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Harem by Appointment, Book 1: Eli’s 3-Way
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Normally, as an electrician, Eli wouldn't have tied himself to a dispatch service. He'd done his time and apprenticeship working for larger outfits some years ago, learning a lot and getting paid a poor wage at the same time. And once he'd had all he needed, he'd made himself an LLC, printed some business cards, and taken his skills private, under his own name. Clockwork Electric, complete with a gear-and-wire logo etched behind the bold letters of the name.

But then he'd heard about this place, this centralized dispatch company for home repairs and the like, called Around The Clock. The similarity between their name and his wasn't what had drawn him in, though it did make him smile. It was their rate that had drawn him in. Somehow this place, ATC for short, was able to pay him as a contractor only slightly less than he'd earn on his own rate—and they brought the clients to him. Or him to the clients, anyway. As a guy just starting out, how could you say no to that? There was no rule against handing out your business card or anything. It was easy to drum up long-term clients as long as you did your job well, that was what Eli figured.

Win-win.

He got registered with ATC as a contractor, which was a little involved but nothing he hadn't expected. He had to come in for an in-person meeting, where he met with a few managers of the company, men and women both, who looked him up and down personally, seemingly as closely as they had looked over his licensure and insurance information. He could have sworn he saw one of the women looking at his left hand for a wedding ring and smiling when she saw nothing, but he could've been imagining it. Maybe he was just lonely.

All in all, it was a very pleasant hour or so that he spent in their small office on the south side of the city, and he left feeling excited about how this would help his business. ATC had his information and his business line now, and they would simply call him when a job came up in his region to see if he was available. They were very friendly, almost overbearingly so. He wondered if it had anything to do with the fact that they were all white and he was a black man—he hadn't seen another black person in his small tour of their office—but he had no desire to hold being friendly against them. Like he'd thought right away, it was going to be win-win.

He didn't get a call from ATC for a couple of weeks, but when the first call did come, he found himself excited to take on the job. The dispatcher for ATC called to see if he was available, and gave him the street name for the job. It worked fine for Eli, who would actually be able to get there today, so he told them that he was good for it to at least look around for an estimate, and maybe complete the job depending on the complexity. They gave him the name and phone number of the customer, and he could take it from there. The invoicing and pay and all that would be handled through ATC once the job was completed.

It was all wonderfully simple. Immediately, Eli dialed the number, knowing that the homeowner was waiting for his call.

"Hello," a female voice answered after two rings.

"Hello, this is Eli, an electrician with Around The Clock, Eli said. What's going on?

The woman introduced herself as Sherry, then proceeded to give him the details. A hanging light fixture, a chandelier really, wasn't turning on anymore, and there were some problems with other lighting in the same room.

Eli told her he'd be right over to get a look at it, and it sounded like something he'd be able to take care of that day. Sherry thanked him profusely and ended the call, and Eli got into his work van and headed over to her house.

Eli found the address and pulled into the driveway. The house was fairly big, but modest, like the neighborhood around it. When he had heard the word 'chandelier' from Sherry, his mind had immediately gone to some kind of lavish mansion or something of that sort, but that was just a reflex. He'd been in plenty of homes with fancy light fixtures that didn't also have a live-in wait staff. The house was two stories tall and white, and the front door was a powder blue color that matched the shutters around the windows. The front yard had a ring of hedges around it that were in varying states of health, not offering much privacy, with most of them quite in need of a trim. When he got out of the van and strapped on his toolbelt, he could hear a pool filter running, presumably from the backyard of this house or maybe one of the neighbors'. The neighborhood itself was pretty quiet today, the afternoon of a workday and a school day, so any ambient sounds were mostly dogs barking here and there, or the passing of cars.

It was a nice day. The sky was blue, the sun was shining, and it wasn't too hot. A gentle breeze rustled the blooming limbs of the short trees that were spaced along the sidewalk. He might have stood around and enjoyed it longer, but he did have a job to do, and he wanted his first call with ATC to be a good one. 

Eli closed the door of his van and walked up to the powder-blue front door. There were potted plants on either side of it, alive and perky from regular watering. As a gardener himself, he appreciated that. He pressed the small white button of the doorbell on the left side of the door frame and waited, his smile ready.

