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About
His Writer's Harem: Book 10


Lily wants something more...but is Sam ready?

Sam has finished his manuscript, the reason he came to the town of Ashbury in the first place. But now he's found so many more reasons to stay.

With the cabin in his name and Lily set to move in, Sam can see the future opening up before him—all of their futures. But a surprise from Lily is going to have him tossing and turning as he tries to make the right decision for the whole harem.

In this final book of His Writer's Harem, Sam, Lily, Jasmine, and Anna are going to grow closer than ever, and embrace the biggest change of all.


Chapter 1


ANNA

It was a beautiful day. Just overcast enough to avoid sunburn. No hint of rain in the weather report or on the horizon. No air quality concerns. No flash floods.

No reason to back out.

"Ugh," Anna said, straightening up from tying her shoes. "Let's...go."

Jasmine smacked her on the back, laughing. "That's the spirit, blondie!"

Lily was already up a few yards ahead, running in place, arms tucked in at her sides and a big grin on her face. "Should I remind you that this was your idea, Anna? And that we are your accountability crew?"

Anna shook her head. "Not again. I'm taking my medicine. I promised I'd do this, and we're doing it."

The three women set off, sneakers smacking the pavement of Oakridge Ave in Ashbury. It was a residential area off the main drag of the village, with a lot of trees growing along the sidewalks so that it was nice and shady.

Anna had been slacking in her workouts since opening her law practice. She was happy with her tall, lean body, but she was getting tired of getting out of breath taking more than a couple flights of stairs. It was time to get in shape again—and the first day was always the hardest.

Though having her girlfriends with her made it easier.

She jogged with purpose, keeping her stomach tight, her breasts secure in her sports bra. Jasmine was to her side, the shorter woman cute as a button, and in great cardio shape. Anna knew Jasmine went walking through the woods pretty much any chance she could get, and a woods walk was no picnic in the hilly forests outside Ashbury and near Ulmer University. For a petite woman, Jasmine had some solid, strong thigh muscles—she could carry Anna on her shoulders, and had, as ridiculous as it had looked.

Though she didn't look ridiculous now, mirth and sunshine on her face, little silver earrings dangling, and loud blue athletic gear tight and cozy on her curves. Anna admired her, then focused on her breathing.

Looking ahead, there was Lily. She had little red shorts on, and Anna couldn't help but gaze longingly at her ass as Lily ran ahead of her, her long legs bounding her forward easily. Lily actually ran regularly, so she could run circles around her and Jasmine both, but mostly only because Jasmine had shorter legs.

Not that she would. In fact, Lily fell back, sliding over to Anna's left. The three of them took up the sidewalk on their run, but it was easy to split if they had to let someone pass through.

"I'm feeling better," Anna said as they took a turn together. They were four blocks in at this point, and she felt she had found her form.

"Good!" Lily pumped her fist. "Ten more minutes and we're halfway done."

Anna huffed. "Don't...say stuff like that."

"Better to lose track of time," Jasmine agreed.

"Yes, get my mind off running," Anna said. They were going at a good pace, enough to get the heart rate up, but they could still talk. "What did you want to talk about?"

Lily had mentioned something before they had gotten together for their workout, but she hadn't brought it up again.

"In a little bit," Lily said, looking forward. "At the halfway point."

"Okay," Anna puffed, "but give me...something. Someone."

"I got you." Jasmine nudged her arm. "Remember Allison, from that thing at the outdoor yoga class? I finally ran into her again just yesterday, and she was already going off..."

Small town gossip chattered between the three of them then; Jasmine on her feud with Allison, which had been simmering steadily since undergrad; Anna with some tongue-in-cheek talk about unnamed local TV personalities who were in the middle of a lawsuit; Lily on the Simmons Street bridge project and the wildlife photography tour she'd been leading as part of her work for the town.

With sweat beaded on her forehead, Anna slowed to a stop near a pair of benches on the corner of the next street.

"Halfway," she said, wiping her forehead with her arm. "God. Let's take a minute and drink some water."

"Sounds good to me," Jasmine said, popping the top off her water bottle.

After a moment's consideration, they all squeezed onto one bench, Lily in the middle. The breeze drifted by and lifted the bits of hair that had flown free of Anna's hair tie. She didn't bother re-tying it. It felt like too much effort.

"I've been thinking about getting pregnant," Lily said.

Anna almost choked on her water. Jasmine did, hacking up a lung while Lily smacked her on the back.

"Jesus, Lils," Jasmine croaked. "Some warning, please."

"Sorry," Lily whispered, a tight smile on her face as she fought with the seriousness of the topic and the water dripping from her friends' faces. "But...yeah, that's what I wanted to talk about."

Anna cleared her throat. "And you haven't told Sam this yet. I'm assuming."

Lily shook her head. "No, not yet. I'm not even sure...I mean, I'm pretty sure, that it's something I want. More than pretty sure. But that doesn't mean I want to pressure him, or all of us."

"A harem baby." Jasmine smiled slowly. "That's kind of cool. I would have loved growing up with a whole bunch of parents, you know? As long as they were chill. You think you'll be a chill mom?"

Lily giggled. "Being chill might not be my first priority."

"You'd be great, though." Anna put a hand on Lily's leg. She was warm. "I'm sure of that. A great mom."

"Mom," Lily said, repeating the word. She put her hand over Anna's, her fingers moving nervously. "Crazy to say that out loud. But what do you guys think? I mean...I'm twenty-six. I'm going to move in with Sam for real once the house sells. I'm at a good spot in my career, and I've always wanted this. It feels like...now is actually the right time."

Anna heard the determination growing in Lily's voice. Just from the way she was talking, from the look on her face, she knew. Lily did want this, and Lily was right.

"I am a hundred percent with you." Anna squeezed her hand.

