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Chapter 1


MARK



Moving sucks. 
I don't care if you're moving into your dream house. I don't care if you have your entire family and every person you've ever met helping you. Moving sucks.
These were the things I whispered to myself as I banged my feet against unfamiliar stairs, bringing boxes up to the second floor of my new apartment building. There was an elevator, but it was so incredibly slow that a lot of my trips from the moving truck to my new front door had taken place via stairs just out of impatience.
The good thing is, when you move across the country, you tend to become a temporary minimalist. I didn't have a whole lot of stuff to bring with me after Alyssa and I had broken up.
Regardless, that didn't make it more fun to carry up the stairs.
After the end of a four-year relationship, I was ready to change everything. The first thing had changed against my will and despite my best efforts, and that was of course the relationship itself. Mark and Alyssa, together forever, or so I had thought.
I had been mad at first, but mostly after that it had just been sadness. Sadness I was getting over, but that still came back in waves. Maybe I had started our slow peeling apart by talking to Alyssa about moving to another state in the first place. That had been, what, almost a year ago now? 
I didn't blame her for what happened. You need two people to have a fight. Our fight was so big that it should have had three or four people. But it had just been the two of us, screaming...
I looked into the back of the moving truck and saw that there were two boxes left. I was doing this alone, so even though there wasn't much stuff for a big move, for one man with two arms, it was plenty. I didn't feel like taking another trip, so I stacked the two boxes on top of each other, dragged them to the edge of the moving truck, and loaded them into my arms. 
I'm not in bad shape. I'm an engineer, and while a lot of my work is done behind a desk now, I had spent years working labor at construction sites up until recently. 
But anyone in the trades will tell you—there's no undoing a back injury. I'd herniated a disc a few years ago. I was able to get back to form without surgery, with a lot of time spent in the gym strengthening my core and all that, but even so...one bit of overdoing it can make it flare up. Those two boxes weighed probably eighty pounds together, and human beings aren't meant to be used as moving dollies. I made it to the apartment just fine, but upon setting the boxes down, something tweaked.
And that was why I spent the first two days at my new place lying down in bed, icing and heating my back, and watching movies on my phone since I didn't have the internet hooked up yet. I was only 28 years old, but those two days, I felt like I was in my sixties. 
Thankfully, by the third day, I was feeling spry and most of the pain was gone, so I set about doing the significant unpacking and making my apartment look less like a squatter's den. 












    
  
I'm going to fast-forward now to today, about three months after my move, because today was the day I found the flyer for Bird and Stone on my car. 
(Unless you really wanted to hear about my orientation at work, or the mixup at the dealership where I got the wrong windshield wipers installed, or the fascinating saga of trying to figure out what the good pizza places were in my new city, there's not much else to tell you)
I was leaving the office. I spent about 75% of my work time in the office, and then once a month I would be out at a job site as the field engineer for a building project. Usually. I wasn't used to having such a sedentary job, and I noticed I'd put on a couple of pounds my first month in the new place, so I'd made a new habit of going to the gym. I had never really needed to work out before, but that was the price you paid for getting a cushy new job.
So that was my plan that evening. Out the office doors, into the parking lot, hop into my car and go straight to the gym. I had my gym bag in the backseat, ready to go.
But something stopped me: A flyer under the windshield of my car. 
Not the craziest thing in the world, but I noticed two things. One, my car was the only one with a flyer on it. I would've thought I had somehow gotten a parking ticket, except that this flyer was very colorful, glossy, and the paper was thick, almost card stock. It had a stylish pink border, and the rest of it was solid black except for the writing. People didn't usually spend a lot of money on flyers they tucked under windshield wipers, since 99% of them ended up blowing through the streets.
So my interest was piqued. I pulled the flyer out from the wiper and got in my car, looking at it. 
BIRD AND STONE

In search of men for matchmaking services

There are women waiting for you!

Visit our website








  
  Chapter 2


The paper listed the website, and then—which I found much more interesting than the weak ad copy—the fact that they specifically serviced the city area, and had done so for over 90 years. Well before the age of the Internet. Had they once had a shop on a city block, taking walk-ins and appointments? Some complicated Dewey-decimal type system of paper matchmaking? Was it just a series of friends hooking each other up with other friends? 
I smiled at myself, but it was small, and it was short. Seeing the paper just made me feel lonely. I had been three months here now, and it had been six months since Alyssa and I had broken up. I had expected to take a much longer break from dating, but the past month or so I'd found myself wishing I had a girl to spend some time with. There weren't a lot of women who worked in my office, and the guys I had met here were fine and all, but socialization could only do so much.
Truth be told, I felt like there was a hole inside of me. A hole growing bigger. I was scared, because I was starting to recognize waves of the same feelings that had almost drowned me back when Alyssa and I had broken up.
I couldn't stand to go through something like that again.
I drove to the gym and did my workout, forgetting about it, the paper sitting on top of my work bag in the passenger seat.
When I got home, I grabbed my work bag from the seat, and the flyer crumpled into my fist along with the handle of my bag. I ended up bringing it inside and throwing it onto my small kitchen table, where it sat next to my laptop. I hadn't gotten around to finding the right desk yet.
So when I ate dinner at the kitchen table, idly scrolling online as I chewed, the flyer was sitting right there. If I had found it even a week ago, I might've just tossed it in the garbage.
But there were those feelings. That loneliness. That worry about what awaited me, and the person I might be a couple months from now. I didn't want to go to bars, or to singles nights at the YMCA. The last couple of weeks, I had been toying with the idea of using the popular dating apps and finally delving into that world, a world which I had not needed to pry open while I was in a relationship.
But now...
I really didn't want to download some app and become one of those people who swiped here and there. I had resigned myself to the idea, but oddly, this strange flyer had given me a little hope. Or, at least, a distraction. Why not try this local website first, see if it was any good? If it ended up being a waste of time, then fine, I would go hunting for an app.
So with the scraps of my dinner pushed to the side on the kitchen table, I centered my laptop in front of me and went to the Bird and Stone website. I found it surprisingly restrained. It wasn't ugly or poorly made, but neither was it garish or annoyingly modern with those popular minimalist features I had grown to hate. It was a welcoming screen with readable text and warm colors, simply stating their name and their short mission statement: Creating happiness by bringing people together. 
Simple. Effective. I moved on to creating my account.
I had never done anything like this before—used a dating website—so I wasn't sure if the screening process on the website was typical for the industry. But to my virgin eyes, it seemed extremely methodical and detailed, with some of the questions feeling like they belonged on a college philosophy exam. I was surprised at the amount of times I had to type written answers to a question. Was someone really going to read through all of this?
There were questions I expected, things about hobbies and where I grew up and my dreams for the future. Favorite movie, favorite food. Where I had traveled to. As well as what kind of women I might be interested in—was hair color important? Height? Age? The usual.
Then there were questions like...
How often do you have trouble coming to a decision?
That was a written one, and it stumped me for a while, which perhaps was an answer all on its own. But really I think I was just caught my surprise.
Would you describe yourself as a leader? Give examples, if so.
What was this, a job interview? Then, on the flip side of that one:
How do you deal with things that are out of your control?
And more. 
Give examples of times you were between sides in an argument and how you handled it.
Have you had strong friendships that you've maintained throughout your life?
Has there been a time where you were unable to reconcile a difference with someone you cared about?
I hesitated on that, then started typing.
Alyssa and I had started to grow apart when I had expressed interest in moving. To a new city, to a new state, whatever it might be. There were better job opportunities out there in contracting and development, things I couldn't get in our hometown, which wasn't exactly a bustling metropolis. 
I had known it wasn't going to be an easy conversation. I had been prepared to give her time, and I did give her time. I had thought things would change, and so had she.
Now here I was, and there she was, two thousand miles away. 
I finished the screening portion I found myself exhausted. But it was in a good way, like after a good workout, or more accurately, a strong, intense massage, one that left you feeling worn out and at the same time, like a new person. The questions had been unexpected, and the process had been long, but I leaned back in my chair with a smile on my face. It had been nice to have something to focus my efforts on besides work. And this particular exercise had been like digging around inside of my own mind and through my past with fine archaeological tools. Healing, in a way, even though some of it had hurt.
And, nice of the Bird and Stone people—no payment until they found you a match and you had a date. The last part (a date? How would they know?) struck me as odd, but I was happy enough not to have to put my credit card down after already baring my soul. From what I could tell, that was pretty much all the site had to offer. No profiles. I had uploaded a picture as part of the screening process, but there was nowhere for me to look at other people and their pictures, no obvious social component to the site
"They definitely do things differently," I said to myself, pushing the laptop away. Different was fine with me. My life needed different. 






  
  Chapter 3


After a day went by with nothing from the service, I figured it would take them a while to get back to me. After all, I had given them a lot of information to work through. Plus, that section of the site with all the questions was described specifically as a 'screening questionnaire.' It was possible I had gotten screened out of consideration, though I hoped they would at least let me know if that was the case. 
I got the email from them while taking lunch at my desk at work, so it was as good a time as any to read it. 
Two days to get through all that and reach out, I thought. Not bad turnaround.
Opening the email, the last thing I expected was more questioning. But there it was.
Mark,
Thank you for your interest in Bird and Stone. Please allow us some time as we work through your application, and be on the lookout for messages like this one so that we can gather information to find you the perfect arrangement.
Keeping in mind your handling of the previous assortment of questions, please reply to this email with an answer to the below:
How do you handle jealousy in a relationship?
Thank you,
Cynthia
More questions? I could hardly believe they could come up with anything else. 
And so out of left field. Jealousy? I hadn't even met this potential future girlfriend yet. Wasn't it too early to worry about things like this?
Well, I did want different. I forgot about my lunch and gave them an answer, then finished up and got back to work.
Two hours later, a text message. I pulled out my phone and saw an unknown number advising me that it was Cynthia from Bird and Stone, and could I please answer the following: How much time do you typically dedicate to a relationship?
These questions weren't easy, that was for sure. But I answered it, amazed at the process of all this. I was in deep enough as it was. No sense backing off now. 
Over the next two days I got five messages from this Cynthia woman, between both email and text. Why she bounced between the two of them, I didn't know. But I was into it now, responding promptly each time, wondering what else Bird and Stone might try to dig out of me. 
It was the next day, Saturday, where I received an email thanking me for my participation and, quite unexpectedly, the email contained pictures of two women. It listed their names, Emily and Sandra, and some information about them. Apparently they had both seen my picture and profile (the latter of which Bird and Stone must have created for me) and were interested in me.
"Wow," I said to myself. They were both beautiful, Emily brunette and Sandra blonde, both of them right around my age. Emily worked in sales management for a fashion line, which was impressive. Sandra was a professor of biological sciences at a college just outside of the city. Also impressive.
I was already thinking about how I would choose. I was sure I could eventually get a date with both, if something didn't work out. Or at least, I hoped so.
I read on to see a message from Cynthia.
Emily and Sandra are both looking forward to having an evening with you. Because of the nature of our service, Bird and Stone will act as the intermediary to set up your first date. We have a number of restaurants and reservation times we can recommend, as I know you are new to the city.
This is best arranged by phone. Please call me at my number below whenever is convenient for you, ideally within 24 hours.
Cynthia
I read her message over a couple of times, because I was sure I was interpreting it the wrong way. 'Both looking forward to having an evening with you'? When I had first read that sentence, the idea of taking them both out to dinner at the same time immediately jumped into my head, but of course that was crazy. She must've just phrased it poorly. Maybe it was their intention that I go out with both of these women in turn, to help see which match would be better.
I tapped my finger on my chin. What if this was some kind of thing where it was almost like, dating a panel? Multiple women, and at the end, one of them would choose me? 
No way. I'd heard of speed dating, and I'd heard of blind dating, but never anything like that. I shook the idea out of my head.
I had to call this Cynthia woman to get this set up anyway, so I would just ask her to clarify how exactly the three of us were going to arrange our dates.
Surely I was misunderstanding something.






  
  Chapter 4


I dialed Cynthia's number right then and there, since it was Saturday around noon and I didn't have anything more pressing to do. It felt strange to be calling her, after a few days of regular messaging back-and-forth. Like we were taking our business relationship to the next step. 
It only occurred to me that she might not answer the phone on a Saturday after it had begun ringing. But she had emailed me earlier that morning, so why not?
The ringing stopped, and a voice came on.
"Hello, this is Cynthia."
"Hi, Cynthia, this is Mark. This is...Bird and Stone, right?"
"Yes, you've called the right number, Mark." Cynthia had a businesslike quality to her speech, though her voice was still warm. "Thank you for your prompt call. Emily and Sandra are both eager to meet you."
"Yeah, that's one thing I wanted to ask about," I said to her. I paced through my apartment, holding my cell phone up to my ear. "First of all, thank you for setting me up with them, they both seem lovely. But, uh..."
I struggled, figuring out how to phrase the question. "Am I supposed to tell you who I'd like to go out with first? Or is it up to them, or...?"
"Nothing to worry about there," Cynthia responded. "The date will be arranged for all three of you. No choices necessary in that regard."
"All three of us," I repeated. "You want me to go out with Emily and Sandra at the same time?"
"No," she said, "I want you to go out with Emily and Sandra."
"I don't understand."
"That is quite alright," she said. "The nature of our service is surprising to most. Some suspect it, some do not, but we don't come out and put it so plainly during the screening process because it's a matter of romantic compatibility, not modern sensibility. It's preferred to address it...well, at this stage, over the phone."
Cynthia cleared her throat. "Bird and Stone arranges groupings of multiple people. It is an unusual setup in the modern world, which is why our screening is so extensive, to ensure people are the right fit for such a thing."
I blinked, hardly believing what I was hearing. "You set up throuples?"
Cynthia cleared her throat again. "That is not my favorite term," she said, "but yes. Or in some cases, groupings of more than three people. Our favored vernacular is poly, or harem."
"Harem," I repeated. And then, since the idea had only just occurred to me, I blurted out, "Wait, is this a joke?"
"It's not a joke, Mark." Cynthia quashed that quickly. "Emily and Sandra are looking for a man in their lives. I think you are the right man for them.
"Let me ask you," she continued, seriously, "Mark. Are you turning down a date with two beautiful women?"
"I..." My mouth hung open. I snapped it shut. "I just need a second to think."
"Take your time." I heard her start to move some papers around, humming to herself. Like this was just totally normal to her. Like she did this every day.
I lowered my phone from my ear, looking down at it but not really seeing it. She wanted me to go out with two women. To date two women. Which also meant...
Two women wanted to date me? Together? What the hell dream was I having?
Cynthia's humming, tinny, came through the phone.
Okay, let's assume this is real, I told myself. Do you want to? Apparently they think I'm right for it. Am I? They would know better, right, if this is what they do? Shit, Mark, is this not every guy's fantasy? 
Yeah, but usually it stayed a fantasy. Dating two women...I could see that getting complicated.
You wanted different.
Fuck. Yes I did. 
I brought the phone back up to my ear.
"Cynthia."
"Yes, Mark."
"Are they...are Emily and Sandra, are they already dating? Each other?"
"That's a smart question," Cynthia said. "No. Some of the women in the service are, but not Emily and Sandra. They are friends, they do know each other."
"Okay." I considered this. That seemed easier than...than joining in on an established couple. Unless she was lying. But Cynthia had seemed very candid so far. 
"Okay," I repeated, getting my head straight. "I'm interested. I mean, I'd like to go out on a date with them."
I could practically hear Cynthia's smile. "That's great, Mark. They'll be very excited. I've spoken to them already and taken their restaurant interests. Can you go out with them tonight?"
"Tonight," I echoed, blinking. "Tonight...yeah. Yes."
We chose a restaurant, Altoine's on Elm. We chose a time, eight-thirty PM. Cynthia explained that with more than two people on a date, with this many moving parts, it was simpler for everyone if Bird and Stone set up the date. I agreed with her.
"Cynthia," I asked her. "The name, Bird and Stone. It's...a play on two birds and one stone?"
Cynthia laughed, amused. "Yes. Yes it is."