The door opened not long after, and Sherry stood in the doorway, saying hello. He didn't know what he had expected, but he definitely hadn't expected her to look like this. She was athletic, and possibly underdressed for the occasion, whatever the occasion might be. Her long, brown hair was tied back in a ponytail, and she wore what might have been workout clothes, though she wasn't out of breath or sweaty or anything. She had on a tight, cropped top that hugged her large breasts together and showed the flatness of her stomach. Her pants were just as tight as her shirt, flexible material in a charcoal gray that told Eli exactly what curves and shapes she had to offer.

Eli made sure not to let his eyes linger too long on the assets she was showing off. That wouldn't be a good way to start a new business relationship.

"Nice to meet you, Sherry," he said, extending his hand. "I'm Eli. My business is Clockwork Electric, but I'm on the team of dispatches for ATC, and I was happy to get the call. Would you mind showing me to the problem area?"

"Of course, of course, come on in," Sherry said, stepping back from the door and holding it open. As much as Eli wasn't trying to examine her very nice body, was he crazy, or was she checking him out? He was in good shape, but his working outfit of jeans, long-sleeved shirt, and bulky toolbelt wasn't exactly helping him to cut the best figure.

He shook his head as he stepped inside, getting rid of those thoughts. Focus on the work.

"Don't mind us if we make some noise," Sherry said, leading him into the house but flashing a smile at him over her shoulder. "My friend Nadia is here and we're just playing some cards."

"Not a problem at all," he said, returning the smile as she led him past the stairs and around a corner. She popped her head into a doorway as she passed, an open wall that led into the kitchen.

"This is Eli," she said to her friend, who was sitting at the kitchen table. One chair was pulled out from the table, and a hand of cards was spread face down in front of it. "Aren't you going to say hi?"

"Hey, I'm Nadia," the woman at the table said, giving Eli a little wave. 

Eli, he said, smiling. Nadia was pretty stunning too, if he could be frank about it. She had short hair, strawberry blonde, in a short bob cut that looked very good on her. Her outfit wasn't quite as revealing as Sherry's, but it still held very few secrets. A tight fitting T-shirt showed off boobs that were bigger than Sherry's, which was saying something, and her shorts were so short that as she sat at the table with her legs crossed, Eli could've been forgiven for thinking she wasn't wearing any bottoms at all. Her skin was tanned, dark and even.

"All right," Sherry said, watching them look at each other for just a moment before she spoke up. "No peeking at my cards. I'll be back in just a minute."

"I already told you, I don't need to cheat to beat you," Nadia said, gesturing at Sherry as if to emphasize her point. Eli wasn't sure what that gesture was supposed to mean, but Sherry shook her head and gave Nadia the finger in a good-natured sort of way.

Sherry led him down the hall, and they turned right into a sitting room with a high ceiling, which was where the offending light fixture was.

"Yeah," Sherry said, pointing upward at the chandelier. "There she is, not doing anything no matter how many times I flick the switch. I thought ten times might do it, then twenty, then I fiddled with the circuit breaker, and then I realized this was beyond my skillset."

Eli laughed. She was funny, and she was quick. He asked her about the other lights, and she confirmed that most of the can lighting in the ceiling of the sitting room was on the fritz, as well.

"Okay," Eli said, once he had established the situation. "Don't worry, I won't go making holes in the walls or anything. If you can just show me where the breaker is, you can get back to your game and I'll let you know what I turn up."

"Thanks a million," Sherry said. "I'm glad you got here so fast."

Once he had the lay of the land, Sherry excused herself back to the kitchen with Nadia, and Eli got to work. The path from the breaker and back to the sitting room where the chandelier was brought him by the kitchen, and he couldn't help but peer in each time he passed. The way they sat, their backs were to him, so they didn't see him looking. 

And that was when he had to make sure that he wasn't going crazy.

On one of his trips from his van and back to the sitting room, passing the kitchen, he could have sworn that Nadia was wearing a different shirt. And the next time he stole a glance into the kitchen, he knew it was true, because the dark blue shirt she had been wearing was slung over the back of her chair, and she was down to a crop top even shorter than Sherry's, revealing the lean, tanned skin of her stomach in the bright white light of the kitchen.

Eli actually paused in his steps once he saw that, then kept moving by force of will, knowing that it would be too obvious he was looking if he stayed. She'd just gotten a little hot and taken a layer off, that was all. Nothing to rubberneck about. Though she did look good...they both did.

Eli went back to his work, but he quickly understood that he was making up excuses in his head to go walking by the kitchen again, because something didn't feel quite right. 

Well, it didn't feel wrong, but it did feel different.