"Make that two hundred percent." Jasmine put her arm around Lily's back. "Mama Lily! Yes. Yes, yes, yes."

Lily grinned, her cheeks turning red.

"Okay," she said, looking between the two of them. "Now how do I bring this up to Sam?"

"You'll know when it's time," Anna said, turning toward her and stroking her arm. "Go with the flow, right?"

Jasmine added, "Don't overthink it. If there's one guy you can trust to be honest with, it's Sam."

Lily nodded. "Yeah. Okay, I am seriously going to try not to obsess. I'm in no rush; when the time is right, I'll bring it up to him."

"You have us till then," Jasmine told her. "And afterward. But I'll try not to enable any obsessing on your end, alright, hon? I'll shut you down if I gotta."

"Deal." Lily stuck her tongue between her teeth. "And obviously..."

"Of course," Anna said immediately. "We won't say anything to Sam. This is yours."

"Fuck, I love you two." Lily clapped her hands on her thighs and stood up. "Halfway done! Back around Sycamore!"

Anna heaved a big breath as she stood up, but she had a smile on her face. It was a beautiful day.
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Until now.

"Shit." Anna sighed, staring at the deflated spare tire in her trunk. She had been feeling on top of the world after successfully finishing the lunchtime run, had zoomed over to her office to get some paperwork she wanted to overnight, and then on the way to the courier drop-off...a flat tire.

Normally an inconvenience, but with finding her spare also flat (she could have smacked herself for not checking on it the last year), it was now an actual problem. She could call for a tow, but that wouldn't get her to the courier fast enough. Not the end of the world, but the next month or so of her life would be a lot easier if she got this client's documents mailed before Sunday.

She pulled out her phone and dialed, relieved when Sam answered right away.

"Hey," he said over the phone, warm like always, like he'd been waiting to hear from her all day. "I was just thinking about you."

"Yeah?" Anna laughed, but it was strained. "Must be your sixth sense."

"Something wrong?"

"A little..." Anna explained, closing her trunk. "I just need to get there before six, that's when they close. I'll deal with the car after."

"Which tire is flat?" Sam asked.

"Uh...front passenger, why?"

"Oh good, that makes it easier. I can tow you."

Anna brightened. "No shit? That's amazing. I hate to drag you away from the court." Sam had taken up tennis again in the fall, joining an indoor club for when the looming winter began. But for now, the weather was good enough to play outside.

"Trust me, I've gotten my ass beat for like ninety minutes today, that's plenty." Sam laughed. "You wouldn't believe how good these guys are. I'm getting whooped by dudes deep into their fifties."

"Ladies too?"

"I'd rather not talk about it. See you soon."

Anna hung up, snickering. Sam could always make her laugh, even in a situation like this.

The tennis club wasn't far from where Anna had pulled over, so less than 10 minutes later, Sam had pulled his big truck up and backed it to the front of Anna's car.

Anna hugged him when he got out. "Thanks for saving my bacon."

"Oh, is there bacon?" Sam grinned, and Anna rolled her eyes. "I passed that tire shop right on the way down the road here, you broke down in a great spot. We'll drop the car there real quick and get you to the mailing place in time."

Sam got the car hooked up, and Anna climbed into the truck with him.

"Hopefully they can patch my spare, too," Anna said, as Sam gently pulled them back onto the road.

"Fingers crossed," Sam said. "You're running paperwork on a Saturday, huh? When are you allowed to give yourself a break?"

"I'm not sure," Anna said wryly. "With the practice, it's all on my shoulders. I feel like if I slow down even a little, I'm hurting myself and my clients."

"Yeah," Sam said, stopping at a crosswalk to let a family through. "It's easy to get addicted to the work. And then, heaven forbid, if you ever do get caught up and there's nothing left to do, you just sit there and think, now what?"

Anna tapped her nose. "Sounds like you've suffered through the same dilemma."

"And I only very recently broke out of its spell," Sam said, pulling forward once the crosswalk was clear.

"You mean when you moved here?"

"Yep. I hadn't even realized I was caught in a rut the last few years, not until I poked my head out of it." Sam glanced over toward her, his expression softening. "Not that I think that's your situation, by the way. You just started this business, I know it's hard to avoid grinding yourself into dust, and hell, it might even be necessary. But I've got your back if things spill over the edges like today." He put his hand on her knee and squeezed it gently. "We all do."

Anna put her hand over his, feeling pressure in her throat, sudden and unexpected. She looked at Sam, and she thought about their harem, and she thought about Lily, for whom she was so excited and nervous and overflowing with support.

"I'm lucky I found you," Anna said.

Sam said, "That's funny, I was just thinking the same thing."

"About me?" Anna teased.

"Of course."


Chapter 2


JASMINE

She liked seeing him like this. Stretched out, trying his hardest. Sweating, his face contorted in some mix of pain and pleasure.

Okay. Maybe it was just pain.

"You can relax out of that pose," Jasmine told him.

"Ffffuuuu..." Sam sighed out slowly as he straightened out his body and collapsed down onto the slim foam mat. "Holy...shit. This is...way harder than I...ever thought it would be." He rubbed his fingers across the mat, looking up at the ceiling. "I'm going to replace this mat. I can't get something borrowed this sweaty."

Jasmine laughed. They were at the yoga studio she liked, in Ulmer City where she lived. It was a little under two hours down the road from Ashbury, and she was friends with the owner, Janie, who let her use the place when there wasn't a class. There was something much more serene about doing yoga somewhere besides her apartment.

"Not regretting this, are you?" Jasmine asked him, gracefully bringing her legs back in and sitting up on her mat.

Sam turned his head, looking up at her. "Not in the least. You're right, if I just go balls out on tennis once or twice a week and don't take care of myself, my joints are going to give up."