  
  Chapter 5


I parked my car in the lot of Altoine's restaurant, wondering how I was going to be able to eat with my heart in my throat. Wondering if I could really handle a date with two women. Wondering, not for the first time, if this was all some elaborate set up to murder or rob me. 
Well, we were meeting in a public place. I expected to at least survive the night. 
I pushed away thoughts of Alyssa as I got out of my car, and looked at myself briefly in the reflection of the driver's side window. Brown hair, not too long, not too short, brushed to the side. My face was...fine. I had a great smile. I loved my green eyes. My body was great, extra-firm, courtesy of the time I had spent in the gym doing targeted exercises. I was in a snappy blazer and a pair of slacks that weren't too formal, seeming to fit nicely based on what I had looked up about this place. I was definitely a guy who should be able to land a girl.
But could I land two?
"Here we go," I said, and I walked toward the restaurant. It was a one-story building sitting on a corner, a place that seemed to stretch very far back as I walked in through the thick, fancy wooden doors marking the entrance. Inside, the restaurant was a tasteful brick, with somewhat dim lighting and ceilings that seemed higher on the inside then they did on the outside. I walked past the expansive bar on the right side of the entryway to reach the hostess.
"Hi," I said. "Mark, for three?"
The hostess perused her list and then nodded, motioning for me to follow her as she grabbed a single menu from her stand and led me over to the table. We wound our way through a restaurant floor that was separated into different, huge rooms, until we reached our destination. The hostess set my menu down on the white tablecloth in front of my seat, and stepped away.
And it was just the three of us.
I stayed standing, walking around the table to greet the two women. They were just like in their pictures, which I had spent a lot of the day looking at.
Not knowing exactly what to do, I offered my hand.
Emily took it with a smile. She was the brunette, and she had a strong grip. She was beautiful, wearing a very stylish dress that was dark blue in color with silver trim in certain spots, her dark hair falling over her shoulders gracefully. The dress did well to accentuate her tits, which needed no help being noticeable, big and inviting on her chest.
"Mark," I said, "though I guess you already know. It's nice to meet you."
"Emily," she told me with a smile.
Then it was Sandra. Blonde and beautiful, with her hair up in an attractive bun, showing off her neck and creamy skin. She had a little freckles on her cheeks, and her dress was short, tight around her body in the best ways, hugging her breasts and showing the curve of her hips, naturally drawing your eyes to the shapely thighs revealed at the bottom. She took my hand with a giggle, and I could see that she was brimming with excitement.
"Thanks for coming tonight," she said.
Practically stunned by the fact that this was all real, I said, "I...wouldn't have missed this for anything."
We sat down at the table. It was circular, with the two women sitting a little closer together opposite me.
"You're new to the city," Sandra said, not asking, but pointing it out. "What made you move here?"
"Work," I said. "I'm an engineer with the Halwell firm."
"Oh, that blue building on 41st, right?" Emily asked. "I always loved the color of that place. So pretty for an office building."
I smiled. "That's the one."
The dinner conversation was surprisingly easy, looking and sounding exactly like a typical first date except for the fact that there were three of us. Altoine's specialized in Jamaican cuisine, which I wasn't terribly familiar with, but Sandra had some recommendations that turned out to be excellent. It was my first time trying oxtail, but I had a feeling I'd be back for it.
While we did talk about the usual stuff, I found myself steering the conversation toward the topic of Bird and Stone.
"I have to say, I was pretty shocked when I talked to Cynthia for the first time," I told them. The restaurant was loud around us, clinking glasses and conversation. "Maybe I should've gotten the hint, thinking back on the site's language. But it took me by surprise."
"It's funny," Sandra said, putting her spoon back down into her soup. "Cynthia says that most of the guys who end up matching and talking to her have no idea about the harem arrangement. Some of them treat it like it's a porno or something, but they're pretty good at weeding those types out."
"Have the two of you been part of the service for a while?"
Emily and Sandra looked at each other.
"About two years?" Emily asked her.
"That sounds right," Sandra said.
Emily looked back at me. "It's definitely not like other matchmaking services. You don't get set up on a date every week. It's very exclusive, and there's only so many people they deem to be the right fit. In the two years that we've been on their list, this is our, what, sixth or seventh date?"
"Wow," I said, fascinated. "Were the other ones...bad?"
Sandra shook her head. "Not bad. Well, I guess one was bad, if you had to say. He was all right at first, we had a really nice dinner and sat at the bar afterward. but once he'd had a couple of drinks, he kept trying to get us to his hotel room..."
"Not that I'm above some hotel room fun," Emily said. "But he was being gross."
Sandra rolled her eyes. "Cynthia took him out of the roster pretty quick after that."
"They take this really seriously," I commented.
"Yeah." Emily nodded, a quick dip of her head. "I've found out what I could from Cynthia, but the whole thing is fairly private, for everyone's security. They've been around a while, though."
"The impression that I get," Sandra said, leaning over the table like she was sharing a dangerous secret, "is that it's funded by a legacy of women who have had polyamorous relationships going back decades, all the way to the 1930s. And they were so happy with the lives they'd built, that they wanted to help people see that this could be the right sort of thing for them."
"Cynthia won't confirm it," Emily said with a smile. "It's not like she owns the place, she's an employee. But I like the idea of that, these women—"
"Men too, maybe," Sandra cut in.
"—and men," Emily agreed, "helping give people an opportunity to experience something society at large might frown on."
"Yeah, good luck going onto a dating website and asking for two women," I said.
"Exactly." Emily took a sip of her water, shaking her dark hair back. "Not to mention the people who have no idea it might be perfect for them."
"Like me," I said.
"Like you," Emily said, with a warm smile. Sandra's hand touched mine on the table.
I felt color rising into my cheeks. I expected to feel tense, uncomfortable in some way...but I didn't feel that way at all. I was...actually having a great time with the two of them. 
They were fun. Happy, and easy to talk to. Emily was a huge fan of this obscure show that I loved, that I thought practically nobody had ever heard of. Sandra talked about moving to Toronto, something I had given a lot of thought to. She hated mushrooms, which I learned when she was ordering, and she had gotten them on the side of her dish anyway and given them to me and Emily.
After being in a relationship for four years, and finding the things we had liked together, I realized that I had started to ignore the things that just I liked. And it hadn't occurred to me that there were more people out there, people who might sit down and watch my show with me, people who might not push me away if I talked about a change of scenery.
"You know," I said, "I think this date's going really well."
Sandra and Emily smiled, and Sandra said, "We do, too."






  
  Chapter 6


Toward the end of the night, when dessert had been considered but ultimately declined, Emily put it out there. 
"So we don't have a hotel room," Emily said, touching my hand across the table just like Sandra had done, "but if you wanted to come to our place tonight, I wouldn't say no. Sandra?"
"No argument from me," Sandra said. They looked at each other, smiled, then looked at me.
The shock on my face must've been cartoonish. I struggled for something to say. "You...you live together?"
Sandra nodded. "Just as roommates. Really. After previous living arrangements in a poly relationship, neither of us felt like living alone. So we shacked up together."
"Shacked up." Emily laughed. "You're going to give him the wrong idea. We really are just roommates."
"Yeah." Sandra flashed me a smile. "We save the naughty stuff for company."
Now they both had their hands on mine. I felt feet under the table, pressing against my own. Only an idiot would say no.
"I'd love to come over," I told them, my heart back in my throat after I had just gotten it settled down.
I saw the glee light up both of their eyes. When the check came, I reached for it, and Sandra smacked my hand away.
"None of that," she said. "I don't want to establish some precedent where the man is paying for everything."
"Not even on the first date?" I asked her.
"My treat," Sandra said, pulling the check away from Emily as well. "Maybe one of you can buy breakfast."
"Sandra!" Emily gasped.
I couldn't believe what I was hearing.
Sandra did pay the check, and then Emily gave me their address just so I would have it, but also told me: "Just follow us, huh?"
Yeah. I could do that. 
In a daze, I got behind them as we pulled out of the parking lot and just kept my eyes on their tail light. By the time we got to their place, I didn't remember a single thing about the drive. It was the purest case of highway hypnosis I had ever experienced.
I met them in their lot and we walked into their fancy apartment building, the two of them leading me through a nice lobby to the set of elevators.
"We're on the seventh floor," Emily told me.
Ding. The elevator was here. And then, at light speed compared to the crappy elevator in my building, we were at the 7th floor, stepping out and turning left to reach their apartment at the end of the hall.
"We'd at least like you to see the place," Sandra said, opening the door. "Nothing more if you're not comfortable."
I wondered what would have to happen for me to not be comfortable. Maybe if somebody dumped a bucket of ice water over my head. Even then, I would've just asked for a towel and stayed.
"Nice," I said appreciatively, walking around. "This place is huge."
"Well, we used to have three people living here," Emily commented, hanging up her keys near the door. "But we haven't for some time. Still, we liked the place a lot, so the two of us decided to keep it."
They gave me a short tour, taking me through a sitting room with a gorgeous view of the city, a modern and sparkling kitchen that was probably twice the size of my own, and three branches of short hallways that led to the three bedrooms and two bathrooms of the place. The ceilings were high and white and made me feel small, but in an impressive way. 
The place was warm and comforting, not sterile and modern like a lot of apartments I had seen. Sandra painted, apparently, and her work hung in a few places throughout the apartment, soft and beautiful watercolors. Emily, Sandra told me, was a potted plant fiend when the two of them had first met, and she had toned it down some when she and Sandra had moved in together. The ferns and succulents and potted canes around the place were tasteful and added bright splashes of lively color.
"Can I offer you a drink?" Emily asked me, putting her hand on my arm. "Or would you like to see the bedroom?"
"Bedroom," I said quickly, the tips of her fingers warm on my skin. "I'd love to see the bedroom."
Emily giggled, brushing her fingers down my forearm. Then I followed the two of them down to the master bedroom at the end of the hall.
I followed Emily into the room, and Sandra closed the door behind us. It was a big bedroom, with a window on the far wall and dark blue curtains drawn over it. An en suite bathroom cast a light out of the wall to my left. A big bed took up most of the wall opposite the bathroom.
Sandra stepped forward and put her hands on my shoulders, bringing her face up close to mine.
"I hope it isn't unseemly," she said. "How fast we're moving. But Bird and Stone encourages it. Sexual compatibility is crucial."
Her voice was surprisingly sexy for being so technical. She leaned in a little closer.
"Plus, I think you're really hot," she breathed, and then my hands were on her waist and feeling the fabric of her dress and the heat from her body underneath, and she was kissing me, and I was kissing her, and it was hot and wet and wonderful.
Sandra pulled off, and then Emily took me by the arm and led me over to the bed, sitting me down. She leaned over me, planting her hands on either side. Her ample bosom was practically an inch from my chin, and her face was even closer. She kissed me too, immediately diving in with her tongue as her dark hair fell around us. 
"Hot and a good kisser," she breathed, pulling away.
"If you two think I'm hot," I said, breathing heavily, "then you're even more out of my league than I thought. You're probably the two most beautiful women I've ever spoken to."
Emily gave me a sly grin. "Flattering. Are you really so modest, with those abs I felt under your shirt?"
"Uh..." I really had gotten in better shape, but I still hadn't been with anyone since Alyssa. Having the woman you loved no longer want you tended to make you think that no woman could ever want you.
I shoved those thoughts out of my mind. Now was not the time.
"Let's hurry up and get naked," Sandra said playfully. "I know I look good in this dress, but it isn't the most comfortable thing in the world."
So we did. And with the help of Emily's compliment about my body, I didn't feel too abashed about slipping my shirt and blazer off and following with my pants, though my boxer briefs stayed snug on my hips.
The two women had no such qualms. Sandra unzipped Emily's dress, and Emily did the same for her, and then they were pulling them off, expertly. I could see the relief on their faces, free of the constrictions of a nice piece of clothing. I hardly had time to admire their lean bodies and smooth thighs before they were deftly undoing their bras and sliding their panties off, Sandra reaching up to let her hair down, blonde and long, shaking out over her shoulders.
Emboldened, I got up off the bed and took Emily in my arms, pulling her against me. Her big breasts squished up against my chest, the hard nipples poking at me. I kissed her, sliding a hand down around her hip and squeezing her ass. She moaned and pressed into me.
We moved to the bed, all three of us. It was king-sized, accommodating. I ended up between the two of them, all of us lying down.
"You know, Mark, I said naked," Sandra said. She admonished me with a cluck of her tongue. "Not almost naked."
She tugged my underwear down. My cock, hard as it had ever been, sprung out like an escaped animal. Emily finished getting my underwear off my legs while Sandra grabbed my cock and brought herself close to it.
Emily was in my face again. "Sandra loves sucking dick," she whispered to me. "Do you like eating pussy, Mark?"
"Get up here," I told her.
Emily bit her lip, then straddled my face with her hips. At the same time, Sandra's mouth closed over my cock, sliding down my shaft. I moaned. Her tongue snaked around my cockhead.
Then Emily's pussy pressed against my face, short hairs scratching pleasantly at me, wet lips finding my own and my nose was full of her scent and my tongue plunged into her. She groaned and grabbed my hair in her fist, riding my face. I rubbed her clitoris with my nose and licked up and down her lips while she shoved her pussy against me, grinding.
Sandra had one hand on my balls, quickly going from sucking my cock to deep-throating it. She did it with passion, with intensity. She really did love sucking dick. Lucky me.
I glanced upward and I could see Emily's big tits bouncing as she rode my face, squealing with delight when my tongue plunged up into her tunnel and tasted the strong flavor she had deeper inside, like lust and iron. 
I ate Emily's pussy until she was shaking against me, and Sandra put her hand on Emily's ass. I could see her fingertips poking around the brunette's hip.
"Cum on Mark's face, honey," Sandra told her, squeezing her.
"I'm—I'm gonna—" Emily panted, pressing into me. I made whatever encouraging noises I could from down between her legs, and moved my lips and tongue up so that I could focus on her clit. Emily humped into me, moaning, and then she came, shaking on my face and spasming against me. She wet my chin and neck with her juices as she cried out and Sandra held still, my cock deep in her mouth, squeezing Emily's side as she climaxed.
Emily pulled off my face, gasping for breath, but stayed straddling my chest. I looked up at her, and she was so damn sexy with her messy hair and her mouth hanging slightly open as she recovered. She had an incredible pair of boobs, beautiful and round and perky, and I reached a hand up to hold one, rubbing her.
Sandra climbed on top of me. I felt her rubbing the head of my cock against the silky lips of her pussy, and I begged her to let me inside her. She obliged.
Sandra sat down on my dick, sliding me deep up inside of her tight, wet cunt. I moaned, pushing my head back into the pillow. Emily's eyes lit up, and she turned around on me, straddling me backwards so that she could look at Sandra. Sandra started to ride me, and my moaning grew uncontrollable. She felt incredible, and I was so turned on. All I could see was Emily's ass, her pussy and tight little back door spread open in front of my face as she straddled me. But I could hear Sandra moaning, humping against me.
Emily leaned forward, and I felt my dick bend forward as Sandra leaned back, slamming herself down on me from a new angle. I craned my head to the side to see Emily lapping at Sandra's clitoris, eating her pussy even while my dick was inside her. The tip of her tongue occasionally flicked against my shaft, licking up Sandra's juices. It might've been the single hottest thing I had ever seen.
Unable to resist, I plunged my tongue back into Emily's pussy, grabbing the cheeks of her ass with both hands as I ate her out from behind. She shivered against me, but I stayed away from her sensitive clit, just licking her luscious lips and probing gently into her sweet tunnel.
Emily lifted her mouth from Sandra's vagina to tell me, "Cum inside of her, Mark. She loves it when guys cum inside."
Fuck, I thought. These two women were so achingly hot. At this point, I could have cum just from one of them whispering in my ear. I rocked my hips upward against Sandra and I sputtered out something about my impending orgasm into the lips of Emily's pussy.
"Yes," Sandra panted. Emily was back on her clit, sucking on it while she rode me. "Yes!"
I think I came first. I don't have the wherewithal or the technology to be any more confident in my answer than that. I bucked my hips up to Sandra and spurted my cum into her, waves of pleasure ripping through my body and bursting out of my dick in hot shots of my cum. I filled her to the brim and when there wasn't any more room, it spilled out. Sandra, on top of me, clamped down on me with her pussy through her orgasm and cried out, Emily paying special attention to her clit as she came. She rode me and the strong muscles of her pussy pushed my cum out of her even as I shot more in, until she was slamming down onto me and grinding, making me hit those deep spots inside of her that brought her the most pleasure.
It felt so good, it was a wonder any of us survived.






