she was officially moved in, something big, like an Escalade. God knew we needed it to travel together. But for now, the three in the back of the car sat close.

Not like anyone minded.

I drove us to a nicer location than the last time we had done this, parking in front of a short, modern office building with a nice, dark stone exterior.

"She's going to be annoyed it took us so long, I bet," Amy said, as we got out of the car and walked inside.

"You think?" Alyssa asked. "This is really the first chance I had to do this. The last few weeks have been—"

"Amy's teasing," I said. "She's just going to be thrilled to meet you."

There was no note this time. A pretty young receptionist told us we were right on time, and pointed us toward the door we needed to go through.

I led us through, which meant I was the first one to get hugged.

"Mark! Finally, you made it!"

"I told you," Amy whispered.

"We made it," I said to Cynthia, hugging her back.

The hugs went all the way through, until she stopped at Alyssa, holding her by the shoulders.

"Alyssa," Cynthia said, beaming. "So nice to put a face to the voice on the phone."

"Likewise," Alyssa said, smiling, though clearly caught off guard by Cynthia's enthusiasm. "Thanks for wait—"

Alyssa was cut off by Cynthia's hug, the redhead wrapping her arms around her and squeezing. I saw the surprise on her face and I held back a laugh, and Alyssa hugged Cynthia back.

"Okay!" Cynthia let her go, still smiling brightly. "Grab a seat wherever. I promise I won't take too much of your time."

This office of hers (or maybe it was just a Bird and Stone office people rotated through?) was spacious and had furniture scattered throughout, things without backs like ottomans and lounges to sit on. We all got comfortable one way or the other, close enough for Cynthia to talk to us all.

"I'm so excited about your harem's future," she said, holding her hands together in front of herself. "Not to get too...familiar, but Alyssa, you are with some of the loveliest people I have ever met. You're all going to have such a good life together. Oh!" Cynthia clapped her hands. "I can't think about it too much, I'll tear up."

Cynthia pulled in a breath with her eyes closed. "Okay," she said, opening them. "Speaking as me, just Cynthia, if any of you want to talk, you have my number. But in the Bird and Stone capacity, my work here, as they say, is done."

"Oh?" I said. "What do you mean?"

"Well, all of you have just taken to this so naturally," Cynthia said to us, from her seat on one of the buttoned ottomans. "I'm used to working with harems for six or eight months before I feel comfortable moving on. With you all, as much as I'd like to stay on task, I have to admit you have all graduated early, in a sense. From Bird and Stone and myself especially, we offer you the most heartfelt of well wishes and thank you for using our service to find your people. I hope that years from now, I can tell people about you as a success story." Cynthia beamed, then coughed. "No names, of course. Anonymity is valued unless otherwise requested."

Emily stood up from her seat and ran over to hug Cynthia, squeezing her tight. "You're so silly sometimes," Emily said to her. "I love you! Of course we're gonna keep in touch."

"If you're not officially working on our file," Sandra said, "I hope that means we can be actual real-world friends. At the very least, we all owe you a drink!"

"That's a lot of drinks," I joked.

"Normally this is done over formal email communication," Cynthia said, once Emily had let her go and sat down next to her. "But I really wanted to meet you, Alyssa, and deliver the news in person, and tell you that I admire your strength and adaptability in starting a new life here. You are an inspiration."

"I..." Alyssa tittered. "I don't know about all that. I got lost on my way out of the apartment building this morning." She met Cynthia's eye. "But thank you. You're a fascinating woman, putting harems together. I definitely want us to all hang out."

"I have crazy things I could tell you all," Cynthia said, grinning, before she blinked and smoothed down her skirt. "Of course, I can't. Confidentiality, and all. But drinks, or dinner, or something...yes, I would love to get that set up."

We stood. I half-expected her to give us some kind of printed-out certificate, something to hang on the wall, like we had graduated from harem school. But there was nothing like that. Just another set of hugs, of endearing affirmations from Cynthia that made me feel like I was the best person in the world. She really was fascinating. A ball of energy, clashing with the straight-edged business of handling people's privacy and complex relationships. I wondered, not for the first time, what her home life was like. Did she have a harem? A husband, a wife? No, she didn't have a wedding ring.

Maybe when we went out for those drinks, we could learn some more about her.

We left the office and settled against my car, chatting and enjoying the warm sunshine, a harem of five people with our business taken care of and the rest of the afternoon to do whatever we wanted. There was inherent, priceless value in that, that feeling of freedom, that feeling of happiness and a horizon stretching out before you. I held onto it, savored it. Those sorts of feelings can get taken for granted, and when they pass, you never know when they'll come back.

Still, getting into my car, with a kiss on my cheek from Alyssa, Amy holding my hand in the passenger seat, and Emily and Sandra already chatting in the back about which bar we'd take Cynthia too, I knew.

Today wouldn't be the last time I felt this way.

T H E    E N D


Author’s Note

Thank you for reading Matchmaker Harem. While I have written a lot of harem erotica, I’ve never written one like this before, which essentially adds up to become an erotic harem romance novel.

I’ll admit to you that it was out of my comfort zone at first, but I dove in headfirst. I tried to explore this relationship as realistically as possible, still having fun, while arriving at the happy ending that we all wanted from the beginning (myself included!). I didn’t want Matchmaker Harem to have the thin plot of a dragged-out porno. I wanted it to feel as real as something so fantastic possibly could.

And, obviously, I wanted it to be hot.

I hope that I did a good job. More than anything, I hope you enjoyed your journey through each book of this series, and I mean that both as a writer and as a person who likes some good, red-hot, in-your-face smut.

I had fun with this story, that’s for sure. You can certainly expect more from me (see on the next page)!

Thank you again, so very much.

Myra


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


Ready for a fresh new harem tale? Check out Bookshop Harem!
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Ethan was ready to start a new life. He wasn't ready to start a new relationship.

Leaving behind a high-pressure job in the city, 38-year-old Ethan is settling down in the small town of Timber Creek and taking ownership of Quill's End bookshop. He's ready to dive into a lifelong dream of owning a bookstore and slowing down.


But the town of Timber Creek has more in store for him. While moving in, Ethan runs into Grace, a gorgeous blonde woman hired to clean the store before it reopens. Before he knows it, she's asking him out for coffee, and a fun date quickly becomes much more.


Ethan thought things wouldn't get crazy until it was time to open the store, but this is only the beginning for him and his burgeoning Bookshop Harem.

Click here to read!
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