"It'll help your game, too," Jasmine added, kicking her legs. "More flexibility. Get you a better backhand."

Sam grunted.

Jasmine cast her eyes around the yoga studio. It had an old, plank wood floor that she loved, its battered surface giving the place a lot of age and character. There was a big window in the front, but she had the blinds closed, muted light peeking in around the edges. With the small trappings of dust glittering in the soft beams of light, it cast the mood of a pleasant old library, just a lot less stuffy.

Jasmine wasn't a yoga teacher, but she knew enough to take a beginner through a session that wouldn't be too challenging. Of course, if you never did this sort of thing, even beginner poses would put a strain on your body. But Jasmine appreciated that Sam was committed to it and trying his hardest, judging by the sheen of sweat on him.

"It's hot in here," Sam said.

And of course, he wasn't bad to look at, either. She had informed Sam that she planned to ogle him generously during this little workout, and he had just laughed and told her to eat it all up.

"My bad," Jasmine said. She popped up to her feet and turned on the tower fan in the corner, which came to life with a beep. Immediately, the moving air made Sam sigh with relief.

"Okay," he said, newly energized, "what's next?"

"The next one is going to be on hands and knees."

"Me, or you?" Sam flashed her a grin.

"Both of us, ya flirt." Jasmine giggled, shaking her head. Not that she wouldn't be down for some fooling around, but she wasn't that kind of yoga teacher. She didn't want to give him an excuse to cut it out early. Or herself, for that matter. Tempting as it might be.

She took Sam through the bird-dog poses, feeling the light strain in her core and back muscles. God, it was satisfying. It had been too long since she'd had a chance to do yoga. She'd been too busy working and running around with the harem. Not that she was complaining.

"Now we're on the last two," Jasmine assured him, watching his arms slightly tremble as he put his weight back onto them. "And they're very chill, you're going to love them."

"I am notoriously chill," Sam said, breathing hard. "Hit me."

"Child's pose," Jasmine said. "Start by straightening up on your knees, and then put your weight down on top of your heels…"

"Child's pose," Sam murmured, focusing as he followed her actions.

Jasmine let out her breath, descending, and sliding her eyes over to look at Sam as he extended his arms forward on the mat. She thought about Lily talking to him, what she would say. She thought about what Sam would be like as a father.

She smiled, and her heart filled up, and she wanted to say something, something she thought she could get away with, something innocuous...but no. It was Lily's path to take, and Lily's wish to tell, and Jasmine wouldn't intrude on that. She would just wait, patiently or impatiently, and try not to smile too widely and suspiciously when the thoughts came into her head and she imagined what their lives would be like once they changed yet again, for the better.

"I like this one," Sam admitted, his voice going into the mat. He peeked at Jasmine from beneath his arm.

"You're a natural," Jasmine told him, beaming in such a way that she couldn't stop it. She focused on the yoga. "Okay, stretch it out...little further, yeah, that's it, big guy. Exhale...let's slowly come back up to our knees."

"Whoo," Sam breathed out. "There's another one?"

"Oh, yeah. The best one. Corpse pose."

"Now...that sounds chill."

They each laid on their backs like starfish, limbs stretched out, palms upward, looking directly at the exposed rafters of the ceiling. Their long, easy breathing filled the air.

"This feels so goddamn good," Sam moaned, and Jasmine stifled a laugh.

"Don't get too distracted." She pulled in a breath through her nose. "You're relaxing your muscles, but you're also receiving the universe. Look up and try not to focus on anything. Your muscles are expanding, and so is your mind, like it's comfortably sipping in a long breath."

The two of them lay like that for a while, not talking, not shifting, just letting the session wind down while the hum of the tower fan's oscillations swept through the room.

"I should come out here more," Sam said, keeping his eyes upward. "I feel bad that I don't visit you enough."

"Don't invent reasons to feel bad," Jasmine chastised him. Her eyes lazily followed a dust mote drifting through the air. "Maybe I just prefer coming to Ashbury, consider that."

"I'm sure you do," Sam agreed, "but how are you doing out here? Working, taking classes, all that. We can't see as much of you."

"Well, it's not ideal, I'll admit that," Jasmine said. "But I told you I'm finishing my degree this semester, right? December nineteenth, I am walking out of here with a very expensive piece of paper. Then I won't necessarily be tied to Ulmer anymore."

"So you'll need a new yoga studio," Sam mused, then turned his head toward her. "What's your plan? Are you going to teach?"

Jasmine nodded slowly, her head rubbing the mat. "Ulmer does have an offer for me. I assumed they would, and I assumed I would take it. But..."

She turned, met Sam's eyes. "I never planned on being at Ulmer forever. They're not the only game in town. There's places closer to Ashbury."

"You know I'd love it if you were closer." Sam tickled the tips of her fingers, his arm outstretched. "But not if it's going to hurt your career, you know? You've put all this damn work in, for years. I don't know academia very well, but I know job offers aren't exactly floating around out there to be snatched up."

"You're right about that. But I'm not so worried about my career. I'm much more concerned about being happy, and being around the people I love." Jasmine tickled him back. "That's why I spent my summers in Ashbury instead of Ulmer. Besides...I am shopping my talents around. I have interviews lined up towards the end of the semester. Akronbrook, they're only thirty-five minutes from Ashbury. St. Chalimer's is less than an hour. Couple other schools."

"Damn, and here I was worried," Sam laughed, "when you so obviously have your shit together."

"It helps to know what I want." Jasmine inched closer and grabbed his hand. "Y'all helped make that a lot clearer."

Sam turned over on his shoulder and he kissed her, and Jasmine kissed him back, and she thought about doing more, but she didn't. This was enough, and there'd be plenty of time to be lewd later, and not on borrowed yoga mats.