  
  Chapter 7


"You can feel it, if you want," Sandra told me. The three of us were lying in bed, washed up, letting our tired muscles get some much-needed rest. "You never had a girlfriend with one of these?" 
"Just the birth control pill." I gently traced one finger along the inside of Sandra's upper arm, Feeling the slim birth control implant. "Wow. It doesn't bother you?"
"Quite the opposite," Sandra said, giving me a devilish grin. "Emily has one, too. They aren't a fit for every woman's biology, but for her and me, they are perfection. All the cumming inside, none of the pregnancy concerns. And if and when I do want kids, well, it just comes out."
"One day they'll invent something like that for men," Emily said, rubbing her hand on my chest from the other side. "Then you guys can do some of the management."
"We do have it pretty easy," I said, laughing. "Is it cliché to say that this was the best sex of my life? I don't care, because it was. I mean, Jesus Christ. I could die right now and come back as a ghost and all I would think is, that was awesome."
"I prefer to stay alive so that we could do it again," Emily said, laughing, "but I appreciate the sentiment."
"So, let me ask you something while my tits are out, Mark." Sandra got up on her knees, hovering over me on the bed. "Do you want to keep seeing Emily and me?"
I pretended to be mesmerized by her tits. Okay, maybe I wasn't pretending. But I did look up into her eyes, moving my gaze between the two of them.
"Of course I do," I said.
Sandra smiled. "Good. So you should know, as great a first date as this was, it's not the end of the Bird and Stone process. They like to make sure we're a good fit, and one date isn't enough for that."
"Given the opportunity they allow all of us to have, I don't think it's too much," Emily said.
I nodded. "Sure. So what comes next?"
Sandra and Emily looked at each other. Then they both looked back at me. Sandra spoke.
"How do you feel about living together?"

To be continued…
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  Chapter 1


MARK



It was probably the weirdest phone call I had ever made in my life. Calling my point of contact, Cynthia, at the matchmaking service that had set me up with Emily and Sandra, after the three of us had slept together. 
It was morning at Emily and Sandra's shared apartment, the morning after the three of us had fucked. The two women were up and about, showering and getting ready for the day, and I was pacing around the apartment, my phone in hand.
"You just manned up and went on a date with two women, and sealed the deal," I told myself. "You can't make a phone call?"
"Are you talking to me, Mark?" Emily called from the next room.
"Uh, no, just calling Cynthia now," I said. I pulled up the number from my recent calls and pressed on it, dialing Cynthia.
Apparently the woman worked seven days a week, answering the phone on this Sunday morning. "This is Cynthia."
"Hi, Cynthia," I said. "This is Mark."
"Oh, it's great to hear from you, Mark," Cynthia said. "How was the date?"
"The date was...the date was great."
I thought I heard a smirk in Cynthia's voice. "Are you at their place right now?"
I laughed nervously. "How could you tell?"
"Something in your tone," Cynthia said proudly. "I'm glad the three of you had a good time. I'm assuming you slept together, but it would be helpful if I could have a confirmation."
I gritted my teeth. As weird as this all was, it kept getting weirder. But I had talked to Emily and Sandra about this, about what to expect from Cynthia. Things such as, questions that might be uncomfortable or frowned upon in normal social circles.
Apparently, those frowns turned upside down with Bird and Stone.
"Ah...we did," I said.
"Wonderful," Cynthia responded. "I'll save you the embarrassment of asking how it was."
"Is that—is that something you need to know?"
"No," Cynthia said simply. "That's just for me."
I didn't know what to say to that. Cynthia moved on.
"I appreciate you making this phone call even though you're uncomfortable, Mark," Cynthia said. "It shows you're invested in our process and believe in a future with Emily and Sandra. Am I right about that?"
That, I could answer. "Yes, you are."
"Of course, the first date is just that," Cynthia said. "The first step. And since you're the one calling me and not one of the girls, we must be moving on to the second step. The three of you moving in together."
"We had talked about that, yeah," I said, pacing around the large, mostly-unfamiliar apartment as I spoke. "I don't hate the idea, but it's complicated."
"It is most definitely complicated," Cynthia agreed. "That's why it helps to have a guide such as myself. You may or may not be pleased to know that I've officially taken on the role of your relationship mentor. Think of me like a couples therapist, but with very specific expertise. I'm here to help all three of you."
"Really?" I asked, picking up on the implicit question she had inserted into that announcement. "Well, I am pleased. I appreciate it, Cynthia."
"It's my pleasure," Cynthia said earnestly. "So let's talk arrangements. Your place, their place, or a new location?"
Diving right into it. "We've discussed it," I said, "and this place—their place—is more suited for housing three people. So, probably this apartment."
Emily walked out into the living room, where I was. She smiled at me, still wrapped in a towel from the shower. Her dark hair was wet, trailing down her shoulders and upper back. She walked over to the coffee table, making a show of bending down to pluck something off of it, and let her white towel drop to the floor.
My breath caught in my throat at the angle of her sexy naked body from the side, her big breasts bouncing slightly upon release, the curve of her ass. She didn't even look at me. She just picked up the empty glass from the coffee table and walked naked to the kitchen, tidying up while leaving her towel on the floor.
But I saw a glimpse of a smile as she rounded the corner into the kitchen.
"Yeah," I said. "I'll be happy here."
"Are you leasing somewhere else currently?"
"I am..." I went on to express my concerns about terminating my apartment lease early, and Cynthia surprised me by advising they knew the execs at the property agency and they'd be able to arrange a termination with nothing out of pocket for me. 
"You're serious?"
"Of course," Cynthia said. "We've been in this city a long time, Mark."
"You guys are like...the harem mafia," I mused.
"Harem mafia," Cynthia repeated, tasting it. "You know, we could sell that merchandise...but that's not my department."
"As long as I get ten percent," I said.






  
  Chapter 2


I had to admit that the ease with which Cynthia could void a property contract had me concerned about the kind of people I was getting mixed up with. But knowing that Sandra and Emily were among those people made me feel better.  
Once the call was over, the two women were quite happy that I had decided to move in with them. We'd talked it over the night before, so the verdict wasn't much of a surprise, but it was still cause for celebration. 
"I'm buying us breakfast," I told them. "What's good around here?"
We ended up at a Greek diner around the corner from their place, and I picked up the check for the delicious pancakes, hot coffee and fresh orange juice. We were all ravenous and in need of a hearty breakfast after the night before, and for strength for what lay ahead: moving.
But honestly, it wasn't nearly as bad this time. First of all, Bird and Stone were able to arrange movers the very same day, which helped immensely. No tweaking my back again. And this time, I had company. Some of the best company I'd ever had. Emily and Sandra, happy to help carry boxes up to their place, commenting on my choice of decor (some compliments, some teasing), excitedly showing me where various things could go. I got the official tour of their place—our place—and set my stuff up in one of the extra bedrooms.
"You can have your own room, of course," Sandra told me, setting down a small box on top of my dresser, which the movers had placed in my chosen room. "Sleep in here, sleep with me or Emily or both of us...whatever we feel like doing that night."
"I like these options," I told her.
Everything got done very quickly thanks to the help of the two-man moving crew as well as Emily and Sandra, compared to my last move. I made sure to give the guys a generous tip since the cost of the move wasn't coming out of my own pocket.
"Are you guys sure I'm not going to end up owing Bird and Stone my soul somehow?" I asked the women after we had bad farewell to the movers. "Because I asked Cynthia about the whole payment for the service thing, since it had said I wouldn't start paying for Bird and Stone until after the first date, but she told me there was no payment, and that they just said that to make people comfortable. I guess people are used to paying for things. And now a free lease break and movers?"
Sandra patted me on the shoulder. "You'll be safe, don't worry."
I grinned. "With you two for protection? How could I not be?"
With the big stuff out of the way, we decided to let the little details of the move sit for another day—unpacking the boxes, getting my clothes into my closet, stuff like that—and thought it would be nice to get a little time outdoors in the park. The park wasn't quite within walking distance of the apartment, but I drove the three of us over and we spent some time in the sun.
Elliot Park was a sprawling green patch nestled on the east side of the city, and its size had surprised me when I'd first moved here. It hardly took very long to drive around the park, but if you were walking straight across, it would take you about an hour to go from one end to the other. There were paved paths winding past tennis courts and cookout shelters, up and down hills and leading to the patches of forest that remained standing there, where they transitioned into hiking trails.
It was a nice place to spend some time, and we made our way down the paved paths in no rush, talking. It was our second date, really.
"What do you think about the word 'harem'?" I asked Emily. She was to my immediate right, and Sandra was to her right, as we walked three wide on the path but moved to make space for others and bicyclists as needed.
"When I first talked to Cynthia, we had a little discussion about it," I continued, "I had used the word throuple." 
Emily laughed, a pleasant titter like a glass wind chime. "Oh, she must've loved that."
"She corrected me immediately," I admitted. "She mentioned the word poly, but it seemed like she was in favor of harem."
"Do you not like it?" Sandra asked me, looking over.
I shrugged. "It just seems so...I don't know, tawdry? If it's meant to describe a relationship and not like, a brothel, or some king and his concubines. I've never really heard it outside of that kind of context."
"I wouldn't go by the biblical context," Sandra said, rolling her eyes. "Back then it just referred to the women only. They were the harem, and the man was their king, or lord, or whatnot."
"Yeah, think more modern," Emily said, giving me a playful push. "Today it just means one man and multiple women. Or just multiple women." She tapped her finger on her chin. "So I guess it can still refer to only the women. But it's all about context."
"So then a reverse harem is one women and multiple men?"
"Yup."
"Huh." I had heard the term and never really thought about it. Once it was pointed out to me, it was obvious. 
"I like it," Sandra said, answering my original question. "Poly is fine. Throuple is fine, I have no issues with that one."
Emily wrinkled her nose. "Throuple isn't my favorite."
"But harem is fun," Sandra said, a devious smile on her face. "You're right. It's more tawdry. A little more naughty. It gives me a little spark of life just to say it out loud."
"Harem," I said, making eyes at Sandra, and she mockingly put her hand over her heart. 
We stopped at a cart in the park and got ice cream. It couldn't have been a more perfect day if I had written it into a book. 