He was walking by the kitchen again, after having gone and gotten his phone charger out of the van for no reason at all, when what he saw almost made him gasp aloud. Plenty of people took off a top layer when they got hot, but the bottom layer? When company was over, not to mention a complete stranger?

Sherry was sitting at the table as she had been, but her tight workout pants were gone. Eli didn't know where they were. He didn't care. The chair was slat-backed, and what Eli cared about was the fact that he could see her red, lacy thong panties past the light grain of the wood, and the white curve of her ass cheeks pressed against the cold wood of the chair and squished against the back.

Move, he told his frozen legs. Before you get yourself in trouble—

"Hey, Eli," Sherry called out, and it wasn't until a moment later he realized that she had called his name without even turning around to see if he was there. She knew.

But then she did turn around, throwing her elbow over the back of the chair and looking at him with a wicked smile. "Would you be able to come over here and help us out? We're in a deadlock in this game and we're not sure whose hand wins."

"Please," Nadia added, turning around in her chair herself, and Jesus Christ that was no crop top, the woman was just wearing her bra, black and simple and holding back the wonderful shapes of her huge DD-sized (or more) breasts, the lighter-colored, supple flesh practically spilling over the top of the black fabric.

Like a cartoon character, Eli swallowed, feeling a lump in his throat. 

"Come on," Nadia encouraged, moving her arms in such a way that her large breasts got pushed together. "Seriously, we can't take care of this by ourselves, and our phones are charging in the other room. You know poker hands, don't you?"

"Uh, yeah," Eli said, finally managing to get some words out.

"Come on over, then," Nadia said, turning back around in her chair and looking down at her cards like they were the most important thing in the world. Sherry watched him for just a moment longer before turning around herself, tapping a finger on her poker hand where it was splayed out in front of her.

Well, whatever happens, it was worth it, Eli thought, stepping into the kitchen and past what he thought of as the point of no return, as he got close enough to see the freckles on Nadia's shoulders.

"Great." Sherry looked up at him, her cleavage very deep from Eli's point of view, then looked back down at the cards. It looked like the two of them were playing five card stud, with each of their five-card hands face up on the table. "What do you say, Eli? I've got a straight here, right? How could that lose?"

"Straight loses to a flush," Nadia said, pointing to her own cards with their monochromatic array of black spades.

"No way," Sherry said. "My straight goes all the way up to King."

"Well?" Nadia looked up at Eli. Her eyes were green and sparkling. 

Sherry met his gaze, too, with her bright blue eyes. Eli's heart gave a thump in his chest like it had tripped over something.

"Let me, um, see here..." Eli swallowed again, leaning over the table while trying to keep a respectable distance between himself and the two women sitting on either side of him. "Nadia, ah, Nadia's right. Her flush wins."

Nadia smiled, perky, over at Sherry, who made a show of pushing her cards away in disgust.

"Well that's the big winning hand, isn't it?" Sherry said, pulling her hands back. She glanced at Nadia with a secret smile, then looked back up at Eli. "Since you know how the hands work, you probably know the rules of strip poker too, right, Eli?"

"I'm sorry?" Eli said, sure that he hadn't heard her right.

Sherry nodded knowingly. "Strip poker. I just lost that hand, so..."

She didn't wait for Eli to fill in the blanks. Sherry hooked her fingers underneath the bottom of her tight-fitting top and pulled it over her head. The whole action probably took less than two seconds, but those two seconds moved extremely slowly for Eli. He watched Sherry's naked breasts tumble out of her shirt, her nipples hard and her boobs bouncing from the motion.

No fucking way, Eli thought.

"I think that's the end of our game," Sherry said. She brought her hands up, cupping her breasts from underneath. Her pink nipples pointed slightly upward. "I'm ready for a new game, though."

"Yes," Nadia said, smiling first at Sherry's breasts, and then up at Eli from where she sat. She uncrossed her legs, setting both her feet on the floor and revealing that her very short shorts were completely gone, and either she hadn't been wearing underwear beneath them, or those had disappeared as well. "Would you like to play with us, Eli?"

"You've worked hard enough," Sherry said, laying a hand on his forearm. It was warm. "You have to play, too, don't you?"

There was no mistaking what was going on here. The question was, was Eli into it? And of all the questions he had asked himself in his life, that had to be one of the most stupid.

Eli took in a deep breath, sealed his nerves, and said, with a winning smile, "How do you play?"

"With your hands," Sherry told him, and she lowered her own from her breasts, turning her chest toward Eli.

Eli brought his hands up, putting his own rough skin against some of the softest that Sherry had to offer. He took her
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