But love and kisses and entwined fingers, those were what you held onto for each lingering moment.


Chapter 3


LILY

Lily had a good feeling about these two as soon as they walked in her front door.

They were a young couple, probably about her age, though maybe just a year or two younger, in their early twenties. Lily had her friend Hannah, a real estate agent, help her stage the house in the best way possible—she was mostly staying at the cabin now, anyway—but after a couple open houses, Lily decided she wouldn't mind showing the place herself on occasion, when Hannah wasn't available.

That was how she met Matt and Sophia, the people who were going to buy her house.

She knew they were excited about it just ten seconds into their visit, whispering to each other and pointing things out. They liked the size of the kitchen, and the little breakfast nook she had. They loved the big windows in the living room, and how the place looked in the morning sun. They loved Lily's tidy little garden out front, which made her smile, because specifically had spent time trimming the bushes to increase her curb appeal, as Hannah had suggested.

Plus, she liked gardening. In fact, she had already set up a little plot at the cabin, ready to be tilled and sowed.

She had shaken their hands when they had left, feeling very professional, but after they had walked out of the door, she had clasped her hands in front of her face and let out a small noise of excitement. They had liked the place. They had loved the place. She was certain of it.

And then two days later, Hannah had called Lily with the couples' offer. Five thousand over asking. It was done.

Well, not done, exactly. Obviously the process was going to take a little bit, but Hannah was confident it would be quick as far as real estate deals went.

She wanted to tell everyone. But the first person she called was Sam, ringing him up as she sat on her couch, some show on the TV filling the air, and her body wiggling slightly with happy energy.

"Sam," she said when he picked up, "I did it. I just accepted an offer on my house."

"Lily!" he practically cheered. "That's so great. Congratulations!"

"I can hardly believe it," she said. "I mean, I've only lived here about three years, but still."

"It's a big deal," Sam said. He let out a short, energetic laugh. "I'm thrilled for you, don't get me wrong. But can I admit I'm also thrilled for me, that I get to see you here all the time?"

"I'm pretty amped about that too," Lily said, in complete honesty. "I don't think I would have sold this fast if I wasn't very focused on being with you every day."

"Aw." Sam paused. "Well, shit. Want to start today? Anna's working late, Jasmine's in Ulmer. How about I show up with some dinner and get a last look at your place?"

Lily smiled. "I would love that. Are you sure you're not busy?"

"Just busy missing you. See you soon."

An hour later, Sam came in the front door and surprised her with her favorite guilty pleasure dinner, a lamb gyro from the Greek grill over on Elmwood, and a fresh and delicious souvlaki for himself.

"God, you know me well," Lily gushed, hugging him after he had set down the takeout bag.

"And I would never deprive you of a good meal." Sam squeezed her tight, then pulling back and holding her arm's length. "So this is it, huh? Last night in the house, they move in tomorrow?" He was grinning.

Lily rolled her eyes, but she giggled. "I don't think it's going to be quite as fast as when you bought the cabin, but I'll be hiring movers sooner rather than later. And I'm gonna put some of my furniture online, I don't need it all and it'll put some cash in my pocket."

"You don't have to minimize on my account," Sam said, taking a look around. "There's plenty of room in the cabin for your stuff."

"I'll think about it," Lily said. "But I'm not too attached to any of it."

They sat down at the nook in her kitchen and ate their dinner. Lily had already moved plenty of stuff into the cabin, of course, but now she was thinking about what furniture she wanted to keep, where she wanted it to go, things like that. But it was hard to focus on the details when Sam was sitting here right in front of her, Smiling with his short, rugged beard and messy brown hair that he never quite seemed to keep completely flat. Authors. What could you do?

She was thinking about a lot of things.

They finished eating, Lily finished wiping the tzatziki sauce off the side of her mouth, and then the two of them relaxed onto the couch, Sam's arm around her. Lily texted the harem group chat to let them know the good news about her house, and their blasts of all-caps joy lifted her mood even higher, if that was possible.

It was almost time. Almost. But there was something she wanted to do first.

The movie was about halfway done, some drama that Lily had seen the first one of, missed the second one, but this third one that they were watching was entertaining enough even with some gaps in knowledge, which Sam filled in for her if she asked. But she hadn't asked a question in a while, and now she put her hand on his leg, sliding it up to the part of his thigh that could be considered dangerous and inappropriate.

Sam looked over at her, tucked up against him, and was met with the determined face of a Lily who felt like she had been sitting around all day and was ready to do more.

"I know that look," Sam said, turning toward her and sliding his own hand up her leg. She was wearing a very short pair of shorts, and the way his fingers caressed the inside of her thigh made goosebumps ripple across her. Her nipples were hard, and she felt them rubbing against her thin bra.

"Oh, do you?" Lily said, trying to tease him, but she felt breathy and lost in her desire already, and she knew she didn't have a leg to stand on. What she wanted was plain as day, and she wasn't trying to hide it. So she leaned in and said, "Let's go say goodbye to my bedroom."

"That is some excellent seduction," Sam said, and after a moment's pause, he shifted and quickly swept Lily up into his arms, standing up from the couch and pulling her into the air. It was effortless; Sam was strong. Lily loved being in his arms, she loved the smell of him as she was pulled up against his chest, and she loved how he protected her head as he walked the two of them through her bedroom doorway and over to her bed.

Sam set her down softly, and then got on top of her not so softly. Immediately his lips found hers, and Lily threw her arms around his neck and kissed him hungrily. It felt like he had wanted this just as badly as she did. She slipped her tongue into his mouth, fencing with him, curling her fingers into claws and dragging them up his back.

"You make me so fucking hard I barely know what to do with myself," Sam whispered into her ear, his voice gruff and full of need. "I wanted to carry you in here forty-five minutes ago."