  
  Chapter 3


The three of us came home giggly and happy and handsy, and we hadn't even been drinking. By the time the door closed behind us, Emily was kissing Sandra, and Sandra had her hand up my shirt, rubbing across my chest.  
We moved to my new bedroom, where I banged the door open with my knee and we started taking clothes off. Less than twenty-four hours after being with each other, we were all lustfully ravenous for more. Naked, Emily fell onto the bed first, beckoning me forward. Her dark hair spread out around her on the comforter. I dropped myself between her spread legs and pressed my lips into her pussy. I plunged my tongue into her and tasted her, and Emily squealed with delight and put a hand on my head, pushing me down into her cunt.
Sandra came up behind me where I crouched at the side of the bed, teasingly drawing a finger down the crack of my ass before reaching down between my legs and grabbing my hardening cock from behind and below, stroking me from an interesting angle. 
I dipped my tongue into Emily's hole, then drew my tongue up to tickle at her clitoris while my hands crept over her stomach and found her breasts, squeezing them and rolling her nipples between my fingers. Sandra kissed the side of my neck, surprisingly limber as she jerked me off from below and ran her tongue up to my earlobe.
"Give me some of that," she whispered in my ear.
I pulled myself from Emily's pussy and got up onto the bed beside her, Sandra taking my place and burying her face in Emily's snatch. Emily moaned and grabbed Sandra's blonde hair. Her other hand reached out for me, found my dick, and pulled me closer to her. She guided me up to her mouth, where she took my dick in her lips and started sucking me while she lay back on the bed and Sandra ate her out.
I started to fuck Emily in the mouth, and the moans she let out vibrated down the length of my cock. I put one hand on her head, winding my fingers into her dark hair, looking down at her gorgeous face while my cock disappeared behind her lips. She looked up at me, meeting my eyes. I looked down the length of her body to watch Sandra sucking on her clit, and I wondered how many times I was going to see the hottest thing that I had ever seen in my life, and which arrangement of these two women's bodies would eventually win that title.
Sandra climbed up between Emily's legs, taking her mouth off her pussy and replacing it with her hand, shoving three fingers up Emily's twat and wiggling them. Emily screamed around my cock, and Sandra lay down almost flat against her, pressing her body up against the other woman and squishing her breasts against Emily's stomach while she fingered her.
Amazingly, Emily started to suck me more ferociously, moving her head back-and-forth on my cock even within her limited range of motion. When I told her that she was going to make me cum, all she did was suck on me faster. Sandra lifted her hips so that Emily could reach out with a spare hand and rub at her clitoris while Sandra buried her fingers deep inside of her. 
Emily came, her body shaking while Sandra stretched her and her hand rubbed sloppily at her pleasure button. I watched her tits bounce as her body tensed, her muscles coiling and uncoiling while her orgasm shook through her. She paused in her sucking on me, but that only heated me up more, watching her cum while my cock was in her mouth. And when she instinctually started sucking my dick again, I could only offer her one more word of warning.
My orgasm boiled up inside of me and I let it go inside her mouth, flooding Emily with my cum. Her eyes closed, she swallowed down every shot from my pulsing dick, and when it was done, she pulled her mouth off, gasping for air.
Sandra let her recover for about half a minute, gently pulling her fingers out of Emily. Then, once the brunette's breathing had slowed, Sandra got up and straddled her, turning around and flopping her pussy right down onto Emily's face. She hissed with pleasure as Emily ate her cunt from below, reaching down to rub her own clit.
My cock still dripping, I wrapped one arm around Sandra, pulling myself close to her and pinching one of her nipples between my fingers. I found her mouth and we kissed passionately, our tongues fencing as she rocked on Emily's face and reached her own orgasm, shivering and moaning against me as she came and her juices dripped down Emily's cheeks.
That was how I learned that Emily tended to enjoy taking a more submissive role in the bedroom, with Sandra often being dominant. Not a hard and fast rule, but roles that they were comfortable in and enjoyed. 
I would still need to figure out the best way for me to fit into that, but so far I felt like I was doing just fine.






  
  Chapter 4


We spent that first night in the new (to me) place together in what had come to be my bed, all three of us in it. I was embraced by the familiarity of a bedspread I knew, and the warming company of two women I was getting to know very well. 
When I woke up the next morning, though, I thought I might have to upgrade my bed. A queen-sized serves well enough for three people, but a king-sized would be better. 
We all worked in the morning, though Sandra didn't need to be at the college she taught at until 10 o'clock, so she had a bit of a lazier morning than Emily and I did. Pretty much all of my stuff was in my room at this point still, so it was easy enough to get ready. The place had two showers,  too, so there was room for two people to be in a hurry if needed. And if three people were? Well, I guessed that somebody would have to share their shower.
In a move that felt almost more surreal than the sex had been, I kissed both Emily and Sandra goodbye and went off to work. I had a smile on my face most of the day, with no way or desire to explain just what had put me in such a good mood. 
But the work day flew by in a way it never had before.
When I came back to my new home that evening after work, I paused outside the door. I could hear voices inside, and it wasn't just chitchat. It was a heated discussion, possibly an argument. 
I recognized Emily's voice, but the other one was unfamiliar to me. Still, who else could it be but Sandra?
Hesitating outside the door, I reminded myself that I lived there now, and I put my key in the lock and went inside.
The front door opened into the wider living room area, and the kitchen was around the corner. That seemed to be where the voices were coming from, though they had paused once I'd opened the door and stepped inside.
Emily came out of the kitchen, looking flustered. Another woman followed behind her, not somebody that I recognized. 
She was blonde, but she wasn't Sandra. A little shorter, curvy and possibly even voluptuous in tight-fitting jeans and a simple yellow top that brought out the green color of her eyes. She looked at me, and a flash of emotion rippled across her face. Hurt?
"Hey," I said, to Emily as much as to the other woman. "I don't mean to interrupt..."
"You're fine, Mark," Emily said, coming over and giving me a hug. "This is Amy. She and I...well, she and Sandra and I, we used to go out."
I absorbed this information as professionally as I could, understanding now the way that Amy had looked at me. Still, wanting to be amiable, I stepped forward and offered my hand. "Mark," I said. "Nice to meet you, Amy."
Credit to her, she did take my hand and offer me a weak smile, but she obviously wasn't here for a social visit, and it was clear I had interrupted an argument. Maybe not a bad one—it didn't look like anyone had been crying or anything like that—but certainly something I had no place in, at least not at this moment.
"I'll give you two some space," I said. "I have a couple of things to wrap up for work on my laptop anyway. I'm just going to head over to my bedroom, way on the other side."
"Thanks, Mark," Emily said gratefully, and I gave her and Amy a nod and departed, wondering what they might've been talking about.
I got into my bedroom and closed the door, resisting the urge to eavesdrop. I had to trust that if it was important, Emily would tell me, and that kind of creeping around just wasn't who I was. So I kept myself busy in my room, getting ahead on work and getting some things unpacked as well, making the space more my own. 
It was probably about fifteen minutes later that Emily came by and I heard her calling my name. I got up from the small desk that I had set up in the room and opened the door, stepping out to see her walking down the hall.
"Sorry about that," she said to me. "Amy just left."
"I don't mind at all," I said, giving her a reassuring smile. "Is it anything you want to talk about?"
"This probably won't be the last time we see her." Emily didn't look worried about that fact. She just looked sad. "I do want to fill you in. Here, do you want to sit in the living room?"
I followed her back to the living room and we sat on the couch, close to each other. Sandra was still at work, and she wouldn't be home till after seven.
"So I told you that we used to go out," Emily said, referring to their situation with Amy. "Does that bother you?"
"Honestly, it doesn't," I responded to her. "I didn't know that you guys had dated another woman before, but it's not really surprising. Especially after seeing Sandra go to town on you yesterday."
That made a smile crack on Emily's somber face, and she touched me gently on the leg. "That was fun last night," she said, grinning. She took in a breath and closed her eyes for a second, then looked at me again. "This is one of the things with a harem relationship setup, you know? It can create more, hm, more exes."
That was something I hadn't thought about, but of course it made sense. "I don't know Amy at all, but I'm glad that you and Sandra stayed friends, that's for sure."
Emily squeezed my leg. "Me too. And it's not that we're not friends with Amy, it's just that there were some complicated feelings when we decided to split." Emily sighed. "Anyway. To get to the point of the matter, I'll just tell you directly. Amy wanted to talk to Sandra and me about getting back together."
I blinked in surprise. "Okay. That's...interesting."
"Interesting, to say the least." Emily nibbled at her lip. "Obviously she didn't know that we were back together with someone else when she came over here unannounced. I was pretty much just telling her about you for the first time right before you walked in the door."
"How did she take it?"
"Better than I thought she would," Emily admitted. "But maybe that's just because she's more determined than I expected. The fact that you're with us now didn't seem to deter her. She was really insistent about talking to Sandra, too."
I rubbed my hand up and down Emily's back. "This is complicated."
"Yeah," Emily said. "I can't believe this is happening like two days after we all get together. I feel like you're going to run away screaming."
"I'm definitely not running away," I told her. "I want to be more open to things. My last relationship ended pretty much because my girlfriend wasn't open to life changes. Not like, adding a third person to the relationship or something, but moving. Starting life in a new city. Stuff like that." I paused, holding steady against the rush of emotion that crashed against me like a wave. "I'm not going to walk away from something good just because I can't see around the corner yet."
"You're really sweet," Emily said, leaning into me and putting her arms around me in a hug. I hugged her back.
"If this involves all of us, maybe we should all talk to her," I suggested. "Me, you, and Sandra. What do you think about that?"






  
  Chapter 5


Sandra got home not long after that, going right to the kitchen and chugging down a big glass of water. 
"I usually bring my water bottle with me in the car," she said, catching her breath as we met her by the doorway to the kitchen. "Forgot it today. How are you two?"
"Amy came by the house today," Emily said.
Sandra's mouth dropped open about an inch, her lips still glistening from the water. "Oh," she said. "Did Mark meet her?"
"Briefly." Emily glanced over at me, then back to Sandra. "She was talking about getting back together."
Sandra looked dismayed. "Really?"
"Really, and she was disappointed not to see you."
We all moved to the living room, clustering together on the couch within arm's reach of each other. And we started talking.
"She really still wants to discuss this after meeting Mark and seeing that we're in a new relationship?" Sandra questioned.
"No mistaking it," Emily said. "You know Amy. She's...passionate. Flexible. I think she was bothered to know that we've moved on, but at the same time, it didn't stop her."
"I guess it's not a surprise," Sandra said.
"I know I'm stepping into something I wasn't a part of before," I said, "but I was saying to Emily, maybe all three of us should sit down with Amy and see what she really wants."
"I think it's a good idea," Emily said. "Mark is part of the harem, too. I don't want to be excluding him from stuff, especially discussions like this with an ex."
"Very true," Sandra agreed. "Still, Mark, I know it was your idea, but you really don't have to jump into this if you don't want to. Emily and I can talk to Amy and, you know, push her away in the right direction without anyone getting hurt." She held up a hand. "Let me clarify. This is not me subtly hinting that I don't want you involved. I really just don't want you to feel pressured. Truthfully, thinking about it, it would be nice to have you there."
"I'm in," I said confidently. "Do you think Amy will be receptive? She obviously wasn't jumping for joy to see me."
Emily waved her hand. "It's a condition of us talking, as far as I'm concerned. Anything she wants to say to us, she should be able to say in front of you, too."
"Okay, then it's decided," I said. "What now?"
"I'll call her," Sandra volunteered. "I know she...has a predilection for me. It was one of the reasons it didn't work out between the three of us. You can't make anyone like someone more than they like someone else, or less. That sort of thing is going to happen no matter how open and honest you are with each other. You just have to know how to handle it, how to behave."
I was curious, but I didn't ask more about their breakup, because I could tell by the edge in Sandra's voice that it was still a sore spot. No sense in dredging up the worst of the memories that they might have had with Amy, not if we were going to get through this the right way.
Sandra pulled out her phone to make the call. "No reason to drag this out. I'm going to invite her back over tonight, and we'll sit at the kitchen table and talk to each other. That sound good?"
Emily and I agreed that it did.
Sandra called her, and I saw her eyes soften when she started talking to Amy. Broken up or not, it was clear that this woman was still important to Emily and Sandra, and they weren't willing to just cut off contact with her and leave it at that. They wanted to make sure she was doing okay.
Maybe a normal reaction would have been to be jealous, but I didn't feel that way. It just made me feel good to know that these were the people I had aligned myself with, women who could care for an ex after a break up and not be hateful about it. Women who would tell me the truth, even if in most situations that truth would cause an issue. Maybe they were prepared for me to be jealous or hurt or act a certain type of way about the situation.
But I took it all in stride, throwing myself into the waters of the harem and seeing how well I could swim.
Sandra ended the call. "She'll be over in an hour. I'll make us some coffee."
Sandra got up to go to the kitchen, and Emily watched her go, then turned to me. "You're sure you wanna do this?"
"I'm sure," I told her. "This isn't something I want us to have to worry about in the coming weeks, especially with how new this thing is. Much better to talk to her today."
We got up to help Sandra in the kitchen, not that she needed it, but just for the three of us to be together. I supposed that we were in the honeymoon phase of our new relationship, and wanted to spend as much time as we could together. That would fade eventually, but for now I was enjoying it, and I got a little tour of the kitchen while Sandra worked on the coffee, Emily showing me where the measuring cups and the spices and the various utensils were kept. Information that I would surely forget and have to relearn over time, but eventually it would stick.
Sandra had finished setting the table with our steaming mugs when her phone buzzed, and she checked it to confirm the text was from Amy.
"She's here," Sandra said.