Lily moaned, arching up to him, finding his unyielding hardness beneath his jeans and rubbing against it. She took one hand away from his back just so that she could drop to the bed and slide that hand between them, finding his cock over his pants and grasping at it, the denim of the jeans making it difficult to grab hold. Sam started to pull away so he could undress, but Lily held him.

"I got it," she said, determined, pulling him forward by his most sensitive piece. He groaned as Lily's deft fingers took down his zipper, teasing at the strained head of his cock that was still pressed up through his boxers. The stretchy fabric was already stained wet with his precum, a fact which Lily was quick to notice and appreciate. But lust can only appreciate a barrier for so long.

She got his button undone, but she wasn't waiting for the pants to come down. Lily yanked the boxers over Sam's cock and took his swollen girth in hand, stroking him, moaning without realizing it, just holding his thick, pulsing heat and feeling every inch of it.

Sam came back down and kissed her again, diving in with his tongue, and his hand crept up the leg of her very short shorts and found her panties-clad pussy, damp through with her desire. Even his fingers rubbing across the satin of her underwear was shockingly good, making Lily suck in air through her nose and suck hard on Sam's tongue between her lips, driving her hips up into him.

They burned for each other, and there wasn't time nor inclination to strip down, to interrupt the flow of their passion. Lily rubbed Sam's slickness up his shaft, and Sam worked his fingers beneath the flat front of her panties, finding her wet pussy, making Lily toss her head backward and bite down on her lip when he slipped two fingers inside of her.

"Oh god, fucking yes," she whispered, tears in her eyes from how good it felt, Sam throbbing in her grasp. She stroked him from top to bottom, and he was slick and thrusting into her hand, his body shaking, and oh how she fucking loved it. How turned on he was; how hot he was for her; how badly he needed her. Nothing made her feel as powerful as making this man shake with just a few fingers in the right spot, and nothing turned her on more than him pinning her down and wiggling his fingers inside of her while she tried not to scream in delight.

"I fucking need you," he breathed, and she felt every little bit of that sentence, longing for his cock inside of her.

"Then take me," Lily told him, and he did.

Sam pulled his cock from her hand and slid out of her, then ripped the shorts and underwear off of Lily like they were on fire. He didn't bother kicking his own pants off, just dropped them low enough to keep himself out, ready for her, and then he was grabbing her legs and pulling them apart and Lily moaned loudly with ecstasy as his slippery dick pressed upwards along her lips.

A quick reposition; an angle downward, and—oh fuck, oh fucking fuck, he was in, he was pushing inside her and filling her to the brim and jesus christ the way he held her legs up, pushing them back, folding her up so that his cock hit that spot, that fucking spot that made her lose sense of everything else, any sense of propriety, any need to be quiet for the neighbors, any worldly concern except the pleasure flooding her brain and the man responsible for it.

Sam buried himself in her, shuddering as her silken tightness grabbed hold of him, and Lily tilted her head back and let her tits bounce in her shirt as Sam started to fuck her, hitting her in that spot over and over, holding her legs with his strong hands and letting slip his own sounds of ecstasy as their fiery need met and surged between them.

The feeling of being bent backwards as Sam pounded into her was the best thing in the world. Lily's toes curled, and she started to rub at her clit, her fingers struggling to pin down the slippery button until they did, and she sucked in air and tensed her muscles around him. He lowered his hands to the tops of her thighs, yanking her up against him, getting deeper still and driving inside of her.

"Oh, fuck," she gasped, and she moaned, and she came, rubbing herself, Sam thrusting in and out of her. He dropped her legs and took her by the waist, holding her firm, fucking her while she came until he was gasping and digging his fingers into her and pumping her full of his cum, his cock throbbing and pulsing inside her until the dance stopped and they were both left breathing heavily and looking into each other's eyes.

And Lily knew it was time.


Chapter 4


SAM

God, was this it? Was this the best sex I'd ever had?

The fact that the very thought had run through my mind many times before this, since I'd come to Ashbury, told me that possibly it was not. But it was a sincere contender.

I lay next to Lily in her bed, my clothes rumpled around my body, with no desire to fix them or strip them off. I just wanted to lay here with her, one hand on her side and my fingers in her hair, moving it off of her forehead and baring her deep brown eyes.

"What was better," I began, thumbing away a strand of hair, "the orgasm or the gyro?"

Lily groaned, then the laugh won out, and she smacked my hip lightly. "Don't make me choose," she said in a pleading tone. "I love them both so much."

I grinned, and we fell back into comfortable silence, our hands making quiet, narrow paths along each other's bodies, like explorers creeping up and down each other's curves (though Lily's curves were a lot better than mine).

I noticed Lily's breathing change just a few seconds before she spoke.

"There was something I wanted to talk to you about," Lily said. Her hand was on me, but it had stilled, and felt the tension in her fingers.

"Sure," I said, gently squeezing her hip. "Talk to me."

Lily pulled in a breath, her eyes moving away for a moment as she gathered her courage. I grew concerned, thinking maybe she had changed her mind about moving in for real. That was okay, if she wasn't ready. It didn't have to be—

"I want to have a baby," Lily said.

I paused. Blinked. Watched Lily's face, her eyes wide open, her fingers tight on my side.

"Oh," I said. "Phew. I thought you were going to give me bad news."

"I...um..." Lily bit her lip, a surprising moment of speechlessness.

I moved closer to her on the bed, her chest just barely touching up against mine. "Lily. I love you. And what you just said makes me incredibly happy."

She let her lip fall from her canine tooth, and she smiled, slowly. "...but?"

"There's no but," I assured her. "I just want to take a little bit of time with it, that's all. This isn't me saying you haven't thought it through, because I am sure you have, and I know it had to be hard as hell finding the right time to bring it up." I moved my hand to her cheek. "Not that there would have been a wrong time."

"Okay. Okay. My heart is pounding." Lily closed her eyes, but she was smiling when she opened them. "Hard part's over. I didn't want to, you know, get you all wound up and then tell you. I wanted us to have some fucking amazing sex, get it out of our systems, and be..."

"Clear-headed?"

"Yeah. Exactly." She found my hand, held it. "And you're right. I've thought about it a lot, and it's something I've always wanted. It just never felt right until now."

The way she said it made my eyes prickle. I wanted to answer her right then and there, I did, but I knew the smart thing to do was sleep on it. I had no doubts about Lily being an amazing mom, nor about Anna and Jasmine's support, which was doubtless to be loving and enthusiastic. But it was a big decision, the biggest of them all, really, and it deserved some time to...incubate.

"I love you," I said, looking Lily in the eyes, "and I'm not going to leave you hanging on this."

"I know." Lily slid her fingers into mine. "You're a smart guy. And you'd be a great dad."

My heart skipped a beat at the word, and it lifted a smile to my lips.

That made Lily light up, too. "Okay, we let it lay. I'm still on my birth control, by the way, so don't worry about that. In the meantime...help me with these sheets?"

I kissed her, and then we got up and tossed the sheets in the washer. I offered to stay and help her—she was packing the small things up, getting ready to move out—but she said it was okay. We both needed some time to think, and besides, soon she'd be around 24/7. I was looking forward to that day.

I drove back through Ashbury, one hand on the steering wheel, my mind everywhere and nowhere all at once. It was hard to focus, hard to conceptualize, the reality of what Lily was asking. My ex-wife and I had never tried; she hadn't wanted children, and I hadn't wanted them badly enough to worry our marriage over it, at the time. Could that have been part of the reason that we fell apart, my desire for such a thing outpacing her own? Maybe. Surely it contributed. But since I had never viewed it as a real possibility, I hadn't bothered putting a lot of thought into the subject.

Until now. And I found that when I did start thinking about it, imagining it, I lost myself in it.

I vaguely remember parking in front of the cabin, the gravel crunching under the tires. The sun had finished setting by now, and I ascended the steps, the porch light flicking on when it sensed my motion.

Into the cabin, kicking off my shoes, nibbling unconsciously at my lip. Thinking about this made me nervous, but there wasn't anything concrete about it. I had no doubts about Lily. I had doubts about myself, if anything. I'd been through a lot in my life, but never something like this. I didn't know if I would be any good at it. I wasn't ancient, but I was in my early 40s, not exactly prime dad age. That was something to think about, right?

I shook my head. Somehow, an hour had passed. I was lying on the couch, looking up at the ceiling and not seeing it, the cabin dark around me. I wished Lily were here. I wanted to hold her, stroke my hands through her hair. I wanted Jasmine and Anna all with me, warm against me, making the world seem smaller and more secure.

I breathed, flexing my fingers. One hour wasn't going to make this decision, and I was just going to burn a hole in my brain if I tried to force it. I said good night to my ladies in the group text and got into bed, closing my eyes and seeing different futures spreading out before me.


Chapter 5


"I'm not gonna say anything about it."

"You can."

"It's between you and Lily. I'm just here to have a nice lunch before my next meeting."

I sat back, looking at Anna across the table. We were at some healthy eatery in the village, the kind of place with broth bowls and salads and no tortillas. Not my favorite, but I acknowledged that I needed to shove some greenery into my mouth at least a couple times a week.

"So...what else is on your mind, then?" I spooned up some of my broth and let it drip back into my bowl.

Anna pinched her lips together. She was struggling, I knew it. I was watching it happen, and I was trying not to laugh.

"Fine," she burst out, dropping her fork onto her salad. "I want to know. I have to know. What are you going to do?"

I opened my mouth to say something, but she immediately held up her hand.

"Christ, forget I said that." Anna shook her head. "Of course you can't tell me before you tell Lily, what a shitty thing for me to ask. I'm just so...excited. And kind of freaking out."

"You do seem pretty amped up." I grinned. "And I know it's not the food."

"This salad is actually great," Anna said, crunching a forkful of lettuce and smiling. "It's got pine nuts."

I took a spoon of soup. Broth bowl. Whatever. "She only brought it up to me last night, we both agreed to take some time with it. Is she...worried?"

"No, nothing like that," Anna said. "She honestly seems very content, now that she's told you. I hope you don't mind that she brought it up to us first."

"Not at all. I'd feel worse if she felt like she couldn't. It's good that we all have each other."

"The benefits of the harem." Anna winked.

We finished up our lunch and Anna went back her office, while I headed to the library with my laptop bag swinging from my hand. I had picked a few spots around Ashbury that were good for getting work done. The cabin was great, but sometimes you just had to change up your venue, and it was hard to beat the library for quietly working.

I sat down at an open table among the stacks and powered on my laptop. My manuscript, at this point, was done. First draft, anyway. I had actually just finished it three days prior, and I had let it breathe the last few days, taking some time away from it before I opened it back up to clean the file a bit and send it to my publisher for the first round of edits. They were excited, and when I had typed THE END 110,000 words later, I had been pretty excited, too.

Now, after last night, I didn't feel that same excitement. It wasn't a bad thing, and I think that was how I knew.

Writing books had been one of the most important parts of my life for a long, long time. They were like my children, in a way. I brought them up from nothing, nurtured them to maturity, and set them on their way, doing my best to help them succeed. They made me proud and they made me anguished and they made me lose sleep and wake up happy. They fulfilled me and made me think about the future; they had me wondering what would come next, once one was all written up.

But now I could see the thinness of that. I still loved writing, I always would, but erasing my notes from the bottom of the manuscript, tweaking the spacing, the typical rigmarole of this process I'd been through dozens of times—it didn't fill me with the same elation it used to.