  
  Chapter 6


Emily went to bring Amy in when the knock on the door came. I stayed back with Sandra, a little uncomfortable. I knew that this conversation would have some awkward angles, ones easy to poke yourself on, but we had to forge ahead. And Amy had agreed to talk with me as well as Sandra and Emily, so I wasn't exactly unexpected. 
After saying hello to Emily and giving her a hug, Amy looked past her and found me, and to my surprise, she moved past Emily and came right over.
"Mark. I'm sorry about earlier today," she told me immediately, taking one of my hands. "When I came here, I had no idea—and Emily told me, but I—I wasn't ready, I feel like I was really rude."
I was taken aback by the torrent of words.  Amy was a good six inches shorter than I stood, her shoulder-length blonde hair pretty and light in color, less golden than Sandra's, with hints of white or platinum. She wore the same yellow top and jeans she had been in those short couple of hours ago, clothing that drew attention to her perky bust and wide hips. 
I gave her hand a squeeze in return. "I didn't think you were rude at all," I told her. "I'm glad we all have a chance to talk."
Amy nodded, giving me a smile. She let go of my hand and went over to Sandra, hugging the taller blonde woman.
"Come on," Sandra said. "I have some coffee for us."
The four of us sat down at the round kitchen table. It wasn't a huge table, so it was fairly cozy. Sandra had pulled two folding chairs out of a closet so that we could all sit. Amy was on my left, Sandra on my right. 
We drank our coffee (which was amazing, by the way) and we talked. 
"I think it's best if it's out there in the open," Emily said, starting us off after we had warmed up a little. "Amy, you came here because you wanted to get back together with Sandra and me."
Sandra knew this, of course, since Emily had told her. 
"Yes," Amy said, sounding a little ashamed. "I didn't know you had...found someone. I understand you're in a new relationship now..."
"But you still want to talk," Sandra said softly, and she reached across the table to touch Amy's hand. "You can always talk to us. That's not something you should feel bad about."
"I do, though," Amy said, looking down at Sandra's hand where it touched her. "I know I didn't handle our splitting up well. And I feel like we never...had a real conversation about it. I was hurt. I just felt like if I tried, I would be bothering you."
"None of us did this perfectly," Emily said. "It was still pretty new for all three of us, the harem thing."
"Yeah." Amy looked up. "But I do think I learned how to...communicate better. Be more open, yeah? I want to be better at that. I have some things I want to say."
So she opened herself up. It wasn't a teary confession or a sobbing apology. Amy was calm and collected, and she apologized for things she felt she had done wrong. That brought similar admissions out of Sandra and Emily, and I got a glimpse at the complicated tapestry their relationship had woven. How they had gone on individual dates occasionally, which wasn't abnormal, but breaking plans with one of the partners to do something else was, and that caused problems. Amy had cancelled a plan with Emily and made one with Sandra that same night. Emily hadn't taken it well, even after apology. Sandra had worked with an ex of Amy's and never mentioned it, even though she knew, and Amy had seen them hugging in a picture from some event at the college. Innocent, but a shock to the system.
There were lots of little things like that. Things that could add up and cause cracks to form.
But when they felt that they had delved deep enough into that, all three of them looking a little more relieved and relaxed, Amy changed the subject.
"Mark," she said to me, "I know it's all very new. But how have things been going with the three of you?"
I told her the truth, which was that things were going very well, and that I was happy. 
"I'm glad to hear that," Amy said, putting out a genuine smile. "It seems like Emily and Sandra like you very much, which means you must be a pretty good guy."
"I like to think so," I said. I gave her a warm smile, myself. "Trust me, I understand how feelings can linger after a relationship. Especially if the ending of it didn't seem very...fair. Or expected. There's closure that people need, which they don't get."
"Closure." Amy repeated the word, darting her eyes away from me, but then looking back. She really was pretty, and from hearing her talk with Emily and Sandra, and with me for that matter, she seemed like a good person, too.
"Oh, what the hell," Amy said, looking around at us. "I wasn't going to say this so soon, and really I wasn't sure I was going to at all, but after talking with all of you, with Mark, I just..." Amy stopped herself and took a calming breath. "I miss you, a lot. I want to...be with you again." Amy brought her eyes back to me, then to each of us in turn. "What I mean is, if you wanted to try letting me in, I would love to join your harem."
Emily spoke first. "Amy...you're serious? A four-person harem?"
"It's an interesting idea…" Sandra said slowly.
I felt frozen. I hadn't expected things to turn this way. I had to go by what Emily and Sandra were saying. And apparently, the idea wasn't alien to them. One man and three women?
Well, if one man and two women could work, why couldn't this?
"I'll be blunt," Sandra said. "Amy, you were always very...hm. You always had a high libido. If I must be polite." Still, Sandra grinned a wicked grin, while Amy blushed and I let out a surprised cough. Sandra continued, "Are you sure you want a relationship? Are you sure you're not just lonely physically?"
Amy gaped. "Sandra—"
"Nothing to be ashamed of," Sandra said, before Amy could protest too strongly. "You can't change that sort of thing on willpower—and why would you want to? I'm not admonishing you for it."
"I was wondering..." Emily began. "Not in a bad way, Amy. I think it's obvious that we all still have feelings for each other, feelings beyond sexual. I can't say right here right now whether going into this fully as a relationship is a good idea, but..."
"You think I just want to fuck you?" Amy said.
"I know that you want to fuck us," Sandra said. "And it might be that it would help these feelings of longing to fade away. If they were to persist after we did the deed, well, there would be something else to talk about."
Emily nodded. "I think you're horny, Amy. If you didn't get laid enough while we were dating, it made you act out."
Amy hung her head. "I would disagree with you if you were wrong," she mumbled. "But I wouldn't say I acted out. I just got...passionate."
"Well," Emily said, "we can ignore it and pretend it doesn't exist, or we can be adults and acknowledge it. Maybe it would help. Mark?"
I felt all of their attention turn towards me. Time seemed to slow down as I considered what was being asked.
"Just to get it straight," I said, "you're not asking me if I want to be part of a four-way harem."
"Though you could keep it on your mind," Amy said, and Sandra and Emily agreed.
I continued, "You're asking me if I think we should all have sex?"
"Very succinct," Emily said, laughing. "Yeah, that's what I'm asking. Sandra, Amy? Any rebuttals?"
"No-o," Amy said, drawing out the word slowly and darting her eyes towards me.
"None," Sandra said.
"No pressure, Mark," Emily said, with an overly-sweet smile as she nudged my shoulder. "But the three of us seem to be in agreement. 
"It's up to you."






  
  Chapter 7


We started in the living room. 
Nothing serious at that point, just getting our hands on each other. Once I had thrown my hat into the ring, we had all looked around at each other for a few moments before Sandra pushed out her chair and stood up. As horny as Amy might've been, I could see the lust in Sandra's eyes. It was something I was growing accustomed to. They all wanted it. 
And I was no different. Sex was a different thing in this household, in this world that I had entered. It was just as important as it was in the normal dating world, but in entirely different ways, and there were fewer inhibitions around it.
Like an icebreaker, Sandra pushed Amy into me, and Amy wrapped her arms around me, looking up at me from her shorter height. I looked up at Sandra and Emily one last time for approval, and got a nod from both of them.
Wow, this was real.
I kissed Amy, feeling her full lips against mine, and I heard someone's hands clap together in excitement. Probably Emily.
Amy was bold and forthright. She kissed me hard, sliding her tongue against mine, then making my eyes shoot open in surprise when she grabbed my stiffening cock through my pants. I let out a shocked groan.
"That's Amy," Sandra said, smiling.
Amy broke our kiss and Emily grabbed her, and then they were kissing. Sandra came over to me.
"Lot of moving parts here," I said, catching my breath.
Sandra's eyes flashed. "Try to keep up."
She pulled my shirt up and over my head. Hands found belts and shirts and bras. Our foursome took ever-quickening steps toward the master bedroom, leaving a trail of clothing in our wake. The very last thing to come off were Amy's socks, which she deftly slipped off while she was walking, leaving them in the doorway of the bedroom.
Amy and Emily fell onto the bed, kissing each other. Everyone was completely naked now, and Emily was on top of Amy on the bed. I saw their tits squished together, watched Emily's ass as she ground against the curvy blonde. 
Sandra grabbed me, spinning me around and pushing me to the bed so that I sat on the edge. Before I had even caught my balance to sit upright, she was down on her knees and taking my cock in her mouth, all the way down to the base. All I could do was roll my eyes back in my head and let the pleasure wash over me.
While the other two women were making out, they reached over and pawed at me with their hands. Sandra saw them out of the corner of her eye, and she pushed me further up the bed, coming up with me onto the bed while never letting my cock leave her mouth. Now our two pairings lay next to each other on the huge bed, Sandra with her head deep between my legs as she throated my dick.
I reached over to Amy and Emily and squeezed my hand in between their rubbing chests, feeling each of their tits with one hand. They pressed into each other, kissing furiously, moaning as I squeezed a breast and pinched whatever nipple I could reach. Emily's breasts were bigger than Amy's, and together they made a soft and lovely vice for my hand buried between them.
"Let me eat you," Amy begged Emily, and Emily gave her a little nip on the end of her nose before popping up and turning around, settling her pussy down on top of Amy's face in a 69 position. Amy moaned with longing and delight as she dragged her tongue up the wet lips of Emily's cunt, and she let out another lustful moan as Emily scooped her hands underneath her thighs and pulled her legs apart, diving in to eat Amy's pussy at the same time.
Fuck, that was hot. I put my hand on Sandra's shoulder and she knew what I wanted immediately, doing just like Emily had and turning around to plant herself on my face. Impressively, she yet again never let my cock leave her mouth, And then we were going down on each other as well, Sandra sucking my cock while I grabbed her ass with both hands and buried my face into her pussy.
There were only the sounds of sex and pleasure. Our pairings nudged up against each other, and I could see Amy plunging her tongue into Emily's pussy, could see her licking up to her asshole and running her tongue in circles around the pink pucker. Emily could glance over and see Sandra taking my cock down to the base, one hand on my balls while she eagerly sucked my dick.
And then with hardly a word, we were swapping. Sandra pushed off of me, finally letting my cock go, and then she and Emily were rolling around on the bed, and before I knew it, it was Amy's shapely ass over my face and a new mouth sucking down my cock. Amy blew me with enthusiasm, clearly hungry for my dick.
I treated her wet pussy with the same excitement, sucking on her clit and making her squeal. I moaned into her as the muscles of her throat worked my cock. I loved the feeling of her ass in my hands. She had wide hips, and as a result, had a big, curvy butt with healthy and attractive chubby cheeks. I grabbed big handfuls of her ass and squeezed, and I dragged my own tongue up from her pussy to lick at her asshole. I knew she loved it because she pressed back into me, forcing my tongue inside her tight back door.
And then it was another rotation. It was so seamless, you'd think we had planned it all in advance. Or maybe it was simply easy for me because I kept lying in the same spot while the women moved around each other like sensuous, slippery snakes. Soon Emily's familiar taste was on my tongue, and her familiar mouth was on my cock, and I was eating her pussy and her asshole while Sandra and Amy devoured each other and sucked hard on each other's clits.
Emily shook with orgasm above me, and I grabbed her hips and pulled her pussy close to my mouth so that I could lick and suck at her while she came. She sat her weight down on my face and screamed in pleasure on top of me.
Panting, she turned herself around, lying down flat against me with her lips on my ear. She had one hand stretched down, stroking my cock. She whispered to me.
"I want you to cum inside Amy. She's on the pill."
I was ravenous to shove my cock inside one of their pussies. If Amy wanted it, I'd be happy to give it to her.
Emily licked my earlobe, then rolled over my body and whispered something to Amy. The shorter blonde was on the top of the 69, on her hands and knees above Sandra. She raised her lips from Sandra's pussy, glancing at Emily.
In the next few seconds I got onto my knees behind Amy while she was doggy style right, over Sandra's face.
"God, yes," Amy was moaning, already thrusting her hips back to rub herself against the stiffness of my cock. "Fuck me, Mark. I need your dick in me so bad."
The way she was talking, I knew it was true. And god knew that I wanted her too, my dick jumping with excitement and arousal. Even before I could get inside Amy, Sandra was licking my balls from down below me, pulling my nuts into her mouth. She almost had me stunned, but I absolutely had to fuck this woman this instant. I moved forward and rubbed my cock along Amy's pussy, finding her hole and sliding inside of her.
"Fu-uuuck," Amy moaned, dropping her head while I entered her, her hair falling forward. She pressed back against me, getting me inside her twice as fast, taking all of my length until my hips bumped into her and squished the flesh of her ass. Her raw pussy felt incredible on my cock, tight and wet, gripping and pulling at me like her vagina was completely in her control and she wanted to feel every single part of my dick inside her.
Amy didn't even give me a second to get acclimated to her. She started fucking herself on me, moaning and slamming her hips backward like I was a dildo stuck to a wall. But I wasn't a sex toy. I grabbed her hips and I met her motions, fucking her, making her gasp, then moan, then scream.
Emily went around to Amy's front side and slid her legs in between Sandra's, fitting the three women in a line, with her elbow just barely staying on the edge of the bed. Emily and Sandra's pussies touched, bumping into each other. Emily put her hand on the back of Amy's head and pressed her down.
"Eat us," Emily told her, panting with lust. "You're so good at working both our clits."
Amy said nothing, possibly not able to speak. She lowered her head down and started to lick and suck at both of their clits in turn.
Sandra worked her tongue on my nuts while I fucked Amy, slamming into the curvy woman's pussy over and over at full length, our flesh smacking together loudly as she shoved back at me in rhythm. Amy's moaning was muffled by the pair of pussies she was eating, but I could hear it getting louder.
Perhaps sensing it, or just knowing her well enough, Sandra slid lower, past my balls and throbbing cock, to latch onto Amy's clitoris with her lips and suck on it. Amy came around my cock, crying out into Sandra's and Emily's pussies as Sandra sucked hard on her clit and I fucked her pussy all the way to the end of her tunnel. She gushed her juices around my dick, dripping down onto Sandra's face. Sandra just kept working her clit, licking it and moving back to lick at her lips and my cock as I fucked Amy. Sandra let out little sounds of pleasure from below, loving every second of tonguing us.
Though Amy's mouth on her clit probably had something to do with it, too. 
Gritting my teeth, I buried my cock deep in Amy's pussy and let out a choked moan as I came in her, Sandra's tongue still working both of us from below. I shot my cum into Amy while I bent over her body and watched her slather her tongue between Emily's and Sandra's pussies while the two of them rubbed their soaking wet lower lips together. 
Sandra snuck her hand up between me and Amy and pushed me back until my cock came free from Amy's pussy, then tilted her head back and sucked my cock down her throat, swallowing my cum and Amy's juices. Amy latched onto her clit and flicked her tongue over and over until Sandra came, moaning around my cock while her tongue cleaned me, and then Amy did the same to Emily until the brunette was humping up against her, panting, gasping, and finally cumming, squeezing a tear out of her eye with her tongue hanging out as her body quaked with her second orgasm of the evening.
Sandra pulled my cock from her throat, her face glistening with mine and Amy's mess, breathing heavily with a smile on her face. 