That might have made me sad, in some other circumstance. But today, here, it made me happy. Because maybe I had always known, somewhere, but now I knew. I knew it was time.

I fired off the email to my publisher—they'd send me a secure link to upload the manuscript—and I slammed my laptop shut like I was trying to put out a fire on the keyboard, drawing several disgruntled looks from the people around.

"Sorry," I said, but I was grinning in a crazy way, and I slid the laptop into my bag and didn't bother to zip it up before running out of the library. Town hall was just around the corner.

I parked somewhere that would get me a ticket. I left my truck unlocked, and I could feel some errant puff of hair twisted the wrong way on the top of my head as I ran up the long walk to the front doors, pulling them open. My feet were loud on the polished floors, and it was midday during the week, so there were plenty of people in the municipal building to give me the side-eye as I breezed by them, heading for the Parks office.

The set of pane-glass doors leading to the reception desk was open, one of them propped out to let the air flow. I stepped in, nodded to the office manager, and walked as quickly as I could to Lily's office.

There she was. Reading something on her computer monitor, looking away from me. Her brown hair cascading down her shoulders, wearing the Town of Ashbury polo I'd come to know on her. When she turned to pull open a desk drawer, she saw me through her office window, and her mouth dropped open in surprise.

"Sam!" she said, though I couldn't hear her, I could just see her say my name.

I opened the door to her office, going inside. She stood up, coming over to me bemused, but with a smile on her face. I pulled her into a hug.

"What are you doing here?" Lily asked, squirming in my tight grip.

"I want to do it," I told her. "I want to have a baby with you."

Her lips parted again, and she tried to speak, but she couldn't. I saw the shine in her eyes; felt her hands clutch at my arms; saw her swallow.

"Are you sure?" she whispered. "You can take more ti—"

I kissed her, pulling her close to me. Lily melted into me, and I felt the wetness of her happy tears on my cheeks, the shaking of her breath as we slowly parted.

I told her, "I am more sure than I've ever been about anything."

"Oh, Sam, I..." Lily's face screwed up as she tried to hold it together. "I'm just so...happy. And scared. And...and everything."

"Me, too." I laughed. "We'll figure it out. All four of us, together."

My heart rate finally started to head back towards normal, and I remembered that we were in her office, in the middle of a work day. That was not where I wanted us to be, in the wake of this grand decision. I wanted to be somewhere else, doing very different things.

And so did Lily.

"Let's get the fuck out of here," she whispered, giggling.

I didn't know what she told her boss. She shot off some text to him after she climbed into my truck, leaving her car there for the next day. I took us to the cabin with her hand on my leg, knuckles white on the steering wheel, and when I pulled up we hopped out and ran into the place like there were dogs nipping at our heels.

We left a trail of clothes to my bedroom, except for the socks, which got scraped off at the end and rolled around the bed with us. We kissed, breathing each other in, my hardness quivering, poised outside of her.

"I stopped taking birth control today," Lily said, looking up at me, naked and beautiful. "But it could be a few weeks before I can get pregnant."

"Let's try anyway," I said, "to be safe."

I slid into her, and she was wet and hot and she pulled me close, exhaling in pleasure, taking me all the way.

"Do it, Sam," she whispered, her cheek up against mine. "Put a baby inside me."

The other day, I'd wondered if I'd just had the best sex of my life. I had expected to be proven wrong, just not so soon. But thrusting into Lily, knowing I was trying to get her pregnant, burying myself deep inside of her and letting it all out as she pushed back against me...there are very few things that can compare to that. And writing a book is not one of them.

Afterward, we lay together, and Lily let out a long breath, a smile of pure bliss on her face. I could feel the energy radiating from her.

"Go on," I said, rubbing her belly. "Tell them."

Lily grinned. She wiggled down the bed and grabbed her phone, pulling up the harem group text.

It's official, she sent. Sam and I are trying.

It was only a few seconds before both our phones lit up. Soon we were all on a call together, chatting animatedly with Jasmine and Anna while Lily and I lay there naked. I imagined the day when it would be all of us here in the cabin, sitting around the table, and waking up for breakfast, and watching the sun set on the porch. All four of us.

And soon enough, more than four.


Epilogue


"Ican't think of a better way to celebrate," Anna said, pulling us up to the jewelry store, "than shopping."

"This must be a hell of a client you landed," Jasmine whistled as she got out of the car. "I'll ask one more time, are you sure about this?"

Anna nodded, smiling as she closed the driver's side door. "Supremely sure. I've been working my ass off and I haven't been able to do anything nice for us. I want to make up for lost time."

"You don't owe us anything, love," Lily said, starting to get out of the car. I darted over to her door and offered my hand. She grabbed it, but gave me a wry grin. "I can stand up, Sam."

"And now you can do it even easier," I said, helping her get out of the car, "because Anna drives a go-kart and it's hell on the knees getting out of this thing."

"Yeah, but it's a lot easier to get back into than your truck," Anna teased.

She had just taken on a big client, a corporate one who was taking her services on retainer, which meant Anna had just had a substantial lift in her income. And she wanted to celebrate by getting us all rings. We couldn't all be getting married anytime in the foreseeable future, but that didn't mean we couldn't bling out like we were.

Anna's words, not mine.

I had offered, though. I guess it would be considered a proposal? I had very romantically brought up the idea of health insurance and taxes to Lily, which she had considered for just a moment before deciding against it.

"I have good insurance through the town," Lily had said, "and I don't want two of us to be married if we can't all be married."

We had looked at it together, and yeah, her health insurance beat the crap out of mine. I had joked that now I wanted to marry her just to get her benefits. But marriage was just a legal status. It wasn't something the harem needed.