  
  Chapter 8


Was this going to be the new harem? 
That wasn't something we could answer, not that night. Not even with the poison out of our systems, as it were. Immensely satisfied, we got our clothes back on and Amy said goodbye to each of us with a strong hug and kiss. I could see that the nervous, worried energy was gone from her, with whatever pent up needs inside of her satiated for now.
But that didn't mean she wanted things to end here, and we all agreed that the idea of expanding the harem was worth considering, but needed more thought.
After Amy left, Sandra, Emily, and I stood in the living room, discussing what we should do. It was then that I remembered what Cynthia had said to me yesterday morning, when I had talked to her about our date and cohabitation.
"Our relationship mentor," Emily mused when I told the two of them. "Cynthia has never been in a position like that for us before."
"Maybe she thinks we just need it because of me," I said. "Me being the newest to this, and all."
"You may be new, but you have a good head on your shoulders," Sandra said. "None of us have experience with a four-way harem. Cynthia almost certainly does, if not personally, then professionally as an employee of Bird and Stone. I'm sure she could offer us some insight."
"I could call her again tomorrow," I suggested. "Unless that's too soon."
Emily shook her head. "No, she'll need to talk to all of us, and not on speakerphone. I think it would be best if we met with her."
I nodded in understanding. It was settled. From emails to text messages, to phone calls, and now this. I would finally meet Cynthia in person.

To be continued…
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  Chapter 1


"Give me that." 
"Let me cut it off!"
"Ha." Emily reached over with her fork, spearing a piece of Amy's salmon. "Too slow."
I watched Amy snake her own fork over to Emily's plate and grab a slice of her beef medallions, sticking her tongue out at the brunette.
"Ladies, please," Sandra said, putting on a dignified air. She looked around the table, taking in a breath to say something, giving a hard stare to Emily and Amy in turn. "I need both of you to...give me some of Mark's fries."
"Hey!" I tried to protect my plate, but to no avail. They were on my left and my right, and the attack came from both sides. Two clutches of fries made their way around the table to be dumped onto Sandra's plate.
"Beautiful," Sandra said, blowing me a kiss.
"You're so welcome," I grumbled.
It had been a week since Sandra, Emily, Amy, and I had all slept together in an incredible night of passion in our apartment. We had discussed the possibility of a four-way harem since then, but we had decided it would be good to take a week to cool off a little and see how we felt, further removed from the sex, before we called Cynthia at Bird and Stone and set up a meeting. Since she was our relationship mentor and her advice had been very good thus far, we trusted her well enough to come to her with this issue.
So, once a week had passed and we were still interested, still talking with Amy but not trying to get the four of us all in bed together again quite yet, we had arranged to go out for lunch with Amy to discuss the future of our relationship.
The four of us were seated on the patio of a cute café in the city, outside in the sun, around a circular table with our drinks and our dishes clustered together. The table was a little too small for our party of four, but we made do. I certainly didn't mind being cozy with Amy and Emily at each of my elbows, theft of fries notwithstanding.
"So I have to ask," Amy said, munching on one of my fries. "Not that I need a reason to have lunch with you all. But is there something you wanted to talk about?"
Sandra had called Amy to ask her to lunch earlier today, but hadn't given her any details. The gravity of the situation was implied, though. 
Amy, the petite and curvy blonde, had dated both Sandra and Emily together in their own three-person all-female harem before I had met any of them. It hadn't worked out between the three of them, but with the four of us...
Well, there was definitely some chemistry. In the bedroom for sure, but outside of it, too. Amy was fun to talk to, and she could make Emily laugh like no one else could, which was amusing to see, because Emily's face got red and she brought her hands to her cheeks to hide it. We had only been together a short while in the scope of things, but it was something I hadn't seen from Emily before, and it made me crack up.
"So I worked with this woman named Cynthia at Bird and Stone," I said to Amy, "who set me up with Emily and Sandra. Do you know her?"
Amy shook her head. "She was, what, your matchmaker? I had talked to someone named Michele..."
"I don't know how things work there exactly," Sandra said. "Emily and I had been part of their service for two years, but we didn't always talk to Cynthia, not till some months ago."
"Well, I guess I don't know why I expected you to know her," I said, "but she's been very helpful to me, to all of us I think. She's taken on a sort of mentoring role, and we thought it would be helpful for the four of us to sit down with her and at least ask her advice."
"Really?" Amy asked.
"It doesn't mean whatever she says is gospel," Emily added. "She would just have a good perspective. Let us know what she thinks, maybe tell us some things we should think about that we hadn't even considered. It always helps to hear from the outside."
"So that means…" Amy started to smile. "You guys are still interested, then?"
Sandra smiled back. "Of course."
Amy brought a hand to her forehead. "My god. I thought this might have been a breakup lunch, or something."
"So you're okay with it?" I asked her.
"Hey, I want to do this right," Amy said, reaching over and taking my hand. "If this Cynthia lady can help us, then I'm all for it. When can we meet with her?"






  
  Chapter 2


I did ask Emily or Sandra if they wanted to make the call, but they deferred to me. 
"You've talked to her a lot more in the last few weeks, being new to the service and all," Sandra told me. "Besides, I feel like she's excited to hear from you. I bet seeing your number pop up on her phone makes her day."
"You're imagining things," I said, "but I'll take that as a compliment."
It had been a couple hours since lunch, and Amy, a bartender, had to go to work, so the three of us were back at the apartment, lounging around as we digested our food. I lay back on the couch, resting my head on the arm, while Sandra tucked herself between my legs and idly ran her hand up and down my calf. Emily was in the kitchen, making a surprising amount of noise for one person. Apparently she wanted to bake Cynthia some cookies.
"Have you two, like...hung out with her before?" I asked Sandra. "Gotten drinks with her, anything?"
Sandra shook her head, scratching her fingernails along the fabric of my jeans. "We've only ever communicated in the context of Bird and Stone," she told me. "I suppose, now that I think about it, it does seem strange that we haven't met her in person, considering how much time we've spent with her on the phone. It really does feel like we're good friends."
"It's hard to make time for other people if you're trying to manage a new relationship," I considered. "Not that I'm complaining."
"Quit stalling," she said, rubbing her thumb into my ankle. "I want to get my week planned."
"All right, all right." I found Cynthia's number, which I had only recently added into my contacts, and gave her a call.
"I thought we had cooking spray!" Emily called from the kitchen.
"It's on top of the fridge!" Sandra called back.
"I'm too short!"
Sandra laughed. "I'll be right back." The tall blonde extricated herself from between my legs and walked over to the kitchen to help Emily.
Cynthia answered after the fourth or fifth ring, greeting me by name.
"Mark," she said as soon as she answered. "It's good to hear from you. I was actually going to give you a call tomorrow."
"Yeah?"
"Just to check in," Cynthia said. "I don't mean to be a bother. There's a lot of contact from us in the initial month or two of a new relationship. I don't want any of you feeling like you're on a leash, or something. It's mutually beneficial for all of you to share any updates or concerns that you have with Bird and Stone."
"That makes sense," I said. "Actually, Cynthia, I was calling with our own offer to take up some of your time. There's something we wanted to talk to you about."
"Of course," Cynthia said briskly. "It's no trouble. Are the girls there?"
I put a hand behind my head. "We actually thought this might be better to discuss in person. I don't want to blindside you, but there's another woman, a girl named Amy. An ex of Emily and Sandra's. She dropped by last week, and the four of us discussed having her join our, ah, harem."
I was almost getting used to saying the word.
"She must have been set up through their previous matchmaker. Just a second, Mark." I heard some papers shuffling around in the background of the phone. Cynthia's voice reappeared like a flash of lightning. "Have you slept together?"
I was less surprised by the question then I would've been a week ago. "Yeah, yeah we did."
"You and Amy?"
"Uh," I said, feeling sheepish. "All four of us."
"Well, that's encouraging," Cynthia said, taking the piece of information as easily as if I had given her tomorrow's weather. "This happened last week?"
"Yeah."
"So you slept on it," Cynthia said thoughtfully. "Wise. But I imagine your interest in a four-way harem hasn't dimmed if you're calling me to talk about it. I would love to sit down with the four of you and discuss any concerns you might have." I detected a hint of pride creeping into her voice. "It's my duty as a mentor."
"We'd really appreciate it," I told her gratefully. "When would be good for you? Actually, wait, hold on, I took down all the girls' best times..."
Deliberation was short. Cynthia needed to meet during the evening, and Amy only had so many evenings free because of her job, so that helped to narrow it down for us. Our appointment was arranged for two days from now, and Cynthia seemed delighted by the prospect.
"I want you to know, and pass it along to Emily and Sandra, and Amy for that matter," Cynthia said, "that I take your happiness very seriously. I look forward to learning about your dynamic and seeing how well you can fit together."
"Thank you, Cynthia."
I got up from the couch and went over to the kitchen, finding Cynthia and Emily working together to gather what was needed to make cookies.
"Tuesday night, six o'clock," I said to them. "Do you guys want any help? Before you answer, let me tell you that I've never baked anything in my life."
"Not even a frozen pizza?" Emily asked.
"Is that baking? "
Emily shrugged. "If it's the only time you ever stick anything in your oven, you might as well call it baking."
"I'm surprised the call got wrapped up so quickly," Sandra said.
"Cynthia seemed pretty happy to meet," I said. "It must be enthralling in some way, getting these people together without ever meeting them yourself, and getting these updates on how it plays out. I do wonder if she often meets with the harems she sets up, or if this is out of the norm for her..."
"If it's not normal," Emily said, "I don't know if that's good or bad."
"She knows what we all look like from the pictures," Sandra said, grinning. "Maybe she has a crush on us. Or at least one of us. Probably Mark."
"I have two, possibly three girlfriends." I groaned playfully. "I think I'm all set."
"Get over here, stud," Emily said, reaching over to grab my hand and pull me to the kitchen counter. "We're teaching you how to make oatmeal-chocolate-chip cookies."






  
  Chapter 3


The meeting was tonight. Both of our phones buzzed at the same time, but Emily already had hers in her hand, so she read the text message and reported. 
"Amy's going to meet us there," she told me. Amy had messaged our group text, which had the four of us. Emily slid her phone back into her pocket and got up from the kitchen table where she had been sitting. She and I usually got home from work earlier than Sandra, and in this case, Sandra was going to meet us at the Bird and Stone office, as well.
"We should get going, anyway," Emily said. "I'll drive, if you carry the cookies to the car."
"Deal," I said.
I gathered the big plastic container of cookies from the kitchen, and the two of us left the apartment, heading down to the parking lot and getting into Emily's car. I kept the cookies on my lap so that they wouldn't slide around in the backseat.
"All the way on the other side of the city," Emily said, pulling onto the street. "Maybe that's why we've never hung out."
"It's not that far away, is it?"
"Maybe not as the crow flies," Emily said. "But we're stuck on the ground with the red lights And the other drivers."
"Ach! The worst."
We listened to the radio for a few minutes as Emily drove. When a commercial came on, she lowered the volume.
"I feel like when all of us are together," she said, "it's difficult for us to talk about serious things because we're having such a good time. I swear, half the time I feel like I'm in the back of the classroom, making jokes without a care in the world."
"I know what you mean," I said. Our time together really had been great, surely the honeymoon phase of a new relationship.
"And I don't want to pry or anything," Emily continued, "but I do wonder about you and your ex-girlfriend. You mentioned that it had been a serious relationship. Four years."
"Four years," I echoed.
"You moved here and everything, right in the wake of all that." Her right hand slipped off the wheel, coming over to rest on my leg. "All of us talking about Amy, breaking down that relationship, I started to feel really bad that we hadn't even asked you about yours."
"It's not a big deal," I said, putting my hand on top of hers. "It's not like it was bothering me."
"Of course it's a big deal," Emily said. "Honestly, Mark, when I think about how hard that must've been, how alone you must've felt moving to a new city and leaving the biggest part of your life behind..."
Emily's fingers dug into my leg. I saw her face screwing up, getting run over with emotion.
"I just really like you a lot," she said to me. "I don't want you to be alone with stuff like that. You don't have to be."
I had a lump in my throat, suddenly. Because Emily was right, it was a big deal, and even in the midst of this honeymoon phase, there were times when there weren't enough distractions in the world to keep me out of my own head. 
Thankfully, those little sojourns through pain and aging grief were growing fewer and farther between. But when they came, they hurt.
I squeezed her hand, pulling in a big breath to get better control of myself. It wasn't just the memory of my ex, Alyssa. It was how touching it was to hear this from Emily, to have her hand on my leg and feel like her heart was pouring through her fingers and into my veins.
"It's hard sometimes," I admitted, trying to keep the emotion out of my voice, though it still came out a little thick. "But the two of you, the three of you, really, now that we've been spending time with Amy...you've given me a whole new life. I don't know how I'd be handling it without you."
Emily didn't say anything. She just squeezed my leg again, glancing at me, but keeping her eyes on the road.
I put my head back against the seat. "I loved Alyssa. Loved her a lot, really hard, all the way up until the end. The problem was, the end was long and slow and painful. We didn't break apart in one clean swipe. We broke apart in little pieces that fell off slowly, over months, until we just didn't fit together anymore. Sure, there was a big fight at the end, but it was hollow. Empty anger." I looked out the windshield. "There wasn't enough love left between us for either of us to care anymore. We just needed a catalyst to finally call it quits."
"I'm sorry," Emily said. "I know it sounds weird, for me to be lamenting the fact that you're no longer with the woman who came before we did...but I'm just sorry you had to go through that."
"Thank you," I said. I rubbed her hand in small circles with my fingers. "I went through it. And I came out the other side. It's okay."
"Just know that Sandra and I want you to talk about these things, if they ever bother you," Emily told me. "That's what the harem is all about. We're all there for each other, whether it's just me and you in the car right now, or all four of us talking about our future with Cynthia."
We arrived. Emily parked us in the small lot of the clandestine office of Bird and Stone.
It was a small brick building attached to the base of a much larger building, hugging around the corner of the larger structure almost like a foot. Two stories tall, the red brick building was unlabeled. It might've been an apartment, it might've been a dentist's office, it might've been anything in the world if you didn't know what it was. But this was the address Cynthia had given.
"I guess I'm not surprised," I said, putting the cookies on the roof of the car so that I could close the passenger door. "I didn't really expect to see some big, pink neon sign with the name of the company glaring out onto the streets."
"Me neither," Emily said, leaning against the car. "I feel like they probably have more than one office around the city. Especially if they're not trying to make themselves obvious. Better to spread things out."
"The harem mafia," I said, grinning.
Amy and Sandra arrived almost in tandem, Sandra pulling in just a minute after Amy's car parked next to Emily's. 
"What you got there?" Amy asked me, getting out of her car on my side.
"Cookies," I said, holding up the container with a smile. "Made them all myself."
"Can you hear my eyes roll from all the way across the car?" Emily stuck her tongue out.
"I knew I'd be the last one," Sandra said, closing her car door. "Have I kept you all waiting long? Jeff never cares how much of a hurry I'm in, what he has to say is always urgent..."
"We've barely just gotten here, don't worry, Sandy," Emily said. "You all ready to go in? It's kind chilly."
"Let's hoof it," Sandra said.
Close together, all of us walked to the front doors of the building, a set of glass double doors just as unlabeled as the rest of the structure. Emily pulled a door open for us, and we all went inside.
The double doors led to a small vestibule which maybe could have accommodated one or two more people at the most, and then another set of doors. Emily pulled these open, and we walked into what conceivably was meant to be a waiting room of sorts, though it wasn't exactly set up that way. There was a reception desk, small and curved, but no one sat behind it. There was no other furniture, but the carpet looked new and felt lush under my shoes. The building was so quiet that it almost seemed weird that the lights were on.
"Are you sure we're not getting murdered?" Amy whispered.
"Harem mafia," I repeated, looking around. "Maybe we beat Cynthia here."
"No way," Sandra said. "We're—" she glanced down at her phone. "Three minutes late. I hope she doesn't mind."
"Oh, look," I said, stepping forward and lifting my finger off the container of cookies to point. "There's a paper on the reception desk."
I walked to the desk, set the cookies down, and grabbed the paper. 
"Hey, it's addressed to us," I said, and then I started to read it aloud. "'Jared at the front desk leaves at 5pm. Come through the door in the back, around the corner. I'm set up in the furthest back office which will accommodate all of us. Cynthia.'"
So there were other people that worked here, at least before 5PM, anyway. I tucked the note into my pocket and picked the cookies back up. Emily continued her door-woman duties, opening first the door in the back around the corner, and then the (also unlabeled) frosted glass door at the end of a long hallway that led us into Cynthia's office. 
"Hello!"
An excited voice greeted us, so loud in the relative silence of the office space that I almost dropped the cookies. Sandra was the first one in the door, so she was the one that got hugged.
"Sandra," the woman said. "So good to finally meet you."
"Oh!" Sandra exclaimed as the woman in the office wrapped her arms around her. "You must be Cynthia."
She pulled back from Sandra, smiling. "Yes! I'm so excited."
Cynthia came around to quickly hug each of us in turn as we entered the large office area. Her excitement was genuine; I could feel her brimming with it, like she was giving off heat. 
"Mark," she said, hugging me hard when she came to me. "So good to meet you, too. I should have suggested we do this sooner."
"It's good to meet you, Cynthia," I said, surprised by her strength as she hugged me. She pulled away after a few seconds, having embraced all of us, and stood back, surveying our harem.
Cynthia did not look at all the way I had expected her to. I had pictured a buttoned-up woman, almost like a librarian, with dark hair probably up in a ponytail. Glasses, maybe, and businesslike clothes of muted and professional colors.
That was not Cynthia. Cynthia was a redhead, and she wore her hair down. I thought she would be older than me, but she wasn't, at least not by much. Maybe a couple years older than the average age of our harem, but in her early thirties at the most. Most definitely gorgeous. Her red hair was vibrant, blazing in stark contrast to the dull colors of the office around us and making her look younger than she really was as it cascaded over her shoulders. 
She was dressed in business wear, though—my guess about that had been right. She wore a short, not-quite-black skirt and a white button-down shirt that was almost as crisp and vibrant as her hair. The shirt was open at the neck, showing her creamy skin as it rose up to her jawline and pink lips and bright blue eyes.
"All of you, come have a seat, I've gathered some of the comfier chairs from around the place." Cynthia retreated, seeming to rein in her energy some, like the excitement of first laying eyes on us had just overcome her and now she was back to containing herself.
The office was indeed big enough for the five of us, stretching out to the left and right, probably big enough for a squash court or something. The walls were hung with large-framed art, simple but beautiful prints of flowers and beaches and cottages on the edge of forests. There was no window, but the light in here was softer, less harsh than in the rest of the building. The carpet was cream-colored.
Cynthia had arranged four cushy chairs in front of the desk, and as we moved forward to sit down, she went behind the desk in the back of the office and pulled that chair out, bringing it out to the front to sit with us.
"What's this?" she asked me as she rolled her chair forward.
"We made you some cookies," I said, handing them over to her. "Emily gets most of the credit."
Cynthia took them gratefully, setting them on her chair briefly while she pulled over a small, circular end table from near the desk to set them on between us. "You're too sweet," she said, taking the lid off and pulling out a cookie. 
"Delicious," she declared after taking a bite. Then she leaned forward in her chair, her red hair falling forward a bit. "So. Mark, Sandra, Emily, Amy. Let's talk."