Anna held the door of the jewelry store open, and we all walked inside. I had one arm around Jasmine's shoulders, the other around Lily's waist. The cool air conditioning of the place hit me nicely; it was late May, and spring had just started heating up.

"Oh! How far along are you, dear?"

Lily stopped, smiling wide. She always did when people asked her; it brought true joy to her face. I had been amazed how many people would just stop a pregnant woman and start asking her questions, but I was starting to get used to it. As long as Lily didn't mind, that was all that mattered to me.

"Six months," she told the white-haired older lady who had asked. "Well, twenty-five weeks."

The old woman brightened, her eyes crinkling up. "Wonderful. Congratulations."

Lily thanked her and watched her walk past, her hand resting on her stomach. I couldn't resist, and I put my hand there too. She was wearing a maternity shirt, a frilly blue thing that was pretty and gave room for her pregnant belly, which she was coming to terms with. Shopping for maternity clothes had definitely helped with that.

"You don't get enough of this at home?" Lily smirked.

"Hey, if strangers can ask about you, I can touch your belly in public," I insisted, rubbing along the curve. "Jasmine, Anna, get in here."

"Oh god," Lily laughed, as three sets of hands rubbed along her shirt. "You're tickling me!"

Jasmine giggled, her eyes twinkling. "They weren't lying about pregnancy making a lady glow. No wonder people keep stopping to talk to you, Lily."

"You're a radiant mama," Anna said, straightening up. "And Sam, you know, you've got a glow about you, too."

"I keep meaning to get that checked out."

"Tsk." Anna shook her head.

"He's definitely going to have the dad jokes covered," Jasmine groaned.

"You're damn right." I got my arms around them again. "Now let's find the shiny things. Mama shouldn't be on her feet for too long."

I did offer to buy the rings as well, before we had gotten here, because my latest book had just hit the shelves just two months ago, and it was selling well. Very well. People—not just my editor and publisher—were saying it was my best work, and that the next in the series was hotly anticipated.

I had a few ideas as to why.

But Anna was insistent, and I didn't argue with her. She was definitely going to be my guide on this little trip. The last time I had bought jewelry for myself was on vacation years ago, some trinket gemstone necklace at an overpriced gift shop. My ex had picked our wedding bands, though I suppose I had agreed to them at the time, so that was kind of like choosing. Still, I was happy to let the ladies take the lead here.

"Ooh. Ooh! Look at these!" Jasmine tapped on one case. "I think I'm already in love."

"I don't know if I want gold," Lily mused, still resting her hand on her stomach. "I like silver. Or maybe white gold?"

"I don't want us finding the perfect one right away, anyway," Anna said, peering down at where Jasmine was looking. "Half the fun is the adventure of looking around! Come on!"

We moved through the store, and I offered what uninformed opinions I had on various rings, but mostly I was content to just be there. Anna had focused her client base and was finding her evenings and weekends much more free than they had used to be. Jasmine had gotten the job at Akronbrook College nearby to Ashbury, and both she and Anna were going to be moving into the cabin this summer. We had talked about keeping separate places, and it was still something we might do, but for now, we wanted to live the fantasy life of us all being in the same house for at least a little while. And, Jasmine had told us, after her first year at Akronbrook, she wanted seriously talk about getting pregnant.

Of course, we were all excited about that.

But for now, I would live in the moment. The future was shiny and bright, but the present deserved its own attention. Going with the flow hadn't steered me wrong so far.

"Hey," I said, finding a set shining against black velvet. "Look at these ones."

Lily looked down, getting close enough for her breath to fog the glass. "Wow," she said quietly. "I really like these."

They were silver, with a gently twisting design that made them a little more complex than a simple band. For a series of small, simple rings, they were etched with character.

"Damn," Anna said. "Is the adventure over? Because these are..."

"Amazing," Jasmine finished.

"I'm game if you all are," I said.

"Let's at least try them on," Lily suggested, and she waved over the clerk who had been pacing behind the counter.

It turned out that they didn't have them in the right sizes for us all, but we weren't too put out by that. It was a big store, and there was a lot to look at. I think we were all happy for the adventure to continue.

I knew though, looking at Lily, Jasmine, and Anna, holding hands and moving easily together, that the adventure wouldn't slow down for a long time to come.

THE END

of His Writer's Harem


Author's Note


You've reached the end of His Writer's Harem. Thank you so much for reading!

I admit that I'm sad to leave Sam, Lily, Jasmine, and Anna behind after writing them for so long, but I couldn't be happier with how the story ended up. I hope you are, too, and I hope I see you at my next book!

Thank you again!

-Myra
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Get a FREE BOOK by joining my newsletter!

Click below to sign up for my email newsletter and get your free copy of Harem in the Storm, a 10k-word standalone erotic harem story.

I'll email you to let you know about new releases and deals!
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What's next?


Ready for more harem? Try these other Myra Dusk titles…

Bookshop Harem (complete)
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Ethan was ready to start a new life. He wasn't ready to start a new relationship.

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


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


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

Click here to read!
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Matchmaker Harem (complete)
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I just broke up with my girlfriend. The last thing I expected was to end up with two beautiful women.


It was a bad breakup. The kind that makes you move across the country. Now I've got a new job, a new place—I'm ready to start over. When I find the flyer for Bird and Stone, a local matchmaking service, I think, why not? It would at least be a good way to meet people in my new city.


But when I get set up on a date with two amazing women, Emily and Sandra, I figure it has to be a mistake. That's when I learn the truth: Bird and Stone arranges harems, and this three-person outing is very much intentional.


I'm shocked. I don't know if this is right for me. But I do know that Emily and Sandra are both sweet, stunning, and that we're getting along better than I ever thought possible.


I didn't move out here for my life to stay the same. So let's matchmake a harem.

Click here to read!
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