  
  Chapter 4


It started with the girls telling Cynthia about their past relationship, the trials and tribulations with it as well as the good times they'd had. Cynthia took in this information thoughtfully. She didn't take any notes or anything, just listened mostly, rarely asking questions. It was very unlike my screening process for Bird and Stone had been. 
"Amy," Cynthia said, turning her attention to the shorter blonde. "Are you certain you're interested in a four-way harem? Are you not just missing Emily and Sandra?"
"That's a fair question," Amy said. "The four of us talked about that, too. But in the time I've gotten to spend with Mark, I really do like him. It started out with sex, sure, but all of us have hung out a few times since then. I like spending time with him, and I like how Emily and Sandra are happy being with him, too. I did miss the girls, but even after a week I can't imagine going back into a relationship like that without Mark involved."
"It's a difficult thing to pin down," Cynthia said. "Finding happiness is a complex enough topic as it is, and it can be more challenging the more people are involved. But I don't think there's only one way to find happiness. It can take a lot of shapes, and those shapes will depend on the people you are with."
Cynthia sat back in her chair. "So it's less about being perfect for each other right from the beginning, and more about adapting to each other and learning to become the person you will be, when among your harem. Change in some ways is inevitable, otherwise these kinds of relationships would never last. But you have to be happy with how you change."
"Have you seen many four-person harems?" Emily asked her, fascinated.
"I have, yes," Cynthia said. "I've seen larger ones. Right now, somewhere in the city, there is a seven-person harem of one man and six women, running a beautiful estate and each of them living their best lives. But it took years for their shape to form, so to speak. There are bumps along that road."
"I can deal with some bumps," I said. "I've dealt with a lot of them in my life. I'm not afraid."
Cynthia smiled. "I do admire that about you, Mark. Coming into this new world with so much energy."
Cynthia turned to Sandra. "How do you feel about your dynamic thus far? Between the four of you? It hasn't been very long, so we may be jumping the gun a bit, but first impressions are valuable. Have you noticed any problems?"
Sandra furrowed her brow. "That's difficult to say. We've all been working a lot. I wish we had more time together. Things keep coming me up, keeping me working at the college for longer than I'd like to. But that's my own problem, my issue with work. I haven't really felt that it's affected the relationship."
"What about you, Emily?" Cynthia asked. "I want you all to think about these things and be as honest as you can, not just to tell me, but to tell each other, as well. From the sound of it, Emily, you had concerns when Amy first inquired."
"I did," Emily admitted, "but that was before I saw how she got on with Mark. I had been worried it would be a matter of trying to make us choose between one or the other, but I didn't settle for that." Emily perked up. "Mark didn't settle for it, really. He wanted to talk to Amy with all of us, together. And Amy jumped right in. I could tell just from that first conversation that both of them were more than willing to make this work."
We talked for a little while longer, scrutinizing some things and airing others out. Having Cynthia across from us did make it easy to open up. Amy liked to hold hands, and she wanted to do that more. Sitting next to her, Emily obliged immediately, taking her hand. I found myself saying that I wanted to make the apartment a little more my own as well, rather than having my things confined to a bedroom, and it was only there sitting with all of them that I realized it had been nagging at me. It was good to say out loud, and Emily and Sandra were immediately apologetic, understanding.
We were in the office talking with Cynthia for about an hour and a half, until between us, all of the cookies were gone. In those ninety minutes, it felt like our harem had grown closer by a matter of weeks, like we had engaged in compressed, focused communication to bring ourselves closer.
"I'm not here to pass judgment on any or all of you," Cynthia said. "I'm not going to make a decree or anything like that, nor would I expect you to have patience for such a thing. We're all adults in this room, and we're just talking, helping each other out.
"I will tell you that I've loved what I've heard from all of you. Seeing how you talk to each other makes me happy." She beamed. "It's early in the relationship to say, but I like where your harem is headed and I think it's gone very well so far.
"With that said, there is a concern I want to bring up to you."
"Oh?" Amy asked, surprised.
I was caught off guard, too. Like Cynthia had said, so far everything seemed to be going well. But this was why we were here, to see things that would otherwise be hard for us to see. I was all ears.
"Your intimacy is good," Cynthia said. "All of you have come together very well. But your harem is not four people melded into one. You are four individuals with a myriad of relationships between you. Now, Sandra and Emily, as I understand from running your matchmaking most recently, you're both inclined towards men, yes?"
Emily and Sandra both nodded in agreement. "Obviously we're not against fooling around with each other," Emily said, "but it's not something we do on our own. Even living together without another person involved, we never went to bed."
"That's true," Sandra said.
"And Amy, you are more fluid in that regard, yes?"
"I am," Amy said. "That was a big thing we talked about before we met with you. I understand Sandra and Emily aren't looking to have sex with each other or with me, necessarily, without Mark involved."
"Did you have any concerns about that, Mark?" Cynthia asked
I shook my head. "I'm happy for the girls to do whatever they're into as long as we communicate with each other about it."
Cynthia nodded approvingly. "So here is the snag I am catching onto. While at this point there may not be sexual desires—too strongly, anyway—between Emily and Sandra and Amy, there is what is obviously a mutual desire between the three women and you, Mark.
"We all lead busy lives. I'm sure this meeting alone took some shuffling around of all of your schedules. You are a four-person harem, but you can't expect all four of you to be together at the same time for sex, nor for everyone to be in the mood at the same time. It is a vital that you don't let this affect your chemistry."
"What do you mean?" Sandra said.
"I will be direct," Cynthia responded, tapping her finger on her leg. "I think Mark should have individual sex with each one of you."
"I..." I began to say something, and then I realized that Cynthia was right. I'd had sex with Sandra and Emily together, as well as with the two of them and Amy together. But none of the women and I had done this just...one-on-one. "Not that I'm against it. But if we've all been together already, is it so impactful? Would it have been better to have done this before we, you know, all had sex together?"
"Usually that is how it happens," Cynthia said, "though I wouldn't say it's better that way, necessarily. Regardless, it's important. Especially since it is bound to happen, so you all should make sure it sits okay with each of you."
Cynthia stood up, putting the lid back on the now-empty container of cookies and handing it back to me. "If this were some kind of cheesy porno movie, this is where I'd ask you to do it here in the office and I take notes like a sex therapist." She laughed loudly at the look of shock on my face. "But I have to get home and walk my dog, so you guys will have to stick with your place."
"Cynthia!" Amy laughed. 
She had really gotten me. I laughed, too, and we got up from our chairs and said goodbye. 
It had been an interesting sit-down with her. I felt closer to the girls from it, I really did. Closer to Cynthia, too, for that matter. I doubted she would have cracked a joke like that with us before we'd had this conversation.
And now we had something to think about. Something tingling between us, filling the air between our breaths. Something that we could all feel.
"Amy," I said. "Do you want to come to our place?"






  
  Chapter 5


"It still counts as just us if they're watching, right?" 
"I don't care," I said.
I was in bed with Amy, in the master bedroom of the apartment. The talk we'd had with Cynthia had revved us all up something fierce, because as soon as Cynthia put the idea of sex into our heads, we practically raced home so that we could rip each other's clothes off.
But we didn't dive into it right away, because we wanted to do this right. The girls had asked me to choose who I wanted to have sex with first.
I was horny, but I wasn't an idiot. I told them there was no way I could do that. They ended up doing rock-paper-scissors, last one standing would go first. 
I pulled Amy's underwear down. Her shirt and pants had been gone long before we'd fallen into bed. 
"No touching," Emily whispered to Sandra, whose idea it had been to watch me and Amy go at it.
"What about myself?" Sandra whispered back. The huge bedroom had a couple of cushioned chairs near the window. At one point, I guess, the two of them had thought about putting a sitting area there, after finding a pair of chairs they'd loved. But life had gotten in the way, and they'd never gotten a table.
Emily and Sandra had pulled the chairs over, putting them nice and close together near the bed. Near, but not too close, giving us our space. 
No touching, as Emily had put it. Except the two of them had their hands on each other, that I could see. Not that it bothered me. They weren't naked, weren't pleasuring each other. Just touching each other on the arm, the leg. Being close, being girlfriends. Girlfriends watching their boyfriend fuck their girlfriend.
Just thinking about it could make you lose your head.
Amy pulled my boxer briefs down, too, and I took her breasts in my hands, more than plentiful for my grip. She let out a sigh of pleasure and slipped her hand down to my cock, which was hard and dripping.
"Before I go too hard on you," she said, already stroking me gently, "how should I make you cum so that you can still fuck Emily and Sandra tonight?"
The question was so hot, so loaded with sex, that it knocked the air out of my chest. I don't think Amy expected me to answer. She just giggled and slid down the bed. Both of us were lying on our sides. She pushed me over by the hips so that I was on my back.
"It's only fair, right?" Amy said, hovering around my cock while she glanced back at Emily and Sandra sitting by the corner of the bed, giving them a wiggle of her naked ass. "I got to go first, but that doesn't mean they don't get a turn tonight. Plus," she said, bringing her face down close to my hard cock and nudging it with her nose, "I want to watch, too."
"Amy, I will do anything if it means you put my dick in your mouth."
"Dangerous promise," Amy said, right before she slid her lips over my dick and took me all the way into her throat.
I just threw my head back onto the pillows and moaned, feeling her swallow me whole in one desirous descent onto my pole. Amy must've been really horny, because she immediately started bobbing on my dick, at the same time reaching a hand down between her own legs to touch herself. She was off to the side, most of her body below my hips, so I couldn't do much besides just lay there and let her suck my dick. Which, honestly, who was I to complain about that?
I couldn't help but look past her and see Sandra and Emily watching her blow me. Their eyes moved up and down our naked bodies, the two of them surely getting a good look between Amy's legs as she sucked my cock on all fours. Sandra met my eyes and licked her lips, giving me a lascivious wink. I just lay there almost in disbelief. It was surprisingly hot to have Emily and Sandra sitting there and watching us.
Amy pulled my dick out of her mouth with a loud and exaggerated slurp, theatrically wiping her mouth with her arm while she looked at me, then flicked her head back toward our observers with a wicked smile.
"Can you guys see okay from there?" Amy asked.
"Yeah, if you give us something to watch," Sandra teased.
Amy harrumphed. Then she whipped her head back toward me, her hair flying into her face. She tossed it back. I was about to lean forward and grab her, to throw her down on the bed and fuck her, but she got on top of me first. She literally put her hand on my chest as I sat up and pushed me back down, making that facetious angry noise again.
"How's this?" Amy said, leaning in close to me and breathing the words into my ear. She was warm and heavy on top of me, her petite and curvy frame pressing against me and all the right ways. Her breasts tickled against my collarbone as she whispered to me, and her wide hips curved backward, rubbing her pussy against my stiff pole.
"I fucking love it." I slipped a hand around her, sliding my fingers into her hair, and with my other arm I pushed down between us to grab my dick and line it up with her entrance. She shuddered against me, and I rammed my hips upward, sliding inside of her.
"Fuck," Emily whispered.
Amy and I fucked each other, one-on-one. I rose up into her pussy, lifting my hips to get deep inside of her while she slammed back on me. I love the way her ass dropped down onto my hips, making me shake. I brought my head forward and sucked one of her big tits into my mouth, swirling my tongue around her nipple and giving it tiny nibbles with my teeth, which made her scream with delight.
Amy pulled herself back, her nipple popping out from my lips. She sat up on me, keeping my dick inside of her, and she started to grind herself onto my cock while she rubbed her clit.
"Oh, shit," I gasped, this new sensation rolling through my dick and my entire body. I watched her breasts as she rode me, put my hand on her to feel the smooth flesh of her flat tummy, drank in the sight of her fingers working her clit, of her mouth hanging open and her eyes closing as she brought herself to orgasm.
She brought me there first, though. I slid both my hands down to her hips, groaning, then moaning as I let go inside of her, pumping her tight cunt with my seed. She rode me harder, milking the cum out of me, and her orgasm followed closely behind mine, the two of them overlapping like bedsheets. She bucked down into me, rubbing the firmness of my dick against the most sensitive parts of her tunnel, shaking and moaning on me as she came.
Amy's muscles relaxed and she rolled off of me, gasping for breath in the bed. Make that two of us, as my chest heaved and my dick was still twitching.
Emily stood up from her chair and walked daintily over to Amy, reaching down to where she lay on the bed and squeezing her hand.
"Mind if I tag in?" Emily said with a smile.
Amy squeezed her hand back, and held onto Emily's hand while the brunette pulled her up from the bed to make room for herself.
"I still have my clothes on, " Emily said, kneeling on the bed next to me. "Can you help me with that, Mark? "
She was only half-lying. Her pants were off, panties the color of lavender hiding her sex. She was sexy and pretty and entrancing all at once, kneeling there with no pants on and her blouse trailing loosely around her waist. I helped her slip it off, sitting up right to get it over her head, and immediately slid my fingers down her back to undo her bra, as well. The articles were thrown to the floor. I reached for her panties.
"No, " she said, poking me in the nose with a finger. "Use your teeth. "
She lay down on her back, and then it was me who was on top of her, putting my arms on either side of her hips while I nuzzled into her navel and slid my mouth down to grab the edge of her purple underwear. I took them in my teeth and pulled down, revealing the short black bristles of her trimmed pubic hair, which scratched at my nose. I could smell her arousal, deep and heady. 
With the subtle help of her thumbs at her hips, I got her panties down without using my hands, dragging them all the way down her legs until she was naked. I dropped the panties from my mouth, off the edge of the bed.
Immediately, I dove back between Emily's legs, sliding my tongue up her lips once or twice before plunging it inside of her. Emily moaned and threw her head back. She was backwards on the bed, her head hanging off the back. Sandra and Amy stared down the length of her body, seeing the upside-down smile on her face and the way her breasts jiggled as I grabbed her around the hips and dragged her closer to my mouth.
Emily's fingers found my head and dug into my scalp as I ate her, sliding my tongue up her cunt and rubbing my nose into her clit while I got as deep into her as I could. My dick throbbed, rubbing against the bed, sensitive from my recent climax but without a doubt aching for more. I just needed to buy myself a little time.
I slipped two fingers up Emily's pussy and made her gasp and clutch her legs around me. Her fingernails were painful against my scalp, but I liked it. With her clit neatly between my lips, I sucked on her and fingered her while catching glimpses of Sandra and Amy, holding hands in their twin chairs while they watched us with rapt attention. Especially Sandra, waiting for her turn, hot since Cynthia's office and growing hotter by the second. 
Having my fingers and tongue inside Emily just made me want to fuck her more. The more I fingered her, the more she wriggled beneath my touch and moaned, the more I wanted to bury my cock inside her.
I pulled my fingers free and moved up her body, looming over her tits where they rested on her chest, her head still hanging back over the bed. She looked up at me and started to shuffle down, to get more of her body onto the bed.
"No," I said, holding her with one hand on her side. "Stay like that. You can get a good look at Amy and Sandra."
Emily grinned, then let her head fall back, her dark hair hanging down like a waterfall against the blanket. I got my cock up between her lips and rubbed my length along her pussy while the rest of the harem watched. I thought about how badly Sandra must want my dick right now, watching Emily. And how bad Emily must want it, with it rubbing against her soft, wet lips, bumping into her clit, teasing her before I found my way inside.
But I wanted it, too. I lined up with her hole and I shoved my dick inside someone for the second time that night, Emily's tight warmth embracing me. I plunged all the way into her until my hips pressed up against her as she spread her legs for me. I closed my eyes and let the pleasure of being inside her roll through me, let my sensitive cock get used to her, before I started to fuck her in front of Sandra and Amy.
It was a different feeling, being watched while I was on top, compared to when Amy had been on top. I felt more on display, more like I was the entertainment and that I had better do a good job. I fucked Emily hard enough to make her tits bounce up and down, so hard that she had to put her hands on them to stop them from hurting her. Every stroke inside her was my full length, every push forward went until I was stopped by her body, her wet lips squishing around my cock and pressing into my groin. 
I lasted longer with Emily, but I could only hold on for so long, and it was the extra stimulation of her fingers nudging against my shaft as she masturbated that did me in. I let out a choked cry as an orgasm that was almost painful burst out of me, shooting what I had left inside her, but my cock still pulsing in her pussy after my balls were empty. 
Emily wrapped her legs around me, keeping my length inside her while she touched herself, tensing and crying out in pleasure as she came with my throbbing cock stretching open her hole. 
"Fuck..." I pulled out of Emily, breathing harshly on top of her while all the muscles in my body took turns relaxing after my body's second climax. My dick bit of the air around me as I slowly collapsed onto the bed, feeling spent.
"You're in for three," Sandra said, lust in her voice. "Don't think you're getting off the hook."






  
  Chapter 6


Sandra didn't ask me to take off her clothes. She stripped them off in seconds after she got up, Emily slipping off the bed and reaching out to trail her fingers across Sandra's stomach as they switched places.  
I was lying back; Sandra climbed on top of me, but not onto my cock. She straddled my face, her wet pussy practically dripping on me. Her blonde hair hung messily around her face, down in front of and behind her shoulders. She had been playing with it, twisting it in her fingers as she watched the bed.
"Take your time," she told me. "This is a refractory pussy eating."
She covered my mouth with her pussy, and I closed my eyes and moaned into her and ate her, letting her rock against my face. After a few seconds she stopped, pulled herself off of me.
"Other way around," she said, stroking my face with her hand. "Let's get closer to Amy and Emily."
Sandra led me to turn, staying on top of me while we rotated. Once we were turned all way around, she got back onto my face, nestling into me like she was made to press her crotch onto my mouth. My head was on the edge of the bed, and Sandra rubbed her pussy onto me until I was eating and drinking and breathing her. She used one hand to keep her balance, the other to rub at her tits and pull at her nipples, while Emily and Amy watched enraptured from just a couple feet away. She faced right towards them.
Then Sandra turned, moving into a sixty-nine position on top of me, burying my face in her pussy once more while she took my cock in her hands and played with it, stroking me and licking me but not sucking me yet. I was hard, painfully hard, but her touch still felt good, still made my hips clench underneath her and my wood pulse in her hand. 
Her tongue circled around the head of my cock. I groaned, sucking on her clit and making her grind her pussy down onto me. I brought my hands up and put them on her asscheeks and spread her open, giving Amy and Emily a good look while I licked up and down from her pussy to her asshole and back again, slathering every inch of her nether regions with my tongue. I heard the other two women ooh appreciatively. If I really stretched my neck back, I could see them touching each other, rubbing hands on breasts, on stomachs and hips. But if I did that, I couldn't eat Sandra, so I brought myself back to her and used my tongue.
Sandra sucked my cock, done teasing. Her skilled mouth made my toes curl. She swallowed my dick expertly, her passion for cocksucking coming out in full force. 
A couple minutes in, I realized she wasn't going to stop. That this was a challenge for her, seeing if she could suck a third orgasm out of my after I had blown two loads into Amy and Emily. She wanted me to cum in her mouth, whatever that would mean if my balls were pretty much already spent.
And she was going to make me do it.
I made noises I couldn't control as my dick throbbed painfully in her mouth, and I buried myself in her pussy to muffle them. I sucked on her lips and drove my tongue into her. I slid a finger, then two into her, lapping at her clit from below. Then I rubbed the thumb of my other hand across her asshole, feeling the tight ring of muscle clench. Sandra pressed back into me, forcing my thumb inside.
I made her cum first, but I can't be too proud of that, since it wasn't a level playing field. Her ass squeezed my thumb and she moaned with my cock still in her mouth, vibrating through me while her pussy juice covered my face and her hips wiggled on top of me. I sucked hard on her clit, almost like it was punishment, trying to make her feel something of what I was feeling. As punishments go, I think both of us enjoyed it quite a bit.
Sandra could suck cock like nobody else. She took me into her throat with each bob downward, like she was riding me with her mouth. When I finally got dragged to the edge of orgasm and thrown off, I screamed between her legs, my dick burning, shooting hot jets of whatever I had left into her throat while she swallowed it down and her talented tongue found all the spots to make it last as long as it could. Sandra pulled herself off my dick with what I imagine was a very satisfied smile. 
Deliriously tired, I let Sandra help me turn around again, getting me the right way on the bed, and then she beckoned Emily and Amy on and we all lay together, warm and a little bit sweaty and utterly, completely, satisfied. 
"I don't think...Cynthia meant...doing all of you in immediate...succession." I blinked, my eyes dry. My everything dry. 
"Yeah, well," Amy said, "we have to come up with our own ideas, too."
"But it's nice for all of us to be in bed together." Emily snuggled up between me and Amy.
"It is," I said, and then I fell asleep like my body demanded it.






  
  Chapter 7


The next morning, we woke up pressed together, comfortable enough, if overheated. Kisses were exchanged, showers were had. Four people in a bed might look fun on a movie poster, and it's okay for when you're collapsed from sexual fatigue, but it's not really an ideal way to sleep. 
I expected to feel wiped out, but the next morning I seemed to have more energy than any of the women. I cooked a breakfast big enough for four, with lots of scrambled eggs and a healthy (well, unhealthy) amount of chorizo and potatoes, whistling as I worked in the kitchen I was now quite familiar with. I didn't know much about baking, but I could work a frying pan or two just fine.
Lightly dressed and eating, we spread around the living room since the small kitchen table wasn't ideal for the four of us. It was then that an annoyed look spread across Emily's face while she looked at her phone.
"Shit," she said, scrolling slowly. "Seriously?"
"What is it?" Sandra inquired, peeking toward her.
"That conference in Chicago," Emily sighed, peeling her eyes away from her email. "The company's making me go. They'd said they probably wouldn't, but...well, I just got the email. And on a week's notice, too. I wish they'd just made up their damn minds earlier instead of waiting this long."
"That's annoying," Amy lamented. "But hey, at least you get a trip out of it. How long are you gonna be there?"
"A week," Emily said. "All next week." She sighed. "I mean, I do love that city. I just had my fingers crossed I wouldn't need to go to this thing this year, since we all got together. It was like, serendipitous that they might have declined. Almost serendipitous."
"It's okay," I assured her. "We'll hold down the fort."
"Yeah..." Emily stared thoughtfully at her phone. "Hey. Idea. I have an idea here."
"I know you want to bring us to Chicago," Sandra said, "but unlike you we won't all be getting paid to be there."
"Shoot, I wish," Emily said, waving her hand. "No, no. Amy. What if you stayed here while I was gone?"
"Yeah?" Amy said.
Emily nodded. "Not that you're not welcome to stay here anyway. But like, we just met with Cynthia. We're trying to do the four-way harem thing. I have to go away for a week, and what, I'm living alone, you're living alone, and it's Mark and Sandra here? Not much of a harem. Why not give this a little trial run? Something to report to Cynthia besides how much we're fucking each other."
Amy snorted with surprised laughter. "I get the feeling she likes to hear that, though."
"We'll tell her about that, too," Emily laughed. "Sandra, Mark, what do you guys think?"
"I'd like that a lot," Sandra said. "It's a damned good idea."
"Totally," I said. "But in all seriousness, my dick needs like...two days off. Maybe three. Then he can be back in action, ready for primetime, whatever we need."
"What do you think, Amy?" Emily asked her.
Amy flashed a smile, showing her white teeth. "I'd love to."
So we were on to the next step of the four-way harem, in a way. The four of us living together, with one housemate absent. I'd had sex with Amy, I'd talked and hung out with her, I'd slept in the same bed. But we hadn't lived together. An important step, just like it had been with Emily and Sandra. It would have its challenges.
But after fucking three women in the span of an hour and coming out alive, I thought that I was up for it.
Little did I know, two thousand miles from here, a woman I was not at all ready for was boarding a plane and heading my way.


To be continued….
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  Chapter 1


MARK



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."


To be continued…
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  Chapter 1


MARK



"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.
"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 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


We all entered the apartment together, settling in and sipping on water and coffee. 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 with her, 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.
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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 check out Bookshop Harem!